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For the dreamers, the skeptics, and the believers in things that go bump in the night.

Prologue – The Eyes in the Dark

Fog rolled off the Ohio River in heavy sheets, swallowing the narrow stretch of Route 62. The headlights of a lone car carved pale tunnels through the mist, but the world beyond remained hidden, as if the night itself didn’t want to be seen.

Neither man inside spoke. The hum of the engine and the slap of wet tires were the only sounds. Finally, the passenger muttered, “Feels wrong out here. Like the whole place is holding its breath.”

The driver grunted. “You’re just spooking yourself.”

Then the headlights found them.

Eyes. Not the pale reflection of a deer, but burning red, too high off the ground, too deliberate. They didn’t blink. They didn’t move. They only watched.

The driver slammed the brakes. The car fishtailed on the slick pavement, tires screaming. Both men leaned forward, straining against the fog.

And then it moved.

A shape burst from the treeline, blacker than the night, wings stretching wider than the car itself. With a thunderous beat, it hovered above the hood—man-shaped, but twisted, wrong. Its body was thin, its head too small, its eyes blazing with molten light that cut straight through them.

The passenger screamed, fumbling with the door handle. The driver stomped the gas. The car lurched forward, skidding down the road. Behind them, a shriek tore through the night, a sound sharp enough to rattle glass and crawl under their skin. The engine sputtered as if the thing had reached inside and squeezed.

Neither man looked back. Not when the radio burst alive with static that carried a voice not meant for human ears. Not when laughter crackled through the speakers, low and hungry. Not even when another set of glowing eyes appeared in the fog ahead—set in a grin that was far too wide, far too human.

That night, no one believed their story. But a pattern had begun.

First the eyes. Then the wings. Then the disasters.

And before the end, Point Pleasant would never be the same.
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Chapter 1 – Blood and Ash at the Plant 
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The red eyes had vanished, but the smoke still billowed in thick, acrid waves across the streets. Billie and Max staggered backward, coughing, their hair coated with ash, the heat from the flames pressing against their faces. Sirens wavered in the distance, but closer, the town itself seemed to groan under the weight of disaster.

“Billie, seriously. Seriously.” Max’s voice cracked as he waved a hand at the ruined street. “This... this is insane. There’s no way we’re going in there. Did you see those... eyes? Those red eyes?!” He swallowed hard, squinting into the smoke. “I—I think whatever that was could pick us off like bugs!”

Billie brushed ash from her jacket and squared her shoulders. “Maybe. But you saw it too, Max. You felt it. Something alive, something intelligent. If we run away, we’ll never understand what it wants—or why it’s here.” She lifted her camera, checking the glowing ember shapes against the smoke. “We need evidence. We need to see it close.”

Max groaned again, but he didn’t argue further. Billie had a way of twisting words, convincing him they were on the cusp of something no one else had the guts to see. He sighed and tightened his jacket sleeves. “Fine. But if we die tonight, I’m haunting you for the rest of your life.”

“Deal,” Billie said, already moving forward, boots crunching on debris-strewn asphalt.

The closer they got to the plant, the stranger the scene became. The fire wasn’t uniform—it seemed almost... selective. Certain sections of the warehouse had burned to nothing, while others remained eerily intact. Shadows danced in the firelight, bending unnaturally, stretching longer than human limbs should. One shadow in particular caught Max’s attention—a thin figure, impossibly tall, slipping behind the ruins with a grin too wide to be human.

Max tugged on Billie’s sleeve. “Do you... do you see that? That... thing?”

Billie squinted, trying to focus through the smoke. “It’s—uh...” She shook her head, frustrated. “It’s probably just someone escaping. Or a trick of the firelight.” But even she couldn’t shake the chill crawling up her spine. Something about the shape was... wrong.

A low, thrumming vibration pulsed through the ground, like the heartbeat of the earth itself. Billie crouched instinctively, pressing her palm to the asphalt. Max stumbled over her. “Is the building... shaking?!”

Then another shriek split the air—a high, bone-piercing cry that made birds take flight from the treeline. It was closer than before, and this time, it echoed from all directions, wrapping around them like a living thing. Billie’s stomach lurched, adrenaline shooting through her veins.

Max’s voice trembled. “That—whatever that was—it’s right above us.” He ducked instinctively, but Billie tugged him back up.

“We’re fine,” she said, though her teeth chattered. “We have to see it!”

They rounded a scorched corner of the plant, and Billie froze. Wingbeats tore through the night like gusts of hurricane wind. There it was—the Mothman, larger than any bird, wings spanning far above the ruined rooflines, red eyes glowing with an intensity that made Billie’s skin crawl and tingle at the same time. It shrieked, a sound that felt like it had come from inside her skull, and vanished as suddenly as it appeared.

Max staggered, clutching his head. “Okay, nope. Nope. Nope. I’m done. I’m out. We are done.”

Billie’s heart raced—not from fear, exactly, but from exhilaration. “No. We can’t leave. Not yet. That was just... a warning.”

Behind them, a small group of townspeople had gathered near the riverbank, whispering frantically. One man clutched a child to his chest, muttering, “It’s the eyes... they come before the falling. They come before the falling...”

Max blinked. “Did you hear that? He literally said the eyes come before the falling.”
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Mothman

Billie’s mind spun. Falling? Disaster? Warning? She gritted her teeth. “Exactly. That’s what we need to figure out. And maybe stop it—if we can.”

The ground trembled again. Billie and Max ducked as a smaller secondary explosion hurled chunks of debris over their heads. Sparks rained like fireflies, and in the haze, Billie caught another glimpse: two tall figures, moving almost gliding over the wreckage. Max yelped, tripping backward. “Billie, we are not equipped for this! We are not!”

She reached for his arm, steadying him. “Max, come on. We can do this. Just—look at the way they move. They’re not normal. And we have to know why.”

Max groaned. “Why does it have to be us?!”

Billie ignored him, already creeping forward again. She noticed small signs in the debris—a scorch mark here, claw marks there, and what looked like odd symbols etched into the concrete walls. Her pulse quickened. “Someone—or something—has been here before us.”

From the riverbank, a faint flicker of light caught her eye. Moving figures in the distance, too fast to be human, gliding, vanishing. Billie whispered, “Max... look. The shapes—they’re not people. Watch them.”

Max’s stomach lurched. “Oh, you’re kidding me. You’re kidding me. Tell me you’re kidding me.”

Billie shook her head. “Nope. We’re in it now. There’s no turning back.”

They moved closer to the edge of the plant’s collapsed roofline. Smoke coiled around them like a living serpent. Then a voice—low, chilling—called Billie’s name.

“Billie... Billie...”

She froze. “Did... did you hear that?”

Max paled. “Yeah. Yeah, I did. We need to leave.”
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The voice came again, clearer: “Billie Baloney... they see you.”

Billie’s heart hammered. It wasn’t human. And it wasn’t coming from any visible mouth. Somewhere behind her, a tall figure shifted, taller than any man, face obscured in shadow—but she swore she saw that grin. The grin that was too wide, too sharp, and completely wrong.

Max grabbed her arm, shaking. “I am out. Out, out, out!”

Billie shook him off gently but firmly. “Max, listen. This is what we came for. This is it—the proof, the signs, the terror itself.”

A low rumble came from the sky. The Mothman had returned, swooping low over the treeline. Its wings beat against the air with a wind so strong it nearly knocked them both to the ground. Red eyes glowed like hot coals. And then... it vanished.

Billie blinked, heart pounding. “Did... did it just disappear?”

Max could only shake his head, pale as the ash around them. “Yeah. And I don’t ever, ever want to see it again.”

Another scream split the air—this time from a street over, a car crash thrown into the chaos by a sudden blackout. People ran, tripping over debris, screaming. Billie and Max raced toward the street, adrenaline coursing. Flames reflected in the overturned vehicles. Smoke and sparks swirled in chaotic patterns, and something in the back of Billie’s mind whispered: this was only the beginning.

From the treeline, two glowing red eyes watched them. And they were patient.

Billie swallowed hard. “Max... this is just the start. Whatever it wants... we’re going to find out. Together.”

Max groaned but didn’t argue. Somehow, he knew she was right. Somehow, he hoped he wasn’t.

The fire crackled, the shadows twisted, and above them, the first hints of a figure moved through the smoke—something that was neither entirely human nor entirely beast. Billie raised her camera, fingers trembling. Tonight, the adventure had begun.
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Chapter 2 – Whispers in the Wreckage
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The street was a jagged scar of twisted metal and shattered glass, the car crash a fresh wound in Point Pleasant’s already battered night. Billie Baloney and Max stumbled through the haze, the air thick with gasoline fumes and the acrid bite of smoke from the smoldering plant a block away. A pickup truck lay on its side, its front crumpled into a lamppost like a crushed soda can. Nearby, a sedan’s hood curled upward, its driver slumped over the wheel, dazed but alive. Townspeople hovered at the edges, some shouting for help, others frozen, staring into the fog as if expecting it to bite. Sirens wailed in the distance, but they felt too far away, like the world had abandoned this corner of West Virginia.

“Billie, this is beyond nuts,” Max panted, nearly tripping over a sparking power line that dangled like a live snake. His sneakers skidded on glass shards, and he clutched his jacket tighter, as if it could shield him from the chaos. “We should be running away from this, not sprinting into it like we’re in some low-budget horror flick!”

Billie didn’t slow down, her camera swinging from its strap as she weaved through the debris. Her dark hair was streaked with ash, and her eyes burned with a mix of adrenaline and defiance. “Max, that crash happened seconds after the Mothman pulled its vanishing act. You think that’s random? We’re onto something big.” She pointed at the sedan’s cracked windshield, where a faint, claw-like scratch arced across the glass, too deliberate to be accidental. “Look at that. Not a rock, not a branch. Something clawed it.”

Max squinted, his face draining to the color of the fog. “Okay, fine, it’s creepy. Super creepy. But what are we supposed to do? Chase it down and ask for an autograph? ‘Hey, Mothman, love the glowing eyes, what’s with all the property damage?’” He waved his arms, mimicking a mock interview, but his voice cracked, betraying his nerves.

Billie smirked, crouching to snap a photo of the scratch. The camera’s flash lit up the mark, revealing faint grooves that looked almost like writing. “Exactly. Except I’d start with, ‘Why’d you call my name, you winged freak?’” Her voice was steady, but the memory of that voice—Billie Baloney... they see you—sent a shiver down her spine. It wasn’t just the [image: ]  a sedan’s hood curled upward, its driver slumped over the wheel 

Mothman’s presence that rattled her; it was the way it felt personal, like it had rifled through her soul and found her name written there.

She stood, scanning the crowd. A woman in a diner apron was helping the sedan’s driver to his feet, barking orders at bystanders to call 911. A teenage girl clutched her phone, filming the wreckage with wide eyes. And then, apart from the chaos, stood a grizzled man in a flannel shirt, muttering to himself and scribbling furiously in a worn notebook. His hands trembled, but his eyes were sharp, darting toward the treeline as if he saw something the others didn’t.

“Hey, Max,” Billie whispered, nudging him. “That guy looks like he’s got a story. Let’s talk to him before he bolts.”

Max groaned, running a hand through his ash-dusted hair. “Why do I feel like this is gonna end with us in Mothman: The Sequel? You know, the one where the sidekick dies first?”

They approached the man, who barely glanced up from his notebook. His mutters were a low hum, barely audible over the sirens. “...seen it before... always the same... eyes, then falling...” His pen scratched across the page, leaving jagged lines that looked more like a warning than a note.

Billie cleared her throat, trying to sound casual despite the adrenaline buzzing in her veins. “Uh, excuse me, sir? You mentioned the eyes. You talking about that thing we just saw at the plant?”

The man’s head snapped up, his eyes wild but piercing, like he’d been waiting for someone to ask. “You saw it?” His voice was low, gravelly, as if he was afraid the fog itself was eavesdropping. “The Mothman don’t show itself unless it wants to. You’re marked now, kid.”

Max let out a nervous laugh, taking a step back. “Marked? Oh, great. That’s just what I needed to hear. Marked for what, exactly? Getting eaten? Turned into moth food?”

Billie ignored him, leaning closer to the man. “Marked for what? And who are you, anyway?”
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The man hesitated, his fingers tightening around the notebook. “Name’s Amos. Used to work at the plant, back when it was pumping out chemicals instead of nightmares. Been tracking that thing since ’66.” He tapped his temple, his eyes narrowing. “It’s not just a monster. It’s a sign. Disaster follows it like a shadow. You saw the plant burn. You saw the crash. It’s starting again.”

Billie’s pulse quickened, her mind racing to connect the dots. “Disaster like the explosion? Or this crash? You’re saying it’s connected?”

Amos nodded, his gaze flicking to the treeline again. “And worse. Silver Bridge, ’67. Collapsed right into the Ohio River. Killed forty-six. Started with the eyes, just like tonight.” He leaned in, his breath sour with coffee and fear. “You heard it, didn’t you? It spoke to you.”

Billie’s stomach twisted, but she kept her face steady. “Maybe. What’s it want?”

Amos chuckled, a dry, humorless sound that made Max flinch. “To warn. Or to hunt. Depends on what you do next.” He pointed a gnarled finger at the smoldering plant. “Those symbols you saw? Scorch marks, claw scratches? They ain’t random. They’re old. Older than this town. Older than you’d believe.”

Max shifted uncomfortably, his voice barely above a whisper. “Symbols? You mean those weird scratches? Billie, you didn’t tell me they were, like, ancient prophecy stuff!”

Billie shot him a look. “I didn’t know they were!” She turned back to Amos, her jaw set. “What do they mean? And why’s it calling my name?”

Amos’s eyes narrowed, studying her like she was a puzzle he didn’t trust. “You’re a Baloney, ain’t you? Your family’s been here a long time. Maybe it knows your blood. Maybe it’s got a grudge.” He shoved his notebook into his jacket and started to walk away, then paused. “Check the library. Old records, pre-war. You’ll find something. But be careful. It’s watching.”

Before Billie could press him further, Amos melted into the crowd, his flannel blending with the gray fog. Max grabbed her arm, his voice shaking. “Okay, that guy’s unhinged. We are not going to a creepy library to dig up ancient curses or whatever! We’re done, Billie. Done!”

Billie raised an eyebrow, already moving toward the town square. “You got a better plan? Sit at home and wait for it to knock? Amos said old records. That’s our lead.” She pointed at the library’s brick facade, looming through the fog like a tombstone. “We’re going.”

Max groaned, louder than ever, but followed, muttering under his breath. “Why is it always me? Why not some other idiot?”

The library was a hulking shadow, its windows dark, reflecting the flickering streetlights. Billie knelt by the side door, pulling a hairpin from her pocket—a trick she’d perfected breaking into abandoned lots for her blog photos. The lock clicked, and she pushed the door open, the hinges creaking like a warning. Inside, the air was heavy with the smell of dust and old paper, the kind of silence that felt like it was holding its breath.

Max hovered close, clutching his phone’s flashlight, its weak beam barely cutting through the gloom. “This is breaking and entering, you know. We’re gonna get arrested and haunted. Double whammy.”

“Relax,” Billie whispered, scanning the shelves. “We’re not stealing. We’re... researching.” Her boots echoed softly on the hardwood as she navigated the stacks, her eyes catching on a section labeled “Local History.” She pulled down books with cracked spines, their titles faded but legible: Point Pleasant Chronicles, 1890–1950, Ohio River Legends, West Virginia Oddities. One book, heavier than the rest, made her pause. Its cover was unmarked, but a loose page slipped out as she opened it—a hand-drawn map of the town, inked with strange symbols that matched the ones at the plant.

“Holy crap,” Billie breathed, tracing the lines with her finger. “These are the same. Look—here’s the plant, the river, even the bridge.” The map was old, the paper brittle, but the symbols were precise: spirals, jagged lines, and what looked like a winged figure scratched into the corner.
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Max leaned over, his voice barely a whisper. “Okay, that’s freaky. Like, horror-movie-level freaky. What do they mean?”

Billie flipped through the book, her heart racing. A faded note in the margin caught her eye, written in spidery script: The Harbinger marks the chosen. The river holds the truth. Her breath caught. “The river. That’s where we need to go.”

Before Max could protest, the library’s lights flickered, casting long shadows across the stacks. A low hum vibrated through the floor, like the pulse they’d felt at the plant. Max’s phone died abruptly, plunging them into near-darkness. A rustle came from the back of the room—like wings brushing against shelves, deliberate and slow.

“Billie...” Max’s voice was a squeak, his hand gripping her arm. “Please tell me that’s a rat. A big, normal, non-demonic rat.”

Billie’s heart pounded, but she gripped the book tighter, her knuckles white. “Stay cool. It’s probably nothing.” She didn’t believe her own words. The air felt heavy, pressing down on her chest like a physical weight. She took a step toward the sound, her sneakers silent on the carpet, her camera raised like a shield.

A shadow moved—tall, thin, too fluid to be human. Red eyes flashed in the dark, gone in an instant. Then the voice came again, low and sharp, cutting through the silence: “Billie Baloney... you seek what should stay buried.”

Max yelped, knocking over a stack of books with a crash that echoed like a gunshot. Billie spun, her camera flashing, but the shadow was gone. The hum stopped, and the lights flickered back on, weak but steady. Her hands shook as she checked the camera—nothing but static on the screen, the footage corrupted.

“Okay,” Max said, backing toward the door, his voice trembling. “We’re done. We’re so done. That was it, Billie. It’s following us! It knows your name, and it’s got a vendetta or something!”

Billie’s jaw tightened, her fear morphing into defiance. “Good. Let it. That means we’re close.” She tucked the map into her jacket, her mind racing. “We’re not running, Max. We’re going to the river—where the symbols point. Tonight.”

Max groaned, his shoulders slumping. “You’re gonna get us killed. Or worse. Like, turned into moth minions or something.”

Billie grinned, though her heart still raced. “Worse is what makes it fun.” She pushed past him, heading for the door. “Come on. We’ve got a river to check out.”

The fog outside was thicker now, curling around the streetlights like a living thing. Billie led the way, the map burning a hole in her pocket. The river wasn’t far—just a few blocks through the town’s quiet streets, past shuttered shops and houses with curtains drawn tight. Max trailed behind, muttering about his life choices, his flashlight beam darting nervously at every shadow.

The Ohio River came into view, its surface black and glassy under the moonless sky. The air was colder here, heavy with the smell of mud and decay. Billie knelt at the bank, scanning the ground for anything that matched the map. “Look for symbols,” she said, her voice low. “Anything weird—scratches, carvings, anything.”

Max crouched beside her, his hands shaking. “This is a bad idea. The worst idea. Why are we out here, in the dark, chasing a monster that talks?”

Billie ignored him, her fingers brushing over a flat stone half-buried in the mud. It was etched with a spiral, identical to the map’s markings. “Got something,” she whispered, digging it out. The stone was heavy, its surface worn but deliberate, like it had been placed there long ago.

Before she could examine it further, a low hum pulsed through the ground, stronger than before. The river’s surface rippled, though there was no wind. Max stumbled back, his voice rising. “Billie, you feel that? It’s happening again!”
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The hum grew louder, vibrating in their bones. Then, from the opposite bank, a shadow rose—tall, winged, its red eyes blazing through the fog. The Mothman. Its wings beat once, sending a gust that churned the river into waves. Billie’s heart pounded, but she raised her camera, snapping wildly. “Come on, you freak. Show yourself!”

The creature shrieked, a sound that clawed at their eardrums, and dove toward them. Max screamed, diving into the mud. Billie stood her ground, her camera flashing, capturing nothing but a blur of wings and those searing eyes. Then, as suddenly as it appeared, it was gone, the hum fading into silence.

Billie lowered the camera, her hands trembling but her voice steady. “It’s playing with us. It wants us to follow.”

Max scrambled to his feet, covered in mud. “Follow? Are you insane? It’s gonna eat us, Billie! Or, like, possess us! Or—”

“Or it’s trying to tell us something,” Billie cut in, holding up the stone. “This is a clue. The map, the symbols, the river—it’s all connected. We’re not backing off now.”

Max groaned, wiping mud from his face. “I hate you. I really, really hate you right now.”

Billie grinned, tucking the stone into her pocket. “Love you too, Max. Let’s go. We’ve got a mystery to crack.”

From the treeline, the red eyes watched, patient and unyielding. Somewhere in the fog, a low voice whispered Billie’s name again, and this time, it sounded almost pleased.
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Chapter 3 – Shadows Over the Shrine
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The Ohio River churned under the moonless sky, its black surface rippling like it was alive. Billie Baloney knelt at the muddy bank, the cold seeping through her jeans as she clutched the symbol-carved stone from the river’s edge. The spiral etched into it matched the map from the library, and the weight of it felt heavier than it should, like it carried secrets older than the town itself. Fog coiled around her and Max, thick enough to choke on, and the air buzzed with a tension that made her skin prickle.

“Billie, I’m begging you,” Max whispered, his voice shaking as he crouched beside her, his flashlight beam darting across the water. “Let’s go home. We found your creepy rock. The Mothman showed up, did its glowy-eye thing, and left. That’s enough adventure for one night, right? Right?” His sneakers sank into the mud, and he yanked them free with a squelch, muttering, “This is how people die in movies.”

Billie rolled her eyes, tucking the stone into her jacket pocket next to the library’s map. “Max, it didn’t just ‘show up.’ It saw us. It’s playing a game, and I’m not backing out now.” She stood, brushing mud off her hands, and scanned the riverbank. The map had marked this spot with a jagged symbol, and Amos’s words echoed in her head: The river holds the truth. “We’re close to something big. I can feel it.”

Max groaned, his flashlight shaking. “Yeah, I feel something too. It’s called impending doom. That thing knows your name, Billie! It’s not sending you a birthday card—it’s stalking us!”

Before Billie could fire back, a low hum pulsed through the ground, like the earth itself was growling. The river’s ripples grew sharper, splashing against the bank. Billie froze, her heart thudding. “You hear that?”

Max’s eyes widened. “Hear it? I feel it! It’s like the ground’s about to eat us!” He spun, his flashlight catching a flicker of movement in the fog—a shadow, tall and thin, gliding along the opposite bank.

Billie’s pulse raced, but she grinned, adrenaline kicking in. “There you are, you creepy jerk.” She pulled out her camera, snapping shots into the fog, though she knew the footage might not survive. “Come on, Max. Let’s find out what it’s guarding.”

Max grabbed her arm, his voice a panicked hiss. “Guarding? You think it’s guarding something? Like, what, a treasure chest full of moth wings? We need to leave!”

But Billie was already moving, following the map’s symbols toward a cluster of gnarled trees where the bank dipped into a shallow ravine. The hum grew louder, vibrating in her chest, and the air felt heavier, like it was pushing her back. She spotted a pile of stones, half-hidden by roots, arranged in a rough circle. In the center was a flat slab, etched with the same spiral as her stone, surrounded by jagged lines that looked like claws.

“Holy crap,” Billie breathed, kneeling beside the slab. “This is it. A shrine or something.” She ran her fingers over the carvings, her excitement outweighing her fear. “This is old, Max. Like, way old.”

Max hovered behind her, his flashlight shaking. “Great. An ancient moth shrine. Exactly what every teen wants to find at midnight. Can we go now, or do you want to summon it for a selfie?”

Billie ignored him, digging around the slab. Her fingers brushed something hard—a small, leather-bound book, its cover cracked and stained with river mud. She pulled it free, her heart pounding. “Max, look at this. A journal.”

Max leaned closer, his voice dropping. “Okay, that’s creepy. Like, Blair Witch creepy. Don’t open it. It’s probably cursed.”

Billie snorted, flipping it open. The pages were brittle, filled with spidery handwriting and sketches of the same symbols—spirals, claws, and a winged figure with glowing eyes. One entry, dated 1863, caught her eye: The Harbinger chooses its herald. The Baloney bloodline carries the mark. The river binds them. Her breath caught. “Max, it says ‘Baloney.’ My family. This is about us.”
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