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      Celeste is used to getting her way—it comes naturally. Now that she’s coming of age, she’s about to learn why things turn out in her favor so often, and find out some hidden truths about her own identity. She’d better learn fast how to keep her nature under control, before it gets her kicked out of town—or worse.

      Jonathan has been on the run for as long as he can remember. Everything he’s been taught was in service of keeping his family’s secret safe. And this isn’t just any family secret—if it gets out, it could mean the destruction of his people. He and his mom hope Havenwood Falls will be a safe haven for them and the secret they protect. But they may have run right into the hands of their enemies.

      When Celeste sets her sights on Jonathan, she may be in for her biggest challenge yet. He can’t afford a distraction like dating. But every time their paths cross, they’re drawn closer together. Let the battle of wills begin.
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          JONATHAN

        

      

    

    
      It was a bright, sunny day when it happened. If it had been rainy, we would have stayed home, and they would have caught us. But it was cool and crisp, and Mom wanted to take a stroll down to the open-air market to pick up some fresh vegetables. She usually went with Mrs. Viegas, our neighbor, a nice old lady who’d lived in the small mountain town for her whole life, but today she asked me to walk with her, and I did, because I was bored.

      We walked along the cobblestone streets, Mom drilling me on history facts, dodging kids playing and women sweeping their stoops. At the market, surrounded by the earthy smells of farm-fresh produce, we picked up tomatoes and cucumbers, onions and potatoes, celery and cabbage. At every booth, Mom stopped to chat with the farmers, asking about their children, their harvest, and their health.

      On our way back from the market with a bag full of vegetables, we ran into Mrs. Viegas hurrying down the road. She stopped us with waving arms, but lowered voice. She spoke into my mother’s ear for a minute, and I watched my mom’s expression turn to panic, matching the old lady’s, as her hand came up to clutch the gold pendant she wore. My mother started nodding rapidly, then shoved the bag of vegetables into our neighbor’s arms and grabbed my hand.

      “Obrigada, obrigada,” my mother thanked Mrs. Viegas, then turned and ran, dragging me along with her.

      I was surprised at the speed with which we were able to leave town. Apparently, Mom had set up contingency plans for getting us out if—when—we needed to run. We ran to Mr. Mata’s garage, where my mother pulled him out from under a car and told him she needed her keys. He ran to the office and handed over a set of keys, then pointed to the back door of the shop. Within minutes, we were out of town and speeding down the road to Lisbon.

      About half an hour after we left, I looked out the back window to see a thin plume of black smoke rising into the sky above the town that had been our home for the last three years. I hoped Mrs. Viegas was okay.
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          CELESTE

        

      

    

    
      “Celeste! Finally,” Margaret said as she opened the door. Her mass of black curls was held back with a thin pink headband, which matched her chiffon dress.

      “That’s what you’re wearing?” I bypassed polite greetings and got straight to the point. “No, no, no. Come on, we still have time,” I continued, marching through the front door and up the stairs to Margaret’s room, with my friend trailing along behind me.

      “What’s wrong with it?” asked Margaret. I could tell she was already resigned to the fact that her pale pink party dress from Dress Perfect would be spending the night back on its hanger.

      “Well, first, you wore it to Christine’s birthday party six months ago. And second, it’s . . .” I trailed off, looking the dress up and down, trying to find a way to tell her it would send her crush entirely the wrong message. Catching Margaret’s disappointed expression, I softened my tone. “It’s just not flirty enough. Tonight’s not just the Sweetheart Dance, it’s your first date with Xavier. You’ve got to show off those curves! Remind him how lucky he is that he landed a date with you.”

      “Oh . . . yeah, I guess you’re right,” Margaret conceded, looking to her closet worriedly and adjusting her glasses. “But what will I⁠—”

      “Where’s that little black dress we got at Callie’s?” I interrupted, impatiently flipping through the hangers in the closet.

      “Behind the door, but⁠—”

      “But what?” I asked, turning to pull the dress, still wrapped in its plastic cover, off the back of the closet door.

      “It’s so . . . short,” Margaret admitted, her eyes glued to the hemline.

      I looked at my friend and closed the mirrored closet door in front of her. “Margie,” I leveled in my best no-nonsense voice. “Look at those legs. Hike up that long-ass skirt you’re wearing and look.”

      Margaret obliged, shrugging.

      “You’ve got gorgeous gams, girl! You can’t not show those things off.”

      “Gams?” Margaret laughed. “Who says that?”

      I giggled. “I couldn’t resist. Look at this fantastic flapper dress! I’d be dying to wear this! It’s perfect for tonight.”

      Margaret held up the vintage twenties gown, complete with black fringe and crystal beading. It really was beautiful, and Callie had sworn it was authentic.

      “Okay,” Margaret caved. “Find me some shoes.”

      Suppressing a squeal of glee, I dove back into the closet in search of footwear while Margaret changed, and came up with a pair of strappy black heels that were hidden under a mountain of flats. I helped pin her curls into a stylish twist on top of her head, watching her transform from awkward teen to sophisticated young woman before my eyes.

      “Perfect!” I exclaimed when Margaret stepped into the shoes and twirled, the fringe floating around her. “Xavier’s going to melt, you’re so hot.”

      “Speaking of hot,” Margaret said, grabbing her extra-long coat, “I’ll need this so I don’t turn to ice—and to make it past my dad.”

      We laughed our way back down the stairs arm in arm, Margaret’s shoulders loosening with every step, then freezing when the doorbell rang.

      “It’s him,” Margaret said.

      We made it through the obligatory stern looks from Margaret’s dad and piled into Xavier’s car. Even though it wasn’t far to the Annex (nothing was really far in our little town), it was too icy to walk more than a block or two in heels.

      By the time we got to the Annex, my mood had turned from giddy to glum. I walked into the building wondering why I was even there. With no sweetheart to bring to the Sweetheart Dance, why bother? As I watched Xavier’s eyes nearly bug out of his head when Margaret slipped out of her coat, though, I remembered, and I couldn’t keep a smile from my lips. My friend had been pining after the object of her desire for months, and I was happy to finally see them on the right track.

      Handing my own coat over at the coat check table, I smoothed my hands over my silver sheath dress and looked around. Now that the important part was over with, I’d have to make the best of the evening.

      The space inside the Annex had been rearranged to accommodate the event, and I had to admit the decorating committee had done a great job. The stage at the far end was set up for one of the better local bands, the Mountain Monsters, but just now the DJ, on a separate dais to the right, was playing upbeat music and taking requests for slow dances later on.

      I turned to my left and headed for the refreshments table. As I turned back with a plastic cup of pink punch, someone walking in the door caught my eye. Someone new.

      I watched as he stopped short of the dance floor and appeared to scan the crowd for a familiar face. His shaggy blond hair shone in the multicolored lights, and long lashes framed pale blue eyes. He was in a sleek black leather jacket and dark jeans. As I watched, he ran his fingers through that hair, sending shivers down my spine.

      “Are you going to stand there like a statue all night, Celeste, or come show us your moves?” A voice beside me shook me out of my guy-ogling reverie.

      “Emma, you’re here!” I said a little too loudly. “Just hydrating before dancing,” I covered, raising my cup to my lips and hoping she hadn’t seen my eyes glued to the hottie.

      “Well, finish that and come on! We need you in our girl circle of power,” Emma said, her long light brown hair pulled into a sleek braid down her back, with curled tendrils framing her heart-shaped face.

      Nodding, I drained my cup and turned to put it on the table behind her, surreptitiously taking another peek toward the entrance. A steady stream of people now flowed in through the door, but the new guy was nowhere to be seen.

      I let my friends drag me out to the dance floor and tried to put the guy out of my mind. I hadn’t found one yet who had held my interest past the first conversation. No doubt this one would be the same. I reminded myself to live in the moment and enjoy the night out, and to stop searching the crowd for a leather jacket.
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        * * *

      

      “Dad, I’m home,” I called as I walked in the door. I lived with my father in a modest two-bedroom house on Third Street, a short walk from both the high school and Miller’s Plaza, where my dad’s office was. He was a business accountant, keeping the books and doing taxes for several of the small businesses around town.

      “You’re home early,” Dad replied, coming out of his study, where he spent most of his evenings during tax season. “How was the dance?”

      “Oh, fine, just the same kids I see at school every day all dressed up,” I said, hanging my coat by the door. Looking up to see my father’s eyebrows pinched together, I quickly readjusted my own expression into a believable smile. “Fun. It was fun.”

      His face relaxed into a mirror of my own, and he gave a quick nod. “Good, well, there’s lasagna in the fridge if you’re hungry. I’ve got some more forms to finish up,” he said, heading back toward his desk.

      I went to my own room, getting ready for bed while I pondered a set of blue eyes framed by long lashes.
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        * * *

      

      Even though I absolutely intended to sleep in on Friday, since we had a four-day weekend for Presidents’ Day, I was up as usual at six in the morning. Unable to fall back to sleep, I got ready for my day. Emma, Gianna, and I had plans to go skiing later, but I had a few hours to kill, so I left a note for my dad, whom I could hear in the shower, and walked toward the town square. The sun was out, and the mountain air was fresh and mild. It would be a great day to hit the slopes.

      I walked into Broastful Brew and ordered a coffee and a muffin, then settled in at my favorite corner table. It was a busy weekday morning, but early enough that most of the high school kids were probably still in bed. The town square was decorated with an explosion of heart decorations in pink and red. A beautiful woman with long black hair strode through the park in heels, still dressed in her slinky gown from the night before. I liked the peaceful, quiet vibe in the coffeehouse. I occasionally went to the other coffee shop in the square, Coffee Haven, if I happened to be shopping nearby, but I could have sworn I caught Willow giving me strange sideways looks whenever I went in there. It gave me the creeps. Mabel, the owner of Broastful Brew, always had a smile and a kind word for everyone.

      As I gazed out at the square, I tuned out the conversations around me, until Irene Beckett’s voice sounded from the table just behind me. She was a little old lady who used to teach at the high school decades ago and still thought she had the right to tell everyone how to live.

      “Is that Tasha Young doing the walk of shame this morning?”

      I glanced over to see her breakfast companion, Sybil Carson, who was always an eager audience for Mrs. Beckett’s gossip. Usually they hung out at Coffee Haven, but I guessed they were here gathering information on someone or another.

      “It looks more like a walk of pride to me,” Sybil replied with a smile.

      “Well, it’s too bad she was never my student,” Irene said, “or I’d have talked some decency into her. Look at that dress! It’s fit for a⁠—”

      “Can I get you ladies anything else?” Mabel broke into their conversation just as Mrs. Beckett was about to lose her composure. I hid a giggle behind another bite of my muffin.

      “No, thank you, dear,” Mrs. Beckett said with an edge in her voice. “Have you seen the new woman in town yet? She’s got a teenage son—it’s just the two of them—and they just arrived this week.”

      “No,” Mabel sighed, “they haven’t been in here. I heard they’re staying with Mrs. Walsh, so they probably go over to Coffee Haven for their caffeine.”

      “Well, don’t you worry about that,” Mrs. Beckett said. “One bite of those cookies, and they’ll be hooked!”

      “Why, thank you, Irene. Now I’d better get back to the counter. Let me know if you need anything!”

      I focused back on my coffee. A new family in town, just this week. Could it be the guy I had spotted at the dance last night? I had kept an eye out for him the rest of the evening, but hadn’t seen him again. I was beginning to think he was just an illusion.

      Shrugging off the thought, I cleared my dishes to the counter and waved goodbye to Mabel. If he was at the dance, he’d be at school, and I’d find out soon enough who he was. But I had more important things to worry about. Like getting my ski on.
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          CELESTE

        

      

    

    
      It seemed like half the high school was out on the slopes already as I rode the ski lift up Mount Mae with Emma and Gianna.

      “So are you ready for Hell or High Water, Celeste?” Gianna asked, referring to the double black diamond trail on the slope we were ascending.

      “I want to warm up on a blue square first, then we’ll see,” I said. “It’s been too long since I was out here. Not like you two ski bunnies. How about starting on Renae’s Way?”

      My friends looked at each other and nodded. “Sure,” they said in unison. I loved how easygoing they were.

      “How late did you guys stay at the dance last night?” I asked, watching Emma stifle a yawn.

      “Oh, they shut it down at eleven. But we went to Gianna’s afterward and watched Thor.” She got a dreamy look in her eye. “I wish I knew some movie stars.”

      This prompted a giggle from Gianna. “Look around, Emma. There are plenty of beautiful people in town. Some of them are even our own age!”

      She pointed to the group of skiers waiting for a turn on the slope as we reached the end of the lift. I looked over and spotted Laurel Alverson chatting up Brice Blackstone, and Samuel Milton sneaking glances at Aurelia Petran.

      “Yeah, but they’re all so . . . ordinary,” Emma whined. At this, Gianna burst out laughing, and didn’t stop until we reached the top of

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/logo-white.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        About This Book
      


      		
        Havenwood Falls High Books
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        An Excerpt
      


      		
        Cast in Moonlight
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Havenwood Falls High Books


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/havenwoodfalls-high-willful-high.jpg
LIZ FERRY

A Have od Falls Yo Adult N





OEBPS/images/inbooksubad-2.jpg
S
¢ FREE ﬁTOerQ}i
&MORE__ |

i
ot
i
S e J
P Click here to tell us where /"e‘)
tosend them (3
o e

o
N TALLS 8
- —— @&






