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They used to be best friends. Not anymore. Her family kept a secret, and so did he. What no

one suspected: She was the secret.My name is Lilly McGuire.It’s been over two years, and I

still have no clue why he stopped talking to me. He. My best friend.Everything was great. Then,

he left for football camp. When he came back, he pretended I didn’t exist, leaving a room every

time I’d enter. Eventually, he stopped coming home altogether.I moved on. Or so I

thought.Then, a journalism assignment makes me stumble across a ten-year-old case of

missing girls. With every new article I find, I get pulled deeper into a world that makes me

question everything I had believed to be the truth.Then, they start: the migraines.Just when I

accept that I must be losing my mind, something unexpected happens. I have to make a choice

that will determine not only my entire future but also his.My name is Rhys McGuire.My life is

based on secrets, and two years ago, I was forced to make a choice. I stayed away, but I’ve

kept watching.Now, fate has thrown me a bone. The decision is mine again. Stay quiet or come

clean? Continue the charade, or tell her everything that’s been tearing me apart since I was

seven years old?The choice is mine, but do I really have one? If she finds out, I could lose her

forever. The ones she has trusted most are the ones that have betrayed her—maybe even

beyond repair. I want to believe that she would forgive me, but could she move past all of the

lies?**AUTHOR’S NOTETrust Lilly and Rhys. Things may appear a certain way at first but most

likely will not end up the way you expect. Keep reading.In the Dark (ITD) is the first book in a

trilogy within The Dark Series and ends with a CLIFFHANGER. Before beginning this series,

please note that the first three books are one CONTINUOUS story, with Of Light and Dark

(Book Three) being the conclusion.While the entire series is intended for MATURE (18+)

readers, please be aware that the trilogy is considered a SLOW BURN. The intensity will

gradually increase throughout the story.ITD is a dark, new adult, contemporary, suspense

romance. It is labeled dark due to the themes that may be considered TRIGGERS for some.

Reader discretion is advised.

This book is a complete page-turning, mouth-gaping, suspense ridden book with the

PERFECT amount of romance mixed in. ~Author S.J. SylvisThis story is truly unique!!! There

are books that make your stomach drop once- this will make your stomach drop at least twice

and also give you white knuckles from clinging to your kindle. ~Goodreads ReviewerThis is a

page turner that will keep you on the edge of your seat!!! I can't wait to dive into book

2!! ~Author Laura PavlovI am just sitting here trying to recover from the onslaught of emotions

that this book put me through... If, like me, you are a fan of Brittney Sahin's books, then you will

definitely enjoy In the Dark. Where Sahin is a master of suspense, Danah Logan has managed

to deliver a suspenseful masterpiece of her own. ~Goodreads ReviewerThis book was

amazing. I loved the suspense, it kept me on the edge of my seat, and I slept only 4 hours

because I needed to know what happened!! ~Author Mallory FunkAbout the AuthorBorn and

raised in Germany, Danah moved to the U.S. and eventually traded downtown Chicago's city

life for the northern Rockies.From a young age, she has always had voices in her head. She

wrote short stories in high school; however, she eventually stopped as life got busier.Talking

about said voices, one day, a friend suggested giving it another try--even if it was just for the

fun of it. Until that point, her focus was on raising her two-year-old twins, and she had never

thought about writing again. But, she dug through old backup CDs (yes, people still have those)



and found the original version of one of her short stories.About forty thousand words in, she

realized there is no way to tell it in just one book, and that's when her first book series was

born.With many more plots in her head, this writing gig has become Danah's passion, and she

spends every free minute in front of her laptop, letting the voices out. --This text refers to the

paperback edition.
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AUTHORTrust Lilly and Rhys.Things may appear a certain way at first but most likely will not

end up the way you expect.In the Dark (ITD) is a dark, new adult, contemporary, suspense

romance. It is labeled dark due to the themes that may be considered TRIGGERS for

some. Reader discretion is advised. (For a more detailed list of potential triggers, .)ITD is

the first book in a trilogy within The Dark Series and ends with a CLIFFHANGER. Before

beginning this series, please note that the first three books are one CONTINUOUS story, with

Of Light and Dark (Book Three) being the conclusion.While the entire series is intended

for MATURE (18+) readers, please be aware that Lilly and Rhys's trilogy is considered a SLOW

BURN, and the intensity will gradually increase throughout their story.Each book in The Dark

Series is unique to its main characters. They grow as they get older in the series, make

mistakes that can have you either relate to, like, or dislike (possibly even hate) them. They are

raw and flawed, but they are (fictional) humans. For A.L., my best friend, without whom I never

would’ve picked up this twenty-one-year-old, unfinished short story. You pushed me to follow a

dream I never knew I had, inspired a passion I never want to give up again, and helped bring

Lilly’s story to life.PROLOGUEHIMI walk into her room for the nightly check, expecting the

usual crying and pleading to let her go home, but when I open the door and hear nothing, I

know something is wrong. I rush to her small form on the bed, calling her name, but she is not

responding. I shake her, but she’s completely limp in my arms. Checking her pulse, I sigh in

relief. She’s alive. What have I done? I scoop her up and race outside to my car which,

thankfully, is still in the driveway from my earlier errand. Making sure she is secure in the

backseat, I break every speed limit to the nearest emergency room. I can’t lose her, too.

Making sure my hat is low, hood covering my hair and most of my face, I race inside the double

doors and nearly throw her at the first nurse I can find. "HELP HER!"Back in the car, I lean my

forehead against the steering wheel and try to catch my breath, chanting, "She will be fine. She

will be fine. She will be fine. I’ll get her back."CHAPTER ONELILLYIt’s mid-November, and

everyone is talking about the upcoming Thanksgiving break. Denielle and I sit with Emma and

Sloane at our usual lunch table. Our cafeteria is a huge, rectangular hall located in the center

of where the three wings of Westbridge High meet. Two sets of double doors lead in from the

east and west wings. The south wing is connected via two walkways to the east and west

wings. Technically, it is its own building, not a wing, but since it’s south of the main complex,



everyone calls it the south wing. I’m sure someone put a lot of thought into it before making

that decision, or it was just the most logical, who knows. The south wing also leads to the

parking lot and houses the administration offices, health office, and all of the art-related

classrooms—best lighting and all.Our lunch table is in the heart of the room, next to floor-to-

ceiling windows overlooking the outdoor seating area and green space. We have the perfect

view of everything and everyone. When I’m not required to pay attention to my friends, I tend to

just stare outside at the trees framing the school grounds. We are the only mixed table of

gymnasts and cheerleaders. Emma and Sloane are the cheerleaders. Denielle and I are on the

school’s gymnastics team and train at the local academy during our off-season. The rest of the

cheerleaders flock around the far corner table by the east exit, and the rest of the gymnasts

are spread over different tables on the west side. It’s like an unspoken agreement, but since the

four of us have been friends since middle school, we refused to conform to that rule when we

entered high school. The jocks claim three of the middle tables and are the center of attention,

no matter where in the room you are—you can’t miss them. This includes my brother, Rhys,

quarterback of the school’s football team as well as reigning wrestling champion, and his best

friend, Wes.I’m chewing on my turkey-avocado wrap, tempted to let my gaze wander outside

and stop listening to Den going on incessantly about her boyfriend, Charlie. They have been

together for two years, and this will be the first time he’s coming home since he left for college

in August. I peer at my watch—twenty-three minutes and counting. I quietly sigh to myself but

try to be a supportive best friend and pay attention. Denielle and I have been friends since my

family moved back to Westbridge, Virginia four years ago. We lived here when Dad did his tour

at the Pentagon, but he ended up taking command in North Carolina for three years, so we

moved again. When he retired from the Marine Corps after twenty-some years, he took a

government contractor position. His new job requires him to travel, so he doesn’t care where

we live. Mom has been a corporate attorney with the same firm for as long as I can remember.

She is able to commute between her local office and the firm’s main office in Alexandria easily.

Living in North Carolina, she had to travel for days at a time, and she never liked leaving us

kids for that long—especially when Natty, our little sister, was younger. But it wasn’t just that.

Both my parents had lived in the Virginia area when they went to school, which was where they

met, and a lot of their college friends are still here. Rhys had immediately voted for Westbridge,

as you would’ve thought he’d lost a limb when we left there three years earlier and he had to

say goodbye to Wes. The two had been inseparable since Rhys’s first day at Westbridge

Elementary. My brother had dropped his lunch, and Wes shared his grilled cheese sandwich

with him. The bond they formed over two pieces of bread resulted in a lifelong friendship. With

so many ties to Virginia, my parents figured moving back was a win-win for everyone. Oh, and

of course there is Butler Gymnastics Academy where I had trained for years before we

moved.I’ve done gymnastics my entire life, so it was a no-brainer to rejoin Butler’s as soon as

my boxes were unpacked. I kept up with it in North Carolina, but it wasn’t the same. Every

academy has its individual training method, and I remember being so nervous that I wouldn’t

make the cut. Denielle took one look at me during my first practice session and flashed me a

grin. "I like you. I think we’ll be best friends." And that was it. Luckily for us, we also attended

the same middle school, and she’s been by my side ever since. There was never a question we

would compete for spots on the school team as soon as we started high school.I finish my

wrap, and Denielle is coming up on thirty-four minutes. My attention is fading quickly. My mind

drifts again, and I remember the second week of our freshman year when Charlie literally ran

Denielle over. He was coming out of the cafeteria, late for his next class, and we were about to

enter for our lunch period. His head was turned, talking to one of his buddies, when he plowed



her down. It was comical; her books went flying, and the contents of his opened backpack went

everywhere. Den was about to let him have it when their eyes locked. Both of them just stared

at each other, slack-jawed. They went on their first date the following weekend and have been

together ever since. They have one of those relationships you only read about—the perfect

couple. They complement each other in every way: where she is spontaneous and

temperamental, he is calculated and level-headed. Even their fights make you want to gag at

how perfect they are. Sometimes, I wonder how they make it work. Anyway, Charlie left for

college this summer, and they are working their way through a long-distance relationship. So

far, it’s been going well, but Thanksgiving will be the first time he’s been back, and to say Den

is excited would be like saying the sun is kinda warm."He’ll regret sending me all these

naughty texts and then not acting on them."Emma and Sloane laugh at Denielle’s comment,

and I just roll my eyes. "You are so full of it. First of all, how could he act on it, being three

states away? And second, the minute you two are alone, you’ll jump his bones."Den grins at

me sideways. "Wasn’t that what I was referring to?"I just shake my head and gather my things.

"Grab your stuff. I don’t want to be late for journalism again. Mr. Davey said we’d get our

research assignment today.""Geek.""Love you, too. Get your ass moving.""You have until after

break to finish your paper. We’ve talked a lot about the news in the last few weeks—how

subjectively things are being presented based on the presenter. I want you to pick a current

news topic. It can be anything from economics, politics, even a recent criminal case, and

research the entire subject. What is being reported and how is it presented versus what you

believe is being left out and why."Mr. Davey mentioning a criminal case immediately intrigues

me. Economics and politics have never really interested me. I’m more a math and computer

science kinda girl. Plus, our household is composed of an attorney and a former Marine.

Heated discussions over politics are a given, which is a reason I stay clear of it as much as I

can. Criminal case it is.RHYSI glance toward the table by the windows where Lilly and her

friends had taken up residence during the first week of freshman year. As much as the three

middle tables are ours, that one is property of Denielle, Sloane, Emma, and Lilly, with the

occasional visit from a random student. Lilly is staring out the window while Sloane and Emma

hang on Denielle’s every word. I press my lips together to hide the smile that wants to creep

across my face from seeing Lilly’s bored expression. I wonder what the topic of Den’s

monologue is that evokes such an opposite reaction in Lilly versus her two friends. Not that I

would ever dare ask. If I did, the answer wouldn’t extend beyond Denielle’s middle finger.

Turning back to my table, a chuckle escapes me at the visual in my mind, and Wes gives me

the eyebrow. Purposefully ignoring my best friend, I shove another forkful of the disgusting and

cold spaghetti in my mouth. How the cafeteria folks can fuck up something simple like spaghetti

is beyond me.The last two classes are dragging. All I can think about is today’s practice since

Coach decided to jam extra sessions in before break. I walk between Wes and Jager toward

the gym when my girlfriend appears in front of us. Kat gives my friends her usual sultry eye

flutter before she wraps her arm around mine and pulls me toward the guys’ bathroom we just

passed."Excuse us, guys. I need Rhys to take care of something for me really quick."She gives

me a sidelong glance, and I know exactly what goes through my best friend’s and teammate’s

heads.Awesome.Wes fist bumps me as I’m being dragged away, and Jager hoots loudly.

However, before we get to the bathroom door, I stumble into someone, which is followed by,

"What the fuck, McGuire?"This is getting better by the minute.I turn toward the voice and come

nose to nose with Lilly’s best friend and my archenemy. With her four-inch heels, Denielle is

almost at eye level with me, and we stare at each other—neither of us budging. I put my most

bored expression on, one I have mastered over the last few years, but before I can say



anything, Kat sneers from my side, "Watch where you’re going. You’re holding us up."Kat

intimidates ninety-nine percent of the school’s female population, but not Denielle Keller. She

just raises an eyebrow and looks between her and me before settling on Kat."Oh, you mean

now you have to finish him off in three minutes versus five?" Her gaze travels to me, and with a

smirk, she continues, "I think you’ll be fine. From what I’ve heard, you two never need more

than two."Instead of walking around me, she bumps her shoulder into mine with as much force

as she’s able to gather in the short distance between us.As I follow Den’s retreating form, a

hiss comes from Kat that sounds something along the lines of bitch, but instead of engaging,

Den just flips her the finger and keeps walking. I bite the inside of my cheek not to burst out

laughing and let Kat drag me the rest of the way into the bathroom.After ensuring we’re alone,

she rounds on me. "You’ve been ignoring me this week."She can’t be serious.This time, I don’t

even have to pretend to be bored. "What are you talking about?""During lunch and practice!"

With both fists on her hips, all that’s missing is her stomping a foot to complete the temper

tantrum.The urge to turn and walk out is overpowering, but after a calming inhale and exhale, I

simply say, "I’ve had extra practice, and you know that. What do you want from me? Walk you

to the other end of the gym in the middle of everything so that we’re seen together?" I almost

expect her to say yes, but instead, she switches gears altogether."Don’t forget Emma’s party

on Friday. I expect you to be there."It’s not like I have anywhere else to be—like home."I

will."My answer pacifies her, and she presses a quick kiss on my cheek. "That’s my boyfriend."I

sigh inwardly. Yes, it is.CHAPTER TWOLILLYThanksgiving break is finally here.Emma is

throwing a party at her new stepdad’s house tonight, and Denielle has been spamming me with

texts since we separated at the parking lot earlier.U HAAAVE to come. Jake will be there. I told

u about him. He REEEAAALLY wants to meet u.What’s with the elongated spelling?I can’t

remember the last party where Den didn’t want to hook me up with a guy, but this is

exaggerated even for her. I love her for trying, and every once in a while, I indulge her, but all

the guys are just missing something. It gets old quick.I respond with the only thing that will

make her stop.It’s a cheer party. I have no desire to run into them, and u know she’ll be there,

which means he will be too.A few minutes later, my phone lights up again.Sigh!Bingo! Internal

fist pump. I grin until I see her next text, and my feeling of satisfaction fades.Babe, you need to

get over this shit. It’s been over 2 yrs. Ur brother is a dick and I have ur back, but u can’t avoid

every party where the Wicked Bitch will be because u don’t want to run into him.Now, it’s my

turn to sigh.Ugh. Ur right. But not tonight, k? I just don’t want a repeat of the end of summer

party.That was months ago, but ok. Call me if you change your mind. Love you, babe.K. Love

you 2.Feeling somewhat resigned, I put my phone down next to my laptop. I’m sitting at my

desk, which is positioned between the two windows facing the backyard, and I peer over at the

small, framed photo of Rhys and me.My brother is a year older—actually, ten and a half

months, to be precise, which has been cause for quite some fertility jokes about our mom over

the years.Slightly taller, he has his arm draped around my shoulder, grinning at the camera

while I beam up at him. It was taken at Woodland Park right after we moved to Westbridge the

first time, ten years ago. Rhys and I used to be so close; we did everything together. And then it

all changed a little over two years ago—he changed.After a year of attending different schools

—Rhys at Westbridge High and me still in middle school—we were going to finally be in the

same place again. He was so busy his freshman year that I saw him less and less. In my mind,

we would carpool, and Rhys, Wes, and I would get to hang out again. I had it all planned out in

my mind and couldn’t wait for school to start. They were both gone for camp over the summer,

and despite spending most of my time with Denielle, I missed them a lot. Wes had been Rhys’s

best friend for eight years, but he was one of my closest friends as well. Though, when they got



back, Rhys had changed even more. He was completely withdrawn. Wes tried to assure me

that it had nothing to do with me; Rhys was just busy. But I knew better. By the time school had

officially started, my brother was full-on ignoring me. I tried several more times, but he just

became more irritated. When I entered a room, he would turn and leave. I had lost my best

friend over something I didn’t understand. Then, he started dating Katherine Rosenfield, the

head cheerleader, and I gave up trying to fix the unknown. The quarterback and the

cheerleader—the perfect couple. Gag.Shaking my head, I turn away from the picture. I’ve put it

away several times, but something always compels me to place the frame back on my desk.I

pull up the search engine on my computer and start looking for a topic for my journalism paper.

The quicker that’s done, the quicker I can enjoy the break. Maybe Denielle will even

disentangle herself from Charlie long enough to spend some time with me.I’ve been browsing

different news websites for the past hour when I come across a headline that piques my

interest. Seven-Year-Old, Rose Ashbaugh, Discharged from Local Hospital After Missing for

Two Weeks. I click on the article and am immediately sucked in. This little girl is the fifth victim.

She was taken at a local park she visited with her mother regularly. The mom was talking to

another parent and didn’t notice Rose was gone until it was too late. They kept getting regular

updates from the perpetrator with pictures showing her healthy and taken care of. No demands

were made, and a couple of weeks later, she just turned up at a random hospital. What the

hell?I read every article I can find linked to this one. Most of them are from the same freelance

reporter, a guy named Lancaster, who seems to have made this story—case—his sole

purpose in life. It’s all he writes about. I look up the other victims, and not one girl could give a

decent description of the kidnapper. They were being kept tranquil, but not fully sedated, just

kind of drugged. All they could tell the authorities was the man was tall, white—so, Caucasian—

and nice. Nice? What the—? He talked to them, read with them, played games, made them

their favorite foods, etc. The hairs on my arms stand up while reading this. The girls were taken

from all over the U.S. There is no rhyme or reason to the timeline; all they have in common is

their appearance: slender with long blonde hair, hazel eyes, and fair skin.I think I’ve found the

topic for my paper.I decide to go through the articles victim by victim and compare the

coverage. Other news outlets followed the first reporter’s lead and mentioned a possible

connection between these cases. I take notes from each article and bookmark sites. My phone

buzzes a few times, but I ignore it. I don’t have the patience for party gossip right now. I’m on

the second article for victim number three, Meredith Scagliotta, when my gaze wanders back to

the picture of Rhys and me. Suddenly, something about the picture feels off, but I can’t pinpoint

what. I rub my eyes and peer over my left shoulder at my queen-size bed—anywhere but the

photo. I recently got a new light-gray, upholstered wingback headboard. My old one was a hand-

me-down from the guest bedroom set in our last house, and I’d been begging for a room

makeover for years. Mom finally caved when she found this one on sale at the local furniture

store. After spending some of my own money on a white pin-tuck duvet set and some gray and

purple throw pillows, my new bed has become my sanctuary when I’m at home. It’s the one

place I can fully relax and feel at peace. The rest of the house always keeps me on edge

because there is a chance of Rhys showing up. He pretends I’m invisible yet can’t stand to

remain in the same room as me for more than a few minutes. Not that he ever does, though—

show up, that is. I focus back on my screen and the photo of the little girl displayed on the

website, but my eyes are drawn to the white picture frame next to it. I was so happy in the

picture. Still in the memory of when my brother slung his arm around me, laughing, a stabbing

pain assaults my head. Squeezing my eyelids shut, I dig the heels of my palms into my eyes,

trying to make it go away.Shit, that hurts.That’s when I see myself—no, my kid self, maybe six



or seven years old. The reflection stares back at me, surrounded by a white ornate wooden

frame—a mirror. My pale skin enhances the dark circles under my eyes—God, so pale. The

throbbing between my temples slowly subsides, and I blink against the light of my desk

lamp.What. The. Hell. Just. Happened?I read once that you can see flashes with migraines. But

number one, I have never had a migraine in my life, and two, this didn’t feel random. It was

more like a déjà vu or...a memory. Though, I know for a fact I never had a mirror like that, so it

can’t be a memory.So weird.The alarm clock on my nightstand shows it’s almost one in the

morning, and I automatically stifle a yawn. Shrugging, I chalk this whole thing up to being

overtired and having overindulged in too many unsettling news reports.I call it a night and

decide to continue tomorrow.RHYSI’m standing with Wes in Emma’s kitchen. Her stepdad

owns Iron Moore Construction, a local company specializing in underground

services, tunneling, and electrical power. A few years ago, he landed a big contract in the city,

and his empire exploded from there. When he and Emma’s mom hooked up, they moved into

his ostentatious Westbridge mansion within weeks.The party is in full swing. Everyone holds

either a red Solo cup or bottle of something in their hand—the liquids’ colors ranging from clear

to amber to red. People are laughing and shoving each other in the cramped space, hence why

I’ve parked my ass against the countertop in the corner. I’m on my second beer, questioning

again what the fuck I’m doing here. Oh yeah, avoiding home and making sure my girlfriend is

happy. Kat is somewhere in the living room, holding court over her cheerleader minions and

making sure she is appropriately admired. The occasional kiss and endearments keep her

appeased these days—as long as everyone and their mother sees it, of course. Kat and I have

been together for almost two years, but it’s never been about love for us. Sure, she’s hot with

her long blonde curls, killer body, big...uh, eyes, and when she wears that tiny uniform—well,

you get the picture. We had fun in the beginning—a lot of fun. But all she cares about is her

image and being the head cheerleader dating the school’s quarterback. She’s known from the

start that we’re not happily-ever-after material, and she’s never asked me what my motives are,

which is perfectly fine. But lately, it’s getting harder and harder to keep up the act. It’s fucking

exhausting.Wes keeps talking when I spot Denielle weaving through the crowd. I heard Charlie

is coming home this weekend, and she probably wants to party before holing up with him for

the week. Her long, dark-brown hair is curled at the ends, and she is dressed to kill in black

skinny jeans, a lacy red top, and black heels—the ones with the red soles that cost a fortune,

which is also something I know from dating Kat. If she weren’t basically married to her

boyfriend, I would think she’s trying to get laid. Though, no one would dare say that to her face.

I keep following her with my eyes, searching for her best friend. They are usually a package

deal and easy to spot with Den’s dark hair and Lilly’s blonde head, but I’ve noticed that for the

last few months, Lilly’s been avoiding parties where I’d be. Can’t say I blame her.Being busy

with practice, I haven’t seen Denielle since our run-in earlier this week, and when she catches

my eye, she gives me the usual death glare that has been solely reserved for me. Maybe not

solely, but I definitely get the nastier ones, which still makes me feel a little special. I hold my

beer up in greeting, but she just flips me off and keeps walking. Yup, she’s clearly mastered the

flip-the-dickhead-brother-off gesture. Taking a swig from my beer, I hide my amusement. If they

only knew."Dude, are you even listening?"I blink and look over at my best friend. "Huh?""Yeah,

that’s what I figured," he huffs. "Are you training with Spence tomorrow?"Oh, he’s still going on

about our workout plans. The school gym is closed this weekend for deep cleaning, whatever

that means, so we need to change our usual plans."Uh, no. Lilly is training with him Saturday.

I’m meeting him Sunday. You should know that by now; we work out together every freakin’

week." I barely manage to keep the irritation out of my voice. We go through the same spiel



every single Friday. Sometimes I question Wes’s long-term memory."Okay, cool. Then let’s go

at eleven and grab lunch after."Wonderful. That’s in the middle of Lilly’s session, but I just nod.

Why he insists on making plans is beyond me. I’m sleeping on his couch. It’s not like we’ll miss

each other taking a piss in the same bathroom.I switched the days of my training sessions with

Spence, one of our dad’s Marine Corps buddies, so I could avoid Lilly. She kept the Saturdays,

and I moved to Sundays and started working out in the school’s weight room when Lilly is at

the gym."I still don’t get why you stopped sparring with Lil. The two of you are lethal

together."Why. Does. He. Not. Shut. Up?Tightening the grip on the bottle in my hand, I grit out,

"Let it go, man."He’s right on that account, though. When Lilly and I had worked together with

Spence, we always used to push each other. I miss sparring with her, but I would never admit

that. Instead, I add, "It was time to change it up."Wes has learned over the years to not push

me on that topic once I reach a certain point, and he switches to angling his bottle at Amber

Jennings’ ass. Apparently, it’s shaped like a ripe peach in her jeans.Who the fuck talks like that?

I take that as him moving on now that he and Kimberly are done. Time for me to zone out

again. Another hour and I’ll have fulfilled my obligation.CHAPTER THREELILLYI meet Spence

at the gym. He and Dad have known each other forever, and he’s been training Rhys and me

on and off for the past ten years in mixed martial arts. At first, I didn’t get why our parents were

so adamant for us to learn self-defense. I had gymnastics and didn’t want to do anything else.

But it only took a few sessions for me to fall in love with it—like, I-want-to-do-this-every-day in

love. When we moved to North Carolina, I missed it so much that Spence would come down

once a month to train us. Since we’re in gymnastics season, I only have time for one session a

week until March, and I make sure I don’t waste a single second of it. Spence pushes me for

the whole two hours, without a break, and I’m drenched from head to toe when he announces

we’re done.He chuckles. "You look like you took a dip in the pool. You did great today!"He’s

right; my hair is plastered against my scalp like I just stepped out of a shower. Despite being

completely exhausted, I feel exhilarated, adrenaline from our last round still rushing through my

body.His praise makes me grin from ear to ear. "I have a decent trainer."Spence winks, giving

me a quick side hug. "I’ll see you next week, kiddo."I grab my things and wave goodbye on my

way to the locker room.Walking to my car, I see Wes’s red 4Runner in the parking lot, and sure

enough, two spots down is Rhys’s black Defender. What are they doing here? They usually

work out at the school’s gym on Saturdays—something else Rhys started doing after he moved

his sessions to Sundays.Dad has had the Defender longer than we’ve been alive, and to

everyone’s surprise, he gave it to Rhys for his eighteenth birthday this year. Not that I was

jealous—well, maybe a little bit. I love my white, four-door Wrangler, and despite the situation

between Rhys and me, I was happy for him. He’s been in love with that car since he could see

over the steering wheel, and he spent hours sitting in it, pretending to drive. It matches his

personality; they both dominate their surroundings wherever they go—or drive. I sigh in relief

as I get into my Jeep, glad I didn’t run into either of them.Determined to work on my paper and

find out more about this case, I make my way home.By Sunday afternoon, my eyes are burning

from staring at the computer screen. I have no idea where my glasses are since I rarely use

them. Note to self: find glasses or get new ones. My eyes are killing me. I’ve cataloged each

article by victim and am making good headway on my paper. Every reporter has his or her

theory, and it’s making the assignment almost laughably easy. What keeps me glued to the

screen, however, is the tightness in my chest. I don’t understand where it comes from, and

even though it makes me shift in my chair every few minutes, I keep reading and researching.

The facts are almost the same for all the girls. They are taken during a brief moment of

distraction on the caregiver’s side. The families receive some sort of footage of the girls every



day, showing they are well, but the authorities are unable to trace the footage back to its

source. Then, the girls turn up in a different part of the state; all have been given something to

keep calm, but they are well cared for. What is even more disturbing is that, despite being held

against their will, all the girls say the man had only been kind to them. The websites talk about

five victims; however, I can’t find any decent information about the first. My paper is done, but I

have an overwhelming urge to keep looking. I have to find out more.I spend most of the week

at home, doing one of two things: lounging on my bed with my favorite books or doing more

research on the case. I get to see Denielle for a few hours on Tuesday. She graces me with her

presence after Charlie got called home so his mom also gets to see him during break. She

catches me up on Charlie’s college life, how busy his classes keep him, and we watch several

episodes of our favorite TV show. I don’t mention the case to her. Something keeps me from

sharing it with my best friend.The day before Thanksgiving, I stumble across a video this

Lancaster guy recorded after the fourth victim. It’s only available on his personal website; I’m

not sure it was ever officially broadcasted by a news outlet. He recaps the kidnappings, and

what he says next makes my blood run cold."After Ava Conway and Meredith Scagliotta, Chloe

Lynn is the fourth victim of the unknown perpetrator. After extensive research, I have concluded

that these three girls were used as placeholders by the offender for the first victim. The

unknown six-year-old girl was recovered at a hospital in Northern California after she was

dropped off anonymously at the emergency room with a potential drug overdose and was

unconscious for several days. The hospital staff was unable to identify the girl, as no missing

person reports were found matching the description. After the girl’s recovery, she was removed

from the hospital without leaving a trace. The name of the girl was never released, nor was the

hospital staff able to give us any further information. I believe the overdose was not intentional

by the kidnapper and was the reason she was brought to the emergency room. He seems to

have revised his method since, as the other girls were monitored very carefully and have

shown no signs of extensive sedation."I pause the video and let the information sink in.

Placeholders? But why? That doesn’t make any sense. I peer over at my six-year-old self in the

photo and, without warning, feel like someone is shoving shards of glass in my

eyes.Accompanying the stabbing pain, I see a white bed canopy hovering above me.Why am I

on my back?By the time the agony subsides, I am bent forward in my desk chair. My head is

almost between my knees, and I’m clutching it with both hands. Something is definitely wrong

here—with me.Thanksgiving comes and goes, and we all watch football most of the day. Dad

and Rhys are in deep discussion about the games—Rhys actually bothered coming home.

Mom and Natty are playing Monopoly, and my little, ten-year-old sister is draining Mom’s

money fast with all her hotels. I try to pretend to be interested in all of it when, in truth, I want to

hide in my room and figure out what’s happening to me.By the time I am back at school on

Monday, I have had two more migraines, as I call them now. The thought of calling them

memories scares the crap out of me. I mean, I don’t actually remember any of it. And visions?

I’d rather think that I’m going plain old crazy.The first happened when I walked out of the

bathroom Friday evening. I was on my way to the closet to drop my gym clothes in the hamper

when, mid-step, my head exploded. That time, I saw a white bergère chair with pale-green

cushions and a well-loved stuffed bunny sitting in one corner.The second one blindsided me in

the kitchen on Sunday when Rhys walked in from the garage and stopped in the doorway. He

was dressed in black sweats and a matching hoodie that emphasized his broad build. With his

chocolate-brown hair recently buzzed short for wrestling season and his permanent scowl, he

could scare the shit out of anyone who didn’t know him.We rarely run into each other because

we internalized the other’s routine a long time ago and do everything possible to avoid a



confrontation. But I was downstairs later than usual to make myself a cup of herbal tea with the

hope it’d help me sleep.Seeing him standing there, I experienced the most disturbing migraine

yet: the silhouette of a man standing in a doorway, staring back at me. Because of the light

coming from outside, all I could make out was that it was a man, but no face. My heart was

beating in my throat.As my vision cleared and the invisible glass shards disappeared from my

eye sockets, I saw Rhys was right in front of me. His hands lifted up as if he were going to

touch me, but then he stopped himself. His head cocked to the side, and he

looked...concerned? Something I hadn’t seen directed at me in a long time."Are you okay?" He

even sounded worried.Interesting.I shook my head, taking a step back. "Yeah, I’m fine. Just a

headache."Before he could call me out on the lie, I sidestepped him and made my way to the

sink to fill up the kettle. He was too close, and I needed to put distance between us. When I

turned back around, Rhys was standing in the same spot, shoulders slumped, and I almost felt

guilty for brushing him off. Almost.Screw it; he did it first.We used to tell each other everything.

A few years ago, I would’ve confided in him in a heartbeat. One day, we were best friends, and

the next, we weren’t. He didn’t want anything to do with me.I’m on my way to deposit some

books in my locker and then hand in the journalism assignment to Mr. Davey. He said we could

drop it off at his desk at any point before his class this week, and to be honest, I want to get rid

of the paper. I forced myself to stick to the facts—the way the press reported the case—and not

let my emotional reaction bleed into my analysis.I wade through the sea of students without

really paying attention to my surroundings. Sleep has gotten less and less since this whole

thing started.Suddenly, an arm slings around my shoulder from behind. My mind has lost its

ability to think logically, and I react on instinct. Spinning around, I start pushing the assailant

into the lockers with my forearm against their throat. Thankfully, the brain fog clears, and I

realize that I am not being attacked, but greeted, by my best friend. What I was about to do

dawns on me before I completely embarrass myself in front of everyone—or worse, hurt

Denielle.Hands in front of herself, Den gawks at me with wide eyes. "Whoa, babe! What’s going

on with you?"Shit. Crap. Shit!I mumble, "Uh...nothing, sorry. Just tired."I try to turn away, but

she grabs my arm and moves me to face her again. She has her typical that’s-bullshit-and-you-

know-it glare: head tilted slightly, one eyebrow lifted, lips pursed. "Wanna try again?"She

wouldn’t be my best friend if she didn’t see through my lame excuse, but I don’t want to talk

about it—I can’t. I have no idea what’s going on with me, and I’m not ready to share my

concern about potentially losing my mind over a homework assignment."I just didn’t sleep

well." She doesn’t believe me, but she doesn’t press any further. She would never do that to

me in the middle of the school.RHYSWhat the fuck just happened?I was watching Lilly from

the other end of the hallway when Denielle came up from behind and hugged her. Lilly could’ve

done some serious damage.Spence has been working on that move with her during self-

defense lessons. During a sparring session, she once almost crushed my windpipe with that

maneuver. I hurt for two days.Being briefly distracted by the memory, I catch myself before a

grin shows on my face. Lilly appears to be your stereotypical high school girl. The years of

gymnastics and martial arts have given her an athletic build. Her long blonde hair and minimal

makeup just enhances the innocent look, but behind the five-foot-four girl hides a lethal

weapon.I want to know what’s going on, but when I take a step in their direction, Kat puts her

hand on my arm. "Where are you going, sweetie?"I peer down at her and exhale slowly, forcing

a smile on my face. "Nowhere."I fucking loathe her pet names for me, and lately, everything

with her just annoys me. I put my good-boyfriend face on and pretend to listen to her

conversation with Jenny, one of my teammate’s girlfriends, about some new boots she has to

have and her dad refuses to buy her because they cost more than a small used car. I have the



urge to bang my head into the nearest locker.Make. Her. Stop.Taking another glance in Lilly’s

direction, I notice them walking away now.I think of Sunday and the way she looked at me

when I came home from the gym to grab my clothes for the week. All my clothes at Wes’s were

dirty, and I hadn’t had time to wash them yet.I didn’t expect her to be in the kitchen that late.

One second, she stared at me, and the next, she held onto her head, eyes squeezed shut. I

dropped my bag and took two long strides toward her, but I stopped myself from touching her

at the last moment. I wanted to grab her shoulders, demand to know what was wrong, but her

eyes opened, and she instantly shut down. This is all my fault. She used to tell me everything,

and something is obviously wrong with her. These days, she would rather swallow her tongue

than talk to me.Understandably.I need to find out what’s going on.CHAPTER FOURLILLYOver

the next week and a half, I’m convinced I am losing my mind.The school team often uses

Butler’s gym for practice sessions so we don’t have to share the gym with all the other teams at

school. After our mandatory practice session on Wednesday, I procrastinate in the shower, and

everyone is gone by the time I walk to my Jeep. I’m almost at the driver’s side door when I

glance over to the small park across the street. Just a small, fenced-in playground with two

slides, some swings, and a merry-go-round. It’s freezing. Yet, kids are still playing there,

bundled up in snowsuits and oblivious to the cold, while their parents or sitters look beyond

miserable. A little girl is running toward a woman who catches her, and the girl squeals in

delight when she spins her in a circle.Thankfully, I’ve already reached my car when it hits me. I

lean against the side, knowing what comes next, and wait for the agony to subside. This one

confuses me more than the previous migraines.I’m running toward a woman. Who is she? I’m

wracking my brain, trying to remember if I have ever seen her. She seems to be in her early

thirties, long blonde hair, fair skin. She is dressed in jeans, a white cap-sleeve blouse, and

sandals. I come up blank. Maybe a friend of Mom? But why would I run toward her like that?

The following Sunday, Dad knocks on my door, peeking his head in. "Wanna go to the range

with me?"Hell yeah!A broad grin spreads across my face. We haven’t gone in a few weeks due

to Dad’s travel schedule, and I’ve missed our unusual daddy-daughter dates.Rhys and I were

nine and ten when he first sat us down and showed us his .45. He talked for over an hour

about gun safety rules, what it means to handle a firearm responsibly, and eventually, he

started taking us to the range. By the time I turned fifteen, I was able to hit my mark up to

twenty-five feet.Spending the morning with Dad takes my mind off everything else, and when

he suggests going to eat lunch at our favorite diner, I jump up and down, clapping my hands

like Natty when Mom surprised her by telling her we were going to Disneyland a few years go. I

have no desire to be back home yet.I have just scooted into the booth when the sledgehammer

hits again.Not now!I grab my temples and squeeze my eyes shut. Here we go. I’m sitting in a

booth similar to this one. Across from me, a couple is talking to each other, the man smiling at

me in between their conversation. It’s the same woman from the park, but like last time, I have

no recollection of her. The man next to her has black hair and seems to be around the same

age. His arm is wrapped around her shoulders.When my vision clears, Dad looks at me with

concerned eyes. "Everything okay, sweetheart?"I smile tightly, still waiting for the remaining

pain to subside. "Yes, I’ve been having some headaches lately. Probably need to get my eyes

checked; I can’t find my glasses."Nice save, Lilly.I want to pat my own back for that one.He

nods in understanding. "That’s a good idea. You may need new glasses with all the screen time

you have. It’s not good that you stare at your computer all day and not use your glasses."I nod

and divert the conversation by asking about the upcoming weekend trip with Mom. Every few

months, they go away for a weekend to make up for all his traveling. This time, he is whisking

her away to New York, but Mom doesn’t know yet. He got them Broadway tickets with a super-



fancy dinner beforehand. She’ll be ecstatic; she’s been talking about seeing that show forever,

but the opportunity hasn’t come up.Early Monday morning, Dad leaves for his last overseas trip

before Christmas, Mom is busy with Natty and her upcoming Christmas recital, and Rhys and I

don’t talk as it is, which makes it easy for me to just hole up in my room when I’m not in school

or at practice.I start avoiding my friends because I’m scared of when the next migraine could

hit. I don’t want to deal with potential questions. Denielle throws sidelong glances my way

whenever she thinks I don’t see it, but she doesn’t press the issue. She knows me. If she’d

push for more details than I’m willing to give, I’d simply shut down. It was the same when the

whole Rhys thing first went down. I wouldn’t talk to anyone for weeks. If Den finds out that I

think I’m losing my mind, she’ll make me tell my parents, and I’m not ready for that.The next

three days pass without any further incidents, and I let hope creep in that the migraines are

gone.I was wrong.Thursday evening, Mom announces we are having family dinner together.

Dad is not back until tomorrow morning, but for some unknown reason, Rhys is home. I don’t

remember the last time he was home for dinner during the week—on a non-holiday weekday.

Mom takes it as a sign and makes spinach lasagna—Rhys’s favorite. Most guys go for pizza or

burgers, but not my brother; he takes anything veggie over junk food.We sit down at the kitchen

dining table Mom bought a few months ago on a whim from the same furniture store my

headboard is from. It’s a distressed gray trestle table made from salvaged wood. She took that

as an opportunity to give the kitchen a redesign. She had new gray Carrara marble countertops

put in and painted the walls in the palest turquoise-green color. I have no clue what the actual

color is called, but that’s how I describe it when someone asks. A matching bench replaced our

old wooden kitchen chairs on one side of the table, and diamond-tufted chairs in a similar color

as the walls were on the remaining three sides. With the white cabinets and gray-ish wooden

floor, the new color scheme made the kitchen become my second favorite room in the house—

besides my own.Dinner passes relatively smoothly. Rhys keeps eyeing me but doesn’t say

anything. He gives me the same look as Denielle, and it’s getting annoying.Who’s he to act all

worried?He participates in Mom and Natty’s conversation about her next dance lesson and

when she has to go for her costume fitting. For a brief moment, I see the old Rhys, the one who

was home for meals, played board games with us in the evenings, talked to us about his

practice, and always inquired about what was going on in our lives—in my life.I start gathering

my empty plate, taking another look at everyone before getting up. That’s when the fireworks

explode behind my eyes.No, no, no, no.I drop my plate and press my palms into my eyes,

trying to control my breathing. A similar rectangular dining room table appears in front of my

mind’s eye. A young Rhys sits next to me, laughing and throwing a fry at my face. I squeal and

grin at him. Dad sits at the head of the table, and Mom is to the right of him, deep in

conversation with someone else. Oh. My. God. It’s the couple from the diner migraine.Who the

hell are these people?I slowly lower my hands and blink. Once. Twice. Mom’s and Natty’s blurry

forms start to come into focus, both staring at me, wide-eyed, while Rhys is on his feet next to

me, ready to act."Dad told me you’re having headaches. Did you make an appointment for your

eyes yet?" Mom asks, concerned, head slightly tilted to the side as if she’s assessing my

physical well-being.Heart pounding in my throat, I recover from the shock and shake my head.

"Not yet. I’ll call tomorrow.""Okay, make sure to call first thing in the morning. Now go take

some Tylenol and lie down."Unable to face my siblings, I nod at Mom and crouch down to pick

up the broken plate. Rhys squats next to me, and our hands briefly touch as he takes the

pieces from me. I experience a flutter-like sensation in my chest, which shocks me deep to the

core.What the hell was that?"I’ll take care of that." We’re hidden underneath the table, and I

stare up at him. Even when he squats, he’s taller than I am. His voice is so tender and



concerned. One look at him and it’s clear he doesn’t buy the headache excuse. Shaking my

head, I don’t allow myself to think of him as the old Rhys. I stand up without another word and

head to my room. I need to be alone. I need to think.RHYSI’ve been watching Lilly all week—

whenever I could without bringing attention to myself. She has withdrawn from her friends.

Physically she is with them, but she doesn’t participate in conversations and mostly stares off

into space. She’s also wearing less and less makeup as the week progresses, and her usually

styled hair hangs either flat or is up in a messy bun. The looks Denielle gives her tell me that

her best friend also doesn’t know what’s going on, which makes the pit in my stomach expand

by the day. Lilly tells her everything since I’ve stepped out of the picture. Before that, it was me

she confided in.I contemplate asking Den directly, but I’m not sure she would tell me even if

she does know something.Thursday was the first day I didn’t have practice, and I decided to go

home in the evening.After what happened during dinner, I text Wes that I’m sleeping at home

tonight. Within two seconds, he sends me an emoji with raised eyebrows.Fucking great.For the

past two years, I’d have rather slept on his hard-as-a-rock couch than my own bed, which has

one of the most comfortable memory foam mattresses ever made. He’s not stupid, but I’m not

going to elaborate. Not until I figure it out myself.I plant my ass on my bed, leaning against the

headboard, with the door slightly open. From here I have a direct line of sight to Lilly’s room

across the hall. I’m determined to confront her.Natty’s room is at the other end of the hall by the

stairs, and Mom and Dad’s bedroom takes up the entire third floor. Mom is already upstairs,

and I’m not too concerned about checking up on Lilly. If Dad would’ve been home, I probably

wouldn’t have risked it, but Mom doesn’t care. At least I don’t think she does. I’m pretty sure

she hates this fucked-up situation as much as I do.The light shines under Lilly’s door until well

after midnight, but she doesn’t come out. Resigned, I go to bed.I need to get her alone.When I

see Lilly during lunch the next day at school, she seems even worse than the previous days.

She has dark circles under her eyes, wears zero makeup, and her messy bun looks like she

slept in it. Add boyfriend jeans and an oversized hoodie to the mix, and she looks like a mess.

Wait a sec, that’s my old hoodie. What the—? She’d never voluntarily wear that thing if she

were in her right mind.Denielle’s eyes meet mine across the cafeteria, and for the first time in

years, there is no distaste directed toward me. I see my concern reflected back at me, and she

gives me a sad nod.I have a wrestling match tonight and won’t be home until late, but the only

thing on my mind is finding out what has put Lilly so on edge—and keeps her there. I’m

obsessing over it to the point of losing a match. Kat is getting annoyed with my lack of

attention, and in true mature fashion, I ignore her more. At one point, her face is almost as red

as her Christmas-themed lipstick, steam basically coming out of her ears. But none of that

phases me. I don’t give a fuck about her games anymore. I have more important things on my

mind—someone more important.Dad’s plane landed early Friday morning, and Mom and Dad

left in the afternoon for their weekend getaway. Natty is staying with her friend Olivia until

Sunday. I almost cancel my weekend workout session with Wes but then decide against it to

not cause any more unwanted attention. We meet every Saturday, and Wes would be up my

ass with a million questions.The entire morning, he goes on and on about tonight’s party.

Jackson is apparently throwing the party. Every party is the party, but Kat has also been on me

for the past two weeks to make sure we’re seen there together. I’ve neglected to tell either of

them that I have no intention of showing up. The last thing I want to do today is watch my

classmates get hammered and subject myself to Kat’s constant need for validation. It’s not like

her confidence needs any more boosting; it already sucks enough oxygen out of a room to

inflate a hundred egos.I get home around noon and see Lilly’s car has not moved an inch. The

branch I purposefully placed against her rear tire for that reason is still in the same spot. She



didn’t train with Spence today.Shit.My pulse increases the longer I stare at her Jeep. She never

misses her session. I climb the stairs, finding her door closed. It’s been closed whenever I’ve

been home for the past few weeks. It never used to be closed. Usually, it was my door that was

closed—to avoid running into her.Suddenly feeling nervous about just barging in and

demanding answers, I chicken out and take another shower. I already showered at the gym,

but this seems like a plausible reason not to knock right away.Afterward, I keep pacing back

and forth in my room. What am I doing? Why am I so fucking on edge? Oh, yeah, I’ve been a

complete dick to her for over two years, and she hates me.She’s never going to tell me what’s

going on.I pace some more. Sit down on my bed. Turn on the TV. Turn it back off. Throw the

remote back on the bed. Fuck! Back to more pacing.I waste a whole hour with that.When I end

up sitting on my bed yet again, I put my head in my hands. I’m losing my mind. I haven’t

worried about Lilly like this in a very, very long time. I’ve carefully maintained my distance for

over two years. I built this nice, solid wall in my head, making sure to keep her at arm’s length

until she finally stopped talking to me. When that day came, it hurt. Fuck, how it hurt. I stayed at

Wes’s for two days, hiding from home, and have pretty much been there since. But I deserved

it; I hurt her first."FUCK IT!" I stand up.I’ll deal with the consequences later.I walk across the

hall, hesitating one last time. I take a deep breath and knock. No answer. She’s home, so I

knock again. When she still doesn’t respond, I ease the door open and slowly walk in.Lilly sits

in the middle of her bed, facing away from the door. Her laptop is open to the right of her, and

what looks like hundreds of printouts and notes are scattered on her white duvet. Two of our

old family photo albums are in front of her.
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however in this particular book, I didn't come across any triggers for the average person.

Beware before you start this series that this book leaves you dangling from a cliff and you will

want to read the next book. The author has warned of heightened intensity and probable

triggers.With that said, this book owned me. The writing is first- person between the main

character and the love interest. There are a couple of short chapters written from the

antagonist's POV. This group of friends is willing to go to death for each other. Lilly and Rhys's

relationship takes a few twists and turns that you might not see coming. Lilly's best friend

mentions her bf a lot, and we haven't met him. I want to know if he has any real sustenance or

if he is only a place holder.This is a book about a family who loves and protects fiercely.

They've experienced trauma in the past and will again. I recommend this book for anyone who

likes mysteries with a good deal of romance.”

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/KVyq/In-the-Dark-A-Dark-High-School-Slow-Burn-Romantic-Suspense-Trilogy-The-Dark-Series-Book-1


Demi & Chris, “I'm hooked on this series!!. Danah Logan has slayed it with her debut release In

the Dark, the first book of The Dark series. Get ready for a shocking and thrilling ride as you

meet Lilly and Rhys. Nothing is what it seems and when a huge secret comes to light it

changes everything for the pair. I loved all the twists and turns this book takes you on. I was not

expecting where this book took me!! I absolutely loved every minute of it! And oh my does it

start to get steamy!!!! This is a continuing series, so book 2 starts off where book 1 ended and

I can't wait to dive in!! If you love romantic suspense this series is for you.'d'd”

J. Chavez, “Yes! Yes! Yes!. Whoa! Once I started reading, I did not want to put this book down!

It has it all. Suspense, drama, romance, mystery, love, hate, lies, deceit...and the ending,

though! Ahhhhhh!  I need book two!  Highly recommend.  Will NOT disappoint!”

Reader Christine, “Killer Debut Novel!. This was one of the (few) books I have read where the

ending came too soon. And holy smokes, does it end on a cliff hanger. I couldn’t start reading

the second book any quicker, and I never felt more lucky to be starting a series after at least

the second book was published, lol. Immediately I really liked the lead female character, Lilly,

and quickly grew to like Rhys, despite the rocky beginning atmosphere of their relationship.

Lilly’s best friend, Denielle, is Great (with a capital G!), and Wes is the sweetest and cutest

best friend (love his hot cocoa obsession). The book started sweet, and wow took a dark turn

at the end. I found myself reading quicker and quicker so I could find out more as fast as

possible. Who is Him?? What is he going to do??? God, that last chapter and the epilogue had

me at the edge of my seat. LOVED the first installation of this series! Danah Logan absolutely

killed it!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Mystery. Confusing and gripping, interesting characters. It was clear from

the beginning it's a series with cliffhanger endings. Some things didn't make sense until you

remember the characters are high school teenagers. Have only read this first book but found it

page turning for the most part”

babs, “Holy hell. Man this has you on your seat basically from the start!! I am on to the next to

see what happens and I hope that Kat gets what's coming to her!!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Strongly recommend. This series has a lot of twists that you do not see

coming. Characters you will hate and others you will unexpectedly fall in love with.I love seeing

the situations from different POV. Read book 1-3 can't wait till number 4.”

LauraK1102, “An excellent read.... My first read by this author but after seeing a post about this

book/series and reading the blurbs, I HAD to read it!! Talk about an excellent start to a series!!

I'll be honest - I'm glad I've only found her now though because that cliffhanger has me

screaming!! Even though I knew it was coming, and yes I admit some of it was predictable but

it's the way it was written, that was what made me love it.Rhys and Lilly have been beat friends

their whole lives, yet at 15/16, he comes home one summer and ignores her. Completely

ignores her! And she has no idea why.Fast forward 2 years, they're still not speaking, she's still

in the dark and then some secrets come to light...Secrets, betrayals, uncertainty, friendships,

danger...it has it all!Thoroughly enjoyed :) I'm off nor for book 2!!”

Kelly, “Amazing start to the series! 'dþ� 'dþ� 'dþ�. What a start to a series! I. Could. Not. Stop turning the

pages!! So many questions that I need answers to! I don't even know what to say without



giving anything away but I love Lilly, I love Rhys and I Iove both their best friends. So much

mystery, drama and intrigue. It ends on a cliffhanger so I am sooooo glad #2 is is out so I can

dive straight in!”

Karen, “In The Dark. This was an interesting read and a bit different to what I normally read. It’s

a slow burn, young adult story with the main characters being in high school. It’s started off

really well but it did lag here and there but there was enough mystery and interest in this story

to have me wanting to read book 2. Things are not what they seem for Lily and Rhys and I’m

left with questions that need answers. Congratulations on your debut novel.”

Booktravert, “Exceptional debut. What an exceptional debut novel! This is a high suspense

book with so many twists and turns. Lilly is a girl left wondering why her best friend/brother has

stopped talking to her. Rhys has his reasons that make sense when they come to light but their

are still so many questions. Fabulous read.”

Debby, “Worth the read. I normally don’t like cliffhanger’s but the blurb got me in. So glad I did.

Guess there will not be much sleep till I finish the series :-)”

The book by Danah Logan has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 267 people have provided feedback.
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