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Y

A Chapter 1 A

oga is supposed to make me tranquil, peaceful, and sculpt my legs
into those of a Greek goddess. However, as I strain every muscle in

my body in an effort to do this Downward-Facing Dog pose, I am
anything but calm or goddess-like. At least it’s clearing my mind. �e
intense physical pain helps me forget how nervous I am to step foot
inside �e Bradley Corporation.

“Breathe. Remember to breathe,” the instructor, sporting head-to-toe
spandex, sings out as she demonstrates a One-Legged King Pigeon.
Where do the names of these poses come from? I’m already gasping for breath,
shaking profusely, and I have sweat pouring down my face. To top it off,
I’m being referred to as a boat, camel, cow-face, plow, and now a one-
legged king pigeon.

“Jules, you’re not breathing,” my brother, Everett, whispers.

“I can’t breathe when I’m trying to touch my feet to my head,” I say as
spit shoots out of my mouth.

“Relax. �e whole point of coming here was to help you calm your
nerves before this afternoon, but you’re more worked up than before.”



I �op down on my mat, ignoring the angry look from the woman next
to me. Her shirt bejeweled with the word “enlightened” is contradicted
by her furrowed eyebrows. Closing my eyes, I picture myself inside �e
Bradley Corporation, meeting a man whom I know nothing about. I do
have his name and office number written on a paper in my purse: Owen
Denny, 9B. Everett scribbled it out for me this morning after he told me
he’d arranged an interview for me with the vice president of the company
where he works as a junior legal advisor.

“You’re sure he wants to meet with me?” I ask Everett, doubt �lling
my mind.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

“How well do you know this guy? I mean, could he actually have
meant—”

“Jules, he wants to meet with you. I know him well and he said to
send you over at two-o’clock for an interview.”

“Know him well, how?” I prod. TBC employs thousands of people.
It’s hard for me to believe that my brother—the same brother I’d seen
cry while watching My Little Pony not too many years ago—is chummy
with someone in such an authoritative position. Although before today I
also wouldn’t have believed he did yoga. I’d watched him play years of
football and basketball, but seeing him �awlessly transition from one
yoga pose to the next was not something I had anticipated.

“Stop worrying,” he answers.



�e sing-song voice of the instructor sends all thoughts of Owen
Denny and �e Bradley Corporation �ying out of my head. I start to
open my eyes when she says, “Imagine your thighbones are rainbows,
spiraling outwards.” Maybe I don’t want to open my eyes. �ankfully, she
adds that we only have one �nal pose before the end of class. One more,
I can do that. She calls it “�e Crow Pose.” With little effort, she
proceeds to put her palms on the �oor, her knees up by her shoulders,
and balance on her hands. Is the human body supposed to do that? I
look around and see everyone following suit. A few people are struggling
a little bit and their arms are shaking, but they are still making that crow
pose look pretty good. I decide it must not be as hard as it looks. It is. It
is every bit as hard as it looks. I put my palms on the ground. I throw
one leg up, but by the time I get the second leg up, the �rst one is back
on the �oor. I think I’ve just created my own yoga move I’ll name
“Bucking Bronco.”

I roll my mat, grab my bag, and head for the door. Today was
de�nitely the wrong day to try something new. Instead of the inner
peace Everett promised, my insides want to be on my outside. I’m still
just as nervous, but now I’m also wincing with every step from the pain
shooting through my thighs, shoulders, and stomach.

Everett runs to catch up with me. “My lunch break is almost over. I
have to get back to the office. Good luck. You got this.”

After a quick shower and change of clothes, I stand next to the tallest
building downtown. �e dark glass radiates an ominous gloom and the
theme song from Jaws plays in my head. As I walk through the large



double doors and into the ornate lobby, I’m out of place. Everything
about this building screams “fancy.” I kick myself for opting to wear
dress pants and �ats instead of a pencil skirt and pumps. With each step
I’m reminded of my mistake by the mirrors on each side of me. I
straighten my posture, suck in my stomach, and enter the elevator. As
the doors close, I’m staring at my re�ection again. I quickly change my
worried expression to a halfhearted grin. A couple of feet above my head
are the words, “�e Bradley Corporation—Keeping Your World Safe.”

Ding. �e doors open to reveal an even fancier lobby. Everything
around me oozes with sparkle and shine. Oversized gold frames hang
against the back wall. �e �oor to ceiling windows are covered with
shiny purple curtains. �ere are mirrors surrounded in purple and gold.
It is the most overdone, gaudy room I have ever been in. As I walk
toward the desk, I recite his name in my head one more time: Owen
Denny.

�e middle-aged woman behind the desk has a lime green shirt that
matches the color of her long, acrylic nails, which are clicking against the
keyboard as she types. Her hair, a shade somewhere between red and
orange, is in tight, bouncy curls all over her head. A large crochet hook is
tucked behind one ear and a pair of gold reading glasses sits on her nose.
�e nameplate on her desk says only “Celia,” but the dot of the i is
scratched into a small heart. Somehow this woman’s quirky appearance
calms my nerves. I smile. “Hi, I’m Juliet Easton. I’m here to see O—”

“Mr. Denny, yes.” She replies with a Southern drawl that has me
picturing her sitting on a front porch sipping iced tea. “I’ll let ya know as



soon as he’s ready for ya, darlin’,” the woman continues, the color in her
cheeks resembling that of her hair.

“Oh, okay. �anks.” I turn around and scan the room for a place to sit.
�ere are chairs against the opposite wall, which must be at least thirty
yards away. My entire apartment could easily �t twice in this lobby. As I
approach the chairs, I realize there is a girl, probably in her early
twenties, standing a few feet away. She’s pretty with straight, dark hair.
Her long legs are emphasized by a pair of at least four-inch stilettos and
a short, shiny dress. Diamonds are practically dripping off her. Although
she looks better suited for a night club than this office building, she �ts
in with this room’s decorations perfectly. Maybe that’s why I hadn’t
noticed her until now; all the glitz and shine are like camou�age in here.
I try to make eye contact to smile and say, “Hi,” but the girl won’t move
her eyes. �ey’re locked on the front desk in a glare.

“Are you here to see Mr. Denny as well?” I ask, for lack of anything
better to say. It comes out as a whisper, since this room seems to demand
hushed tones.

Without so much as a nod of acknowledgement, she holds her icy
stare. �en, as she intensi�es the glare at the secretary, she spits out,
“Celia, I am certain Owen was not intending for me to be left sitting in
his waiting room when he said to hold all of his calls and visitors.” �e
way she says “waiting room” makes it sound as if it is infested with
disease.



“Again, Miss Lila, I’m very sorry I can’t help ya. Ya don’t need to pitch
a hissie �t about it. I’m just doing as I’ve been told,” the secretary replies
matter-of-factly.

“And I’m just trying to see Owen before my �ight leaves, but his
obviously incompetent secretary is making that difficult. I think it’s
about time he tries out some new front desk help, don’t you?” She snaps
her head in my direction and aims her glower at me. “Um, yes, to answer
your little question. I am here to see Mr. Denny as well.” She rolls her
eyes as she says, “Mr. Denny.” “I don’t, however, have an appointment.”
She shifts her stare back to the front desk. “I was not aware that I would
need one.”

Celia stares at her computer screen as if no one’s speaking to her. I
quickly grab the closest magazine, �ip it open, and pretend to be
engrossed in the article. My stomach �ip-�ops as I try to convince
myself I belong here. I’m de�nitely out of my element. I have zero
experience in the professional world, unless I count working as a
kayaking instructor every summer while I earned my master’s degree in
statistics from Penn State.

I need this job at �e Bradley Corporation. It’s never been my dream
to work at a surveillance tech company since I hardly know what that
means, but I’ve sent my resume out to forty-eight companies and haven’t
heard back from a single one. No one seems to want a statistician
without any professional statistics experience. Meanwhile, I paid May’s
rent with the last of my student loan money. My bank account has
exactly twenty-two dollars remaining in it and I’ve existed solely on



Malt-O-Meal and a four-pound bag of slightly freezer-burned hash
browns that my roommate left when she moved out. My debit card and
my self-esteem are relying on me nailing this interview. Plus, it would
mean I could move back to Eden Falls, Pennsylvania. I only lived a
couple of hours away while I attended Penn State, but I missed my
hometown. Tucked in next to the Delaware River near the Pocono
Mountains, it’s idyllic. �is time of year is especially picturesque with
light pink and white blossoms everywhere and the air �lled with the
sweet scent of mountain-laurels.

My thoughts are interrupted by the purposely loud, irritated breathing
of Lila. “Celia, unlock that door right now!”

“Oh, honey, just sit down. I’m sure he’ll be done shortly,” Celia
responds, pulling some yarn out of her desk drawer. She takes the
crochet hook from behind her ear and quickly slips it into a bright pink
loop. She mutters to herself, but the words are clear. “She ain’t got the
good sense God gave a goose.” Her �ngers settle into a rhythmic pattern
and her mouth is moving as she counts stitches.

I smile and steal a quick glance at my bedazzled neighbor as she settles
back into her chair with a “humph.” Her eyes lock on mine and I hope
any trace of amusement has disappeared from my face. I move my eyes
all around the room subtly. Why doesn’t she go bang on the door herself
and let Owen know she is out here waiting for him? I look back down at
my magazine and notice for the �rst time what I’ve selected. �ere’s a
large picture of a sheep being milked, with the bold words, “Milking My
Icelandic Sheep.” Flipping it shut to check out exactly what magazine



this is, I see more sheep and the magazine title Sheep—�e Wooly Truth,
complete with a cover story of “Cheese Maker Takes Ewe Turn.” Not
generally among your typical selection of magazines in a front office.

Click, click. �e doorknob turns and out walks a tall, dark-haired
man, not too much older than I am. I don’t pay any attention to how
good-looking he is. I de�nitely don’t focus on his green eyes or his lean
frame. Nope, he is a normal looking man about to interview me. �at’s
all. �e shiny dress girl �ashes a huge grin and walks quickly—especially
considering her four-inch stilettos—across the room. She throws her
arms around his neck and kisses him like she hasn’t seen him in years.
Heat rises in my face and I look back down to my magazine. I really
wish I had grabbed something a little more interesting. Learning all
about milking an Icelandic sheep isn’t something I care to accomplish
today.

I peek over my magazine in time to see the guy pull back and hear
Lila say, “C’mon O, just skip this afternoon. Come with me. You can �y
back tomorrow, or Friday … or sometime next week. I need you there.
I’ll miss you.” She sticks her heavily-glossed lips out in a pout and then a
big smile creeps across her face as she leans in to kiss him again. �is is
hardly the same girl I saw a couple of minutes ago. She’s all smiles and
ease now. “Oh, and your secretary,” she starts as she smiles at Celia, “she
wouldn’t let me come in and see you. I’ve been waiting for at least ten
minutes.” Her face returns to the playful pout.

“�at’s because I was on a very important call and I have a really busy
afternoon, Lila. I can’t go with you this time. Tell everyone sorry for



me.”

She leans in and kisses him again. How can she kiss him so much and
still have such perfectly glossed lips? If I did that, the poor guy’s face
would be covered in Pink Pizazz lip shine. Once more Owen pulls away,
whispering, “I’ll see you when you get back.” He walks her across the
room and out the door and with that, Celia and I are left alone. I begin
to wonder how close this Owen guy and my brother really are. Lila is not
the type of girl Everett would be able to spend much time around, and
Owen must not be too great if he is with a girl like that. I’m shaky and
nervous again. Has Everett made me sound way more quali�ed than I
am? How am I going to get another job interview? No one wants me.
�e only thing I’ve had a chance to use my statistics degree for is to
conclude that zero out of forty-eight call-backs is not a good percentage.
I better start rationing my hash browns better. Luckily Owen walks back
in before I can work myself up any further.

He walks straight over to me, sticks out his hand, and says, “Hey,
Juliet, I’m Owen. Are you ready?”

Willing my heartbeat to slow to a normal rhythm, I say, “Uh, yeah.
Sure.” I grab my bag, stand up, and shake his hand, frustrated with
myself for letting my �rst word to the man be “Uh.” He motions for me
to walk through the door he came through a few minutes ago. Behind
the door is what looks like another waiting area, only this one is much
simpler. �ere are two offices. He directs me toward the one on the right
and grabs a chair from the waiting area. “I haven’t done an interview in
here for a while,” he explains as he puts the chair across from his desk.



�is is the office of the vice president of TBC? It looks like a college
dorm room. �ere are posters everywhere of hockey players and cars.
Now the connection between him and Everett makes sense. Everett
played hockey in college and loves anything and everything hockey.

“Hmm, little bit of a hockey fan, huh?”

“Yeah,” he says with a grin I’m sure has melted many girls’ hearts, “but
I guess you probably know all about hockey fans.”

“I don’t know about liking the Badgers,” I say with a smile, motioning
to one of the posters. I glance back at him and can’t help but stare at his
eyes peering at me from under thick, dark lashes. When I realize I’ve
been focused on his eyes for too long, I nervously look away.

He breaks the tension by laughing and then watches me for several
seconds. I’m dying to know what he’s thinking, but his expression gives
nothing away.

“Well,” he says as he sits down behind the desk, “your degree is in
statistics, right?”

“Yes,” I say as I reach for my resume, but instead see that I have the
crazy sheep-milking magazine.

“So you �nd statistics interesting?”

“I love it. I love how nearly everything comes down to numbers. Like
every time you do a search on Google, that data is collected. Complex
algorithms then process the data to give you relevant search results.” My
jitters are gone now that I’m talking about what I’m good at. “I love
deciding how reliable something is or �nding underlying patterns.



Trying to predict an outcome is a like a treasure hunt for me.” I stop
talking when I notice a grin tugging at the corners of his mouth. I
evaluate what I just said. What was funny? Is he somehow testing me?

He takes advantage of my momentary lull and says, “You de�nitely do
�nd it interesting.”

Unsure of the best way to respond, I nod and say, “Yes.” �en I
quickly add, “Although I can see why you might not if you have
interesting material like this to read all the time.” I hold up the
magazine.

He laughs out loud. “Somehow all of the terrible magazines that no
one else in the company wants in their waiting rooms end up in mine.”

I pull out my resume and hand it to him, trying to ignore my
embarrassment over the lack of experience on it.

He spends the longest minute of my life reading over it before asking
me a few questions about a capstone project I did in Market Research
Analysis.

I answer his questions and he responds, “Okay. Well we need
statisticians in our �nance department and marketing department. It
seems like you’d be a perfect �t with our marketing department.” He
smiles.

“Uh.” I’m caught so off guard by a job offer that I have to think about
how to respond. Just as words start to form into a sentence inside my
head, I look up and see his smile again. All previous thoughts disappear



as I stare at his straight, white teeth. I know I’ve taken too long when he
starts to talk again.

“When are you available to start?”

I blink hard a couple of times, trying to focus on a response. “Um, I
have to get my stuff moved back to Eden Falls, but that shouldn’t take
too long. I can start next week.” I still half-expect this to be some sort of
a joke.

“Great. As long as you try to hide your horrible taste in hockey teams,
I think that will work out perfectly. Celia, at the desk you passed when
you �rst came in, can direct you to HR, where you’ll discuss salary and
bene�ts, and �gure out your exact start date.”

“Wow, I’m not sure what to say. �ank you!” I force myself to stop
gushing. What I really want to do is jump up and hug him. Instead, I
extend my hand to shake his and add one more time, “�ank you.”

As I walk to my car, I’m not sure what to make of my interview with
Owen Denny. It can hardly be called an interview at all. I spent more
time watching Lila kiss him than I did talking to him. �inking of Lila
with her skin-tight dress and �erce scowl brings a knot to my stomach. I
try to push thoughts of her and Owen Denny out of my mind and focus
on the fact that I just landed a great-paying job that will allow me to
move back to Eden Falls. Maybe I should go buy something extravagant
to celebrate. I’ve been dying for some brown sugar to go on my Malt-O-
Meal.



I

A Chapter 2 A

start at TBC a week from Monday, which gives me twelve days to get
moved. When my best friend since sixth grade, Elaine, heard there was

a possibility of me moving back to Eden Falls, she offered to let me
move in with her.

I want to tell her the good news in person. I pull up the text she sent
me with her new address to get directions and see what the commute
from her house to TBC will be. Seven minutes. �at’s closer than my
current apartment is to the campus at Penn. I gas it to see if I can beat
the GPS and make it in six and then I punch the buttons on my
Bluetooth to call Everett.

“How was the interview? Are you moving back?” he answers.

“I’m moving back!” I shriek. I try to bring my voice back down to a
normal volume and add, “I’m going to work in the marketing
department.”

“Nice. I �gured he’d �nd you something.”

“�anks, Ev,” I reply.

“Hold on a sec, Jules,” he says and I hear his muffled voice talking to
someone else.



I follow the directions from my phone as it tells me to take a right. As
soon as I recognize the road I’m on, the hair on the back of my neck
stands up. I hadn’t realized I’d have to go down this road, by that house,
to get to Elaine’s. I breathe heavy and sweat beads on my lip. Images I’ve
tried to bury away for two years come rushing back into my mind. As I
pass the house, I can still see in my mind the slumped form pushed
against the garage door.

“Okay, I’m back. Sorry.” Everett says.

I take a deep breath and look back at the garage one more time. No
body. Just two oversized �ower pots, one on each side.

“Jules? You there?”

I look straight ahead and focus on the road. “Yeah, I’m here,” I say,
willing the shakiness to stay out of my voice.

“Anyway, you were saying Owen found you a job in the marketing
department.”

“Oh, yeah.” I bring my mind back to our earlier conversation and
Owen. “So, there’s nothing weird with Owen, right?” �e words come
out before I think them through.

“Weird? No, what makes you ask that?”

“I don’t know. He hired me so quickly.” I respond. “And, his girlfriend
seems crazy.”

“You were just nervous and we’ve all been overly cautious the last
couple of years. Ever since Will left and you and Eva saw that, well, you
know …”



Yeah I know, I thought. I know that I can’t get the images of it out of
my head. I know that it still gives me nightmares, but that has nothing
to do with why I’m asking him about Owen. “�at’s not what I mean,” I
argue. “�is has nothing to do with Will.” I sigh in frustration. “I just
mean—”

“Oh, and he doesn’t have a girlfriend.”

“What? Yes he does. Her name is Lila and she’s—”

“Hey, sorry to interrupt you, but I have a call coming in that I have to
take. I’m really happy for you. Stop by the office around �ve and I’ll take
you out to dinner to celebrate.”

And with that, he is gone. Disappointed, I hang up. I want to hear
what he has to say about Owen, my interview, and Lila. My brother is
friends with the VP of the entire Bradley Corporation and I want to
know more.

I take the next left, happily leaving the horrible road that has nothing
but dark memories for me. After two more turns, I pull into the
driveway of the little house Elaine rents. Her car is gone so I call her. No
answer. I text her and still get no response.

I walk around the front of the cute, ranch-style home and picture
living here. It’s nice, but my emotions are still such a mess from the
drive, I feel skittish. I want excitement and celebration right now. I just
landed a great job and I won’t let old memories ruin this day. I decide to
head to my parents’ house so I can tell them I’m moving back. �ey



moved thirty miles outside of Eden Falls two years ago when it became
too dangerous for them to stay in the house I’d grown up in.

I pull up to a four-way stop and a loud honk makes me jump. I check
my rearview mirror and see Elaine waving wildly from the front seat of
her car. I quickly park on the side of the road while Elaine runs to my
window. “Hey,” she says, jumping up and down. “I was driving toward
the house when I saw you headed in the opposite direction. I had to go
get Mom some Mountain Dew. She’s been staying at the house a lot
lately while I’ve been working. Apparently I’m not clean enough so she
has a list of projects to help me with. Today she’s cleaning baseboards.” I
smile. It always takes me a second to adjust to the mile-a-minute way
Elaine talks. It’s like she’s just consumed twenty-seven cups of coffee and
there’s no stopping her. She continues, “If you decide to move back, I’ll
talk to her. I’ll let her know that it’s our house. I think it will all be �ne. I
mean, she’s really starting—”

“Elaine,” I cut her off. “I am moving back. I got the job at TBC.” My
excitement makes my voice squeak. “I start in twelve days so I’ll have to
move my stuff as soon as possible.”

“Yes!” Elaine shrieks, but her face immediately falls. “Twelve days,
huh? �at means I need to talk to Mom, like, today.”

I shrug. Elaine’s mom has always disliked me, though I’ve never
understood why. When I convinced Elaine to apply to Penn, the
problem only got worse. When Elaine moved away from Eden Falls and



lived with me while we attended school, Mrs. McElroy quit speaking to
me entirely—a change I was not too sad about.

I know this is difficult for Elaine. She desperately seeks her mom’s
approval. Over the past two years while I stayed at Penn getting my
master’s degree, Elaine moved back to Eden Falls and made amends
with her mom, which was why I was surprised when she suggested I
move in with her. I smile to ease the tension. Elaine smiles again and
leans in through the window to give me a hug. “I can’t wait to be
roommates again. It will be just like college.” she says.



J

A Chapter 3 A

ules! We’re ready to go! C’mon,” Everett’s voice booms from
downstairs. I jump out of bed, unaware of what is going on. “Do we

need to bust in there and get you?” Footsteps pound up the stairs of my
parents’ house.

“I’m coming, Ev. I just need two minutes.” I remember Everett agreed
to help me move today. I didn’t know he meant we would start at 5:20,
but I need his help whenever I can get it. I wasted a lot of time thinking
I could move into Elaine’s, but that fell through. So I spent the past
week looking for a new place to live. Elaine waited until the day I was
planning on moving to tell me it wasn’t going to work. She told me “it
was putting too much of a strain” on her relationship with her mom. She
kept apologizing and saying how much she wanted to be roommates, but
that we would have to wait a few months while her mom warmed up to
the idea. Frustration starts to build up inside of me all over again. I know
it probably has more to do with her mom not wanting to lose control of
Elaine than actually about liking me, but it doesn’t stop the ball forming
in the pit of my stomach.



Luckily, when Everett heard the trouble I was having �nding a place,
he offered to let me stay in his apartment.

“Juliet!”

“Just one sec.” I throw on some workout pants and a t-shirt and only
spend about twenty seconds brushing my teeth. Glancing in the mirror, I
see that my normally straight hair has a few giant kinks from sleeping on
it. I start to brush it, but decide to save time and do my hair and makeup
during the almost three-hour drive back to my apartment. I grab my
stuff and walk out the guest bedroom door. “Let’s go. I’m tired of waiting
for you.” I yell to Everett as I groggily slide down the stair banister and
look to the top of the stairs to see where he’s gone. I reach the bottom,
turn around, and see Everett standing there.

Right beside him is Owen Denny.

“Oh sorry, Jules. Did we wake you up? And we were trying to be so
quiet.” Everett �ashes me a sarcastic grin.

Owen, who looks a lot different from the last time I’d seen him, now
that he is in shorts and a t-shirt instead of a suit, holds out a box of
pastries. “You’re going to need some sugar. Your brother is surprisingly
peppy for this time of day.”

I take a maple bar. “�anks,” I say, remembering my crazy hair and
lack of makeup. I’m pretty sure I have the beginnings of a zit on my
cheek too. I try to subtly smooth my hair down. “What are you doing up
this early on a Saturday?”



“I talked him into helping us,” Everett answers for Owen. “We do
have to stop at some restaurant called Meridian’s that’s twenty minutes
out of the way and treat him to lunch on the way back though.”

“You guys will be thanking me for making you stop. It’s amazing.”

“�at’s really nice of you, but you don’t have to do this,” I say, feeling
guilty that Everett has roped this poor guy into helping. He’s already
given me a job. “Everett and I can do it. I mean, it’s going to be six hours
in the car and lots of moving. It will be your entire Saturday.”

“Speak for yourself, Jules,” Everett chimes in. “I’m not very excited to
carry your bed, sofa, and that giant desk of yours with only you to help
me.”

“I want to help,” replies Owen. “I’ve been thinking of Meridian’s all
morning. I’m going to eat there today. Since it’s already three-quarters of
the way to your apartment, I might as well help out. Plus, this way I
don’t have to pay for it.” Owen grins. My pulse quickens and I turn away
before he notices me gawking at his perfect smile.

Everett’s sneering at me. Did he notice me staring at Owen? He turns
to head out the door and then stops, “Where’s Eva?”

“Um, probably sleeping. At least she was sleeping before you came in,”
I respond, unsure why he’s bringing up our older sister.

“Well, she should come too.”

I give Everett a look to try to stop him, but he continues. “She’d
probably love to get out of here for a change.” I stand there, mouth ajar,
unsure of how to respond. Everett knows just as well as I do why Eva is



nervous to leave the house. She has spent the majority of the past two
years basically in hiding. She only leaves the house to go to the
elementary school where she works as a teacher, and even then, she is
uneasy about it. Without knowing who can be trusted, she limits her
interaction with people.

“Um, Owen’s met Eva before,” Everett says quickly, trying to explain
to me that what he’s said is �ne, but I don’t care if Owen has met her
before. We can never be too careful.

“I’ll go talk to her,” I reply, hesitantly. At least now I will have a
chance to brush my hair and throw on a little make-up. I jog up the
stairs and open Eva’s door. “Hey Eva, you awake?” I whisper.

“You guys are so loud. Of course I’m awake. Why is Ev here?”

“He’s helping me move today, remember? Anyway, he thought it
would be fun if you came. I tried to shut him up. He has Owen with him
and everyth—”

“Owen’s going to help you move?” She interrupts.

“Yeah, there’s some restaurant he likes out there or something …” I
trail off as I grab a hair band off of Eva’s dresser and pull my hair back
into a ponytail.

“Right, a restaurant that’s worth six hours in the car.”

“Huh?” I say, focused on the mascara I’m applying.

“Oh, nothing. You know, it would be kind of fun to go with you guys.”

“Really?” I ask, suddenly hopeful. “Eva, come. We haven’t done
anything together in so long. We’ll be careful. Please come.” I look at her



in the re�ection of the mirror. She’s rubbing her eyebrows, something
she does whenever she’s nervous.

“But … well, maybe. I don’t know. You know if I go, someone will
follow us.”

“I know.” I �op down on the bed and put my arms around Eva. No
one should have to go through the drama she’s been through and is still
going through, especially not anyone as sweet and innocent as Eva. “But
it would be fun and you should come. �ey’ll follow us there, check out
wherever we go, and follow us back. You should feel satisfaction that
you’re making them waste an entire day.” I �nish with a smile. I hope
making light of the situation will convince Eva to come. �e fact that
she’s even considering coming is atypical. It has to be unhealthy for her
to be stuck in this house as often as she is.

“Really? You don’t mind having someone tail us all day?” Her giant,
brown eyes are wide, waiting for my honest answer.

“Of course not. I miss hanging out with you,” I answer as
nonchalantly as I can. It is a little unsettling to have people watch our
every move when Eva’s around, but I’d still rather have her with us.

Eva gets out of bed and heads to her closet. “�is will give me chance
to wear that blue Juicy Couture shirt I was telling you about,” she says. I
shake my head with a grin. Eva’s obsession with clothes may have been
dampened a bit since Will disappeared, but going out in public seems to
bring back her �xation with fashion.



“Perfect,” I agree, but in my head I’m busy calculating all the groceries
I could have bought with the money that shirt cost. I swear she must
spend half her salary on clothes. “I’ll tell them you’ll be down in a few
minutes.” I jump to my feet and shut Eva’s door. When I get downstairs,
the guys are playing pool. “She’s coming,” I say coolly, not wanting to
alert Owen to anything out of the ordinary.

Everett shoots me a subtle grin that says, “I told you so.” I think of
going back upstairs to be with Eva while she gets ready. I know this is a
huge deal for her and she hasn’t been to my apartment since Will left,
but I decide maybe it’s best to give her some time on her own. I settle in
on the sofa and let my eyes shut.

“Why don’t you go check on her?” Everett suggests after only a couple
of minutes. Maybe he’s more nervous than he’s letting on.

As I start up the stairs, Eva comes out of the bedroom. I am expecting
a change of mind, but her perfectly curled hair and �awless make-up
suggest otherwise. How does she do that in less than �ve minutes? I
watch her bounce down the stairs in her black skinny jeans and heels and
glance down at my own apparel. Suddenly my t-shirt from high-school
basketball camp that says, “Seven days without shooting makes one
weak” seems far too casual. Eva grins at me and mouths, “ready.”

�e four of us head out the door. �e sun is starting to peek over the
mountains with a pink glow. �e air smells like grass clippings mixed
with lilacs. My stomach is dancing. I haven’t spent a day with my brother



and sister in way too long and being able to look at Owen Denny’s
perfect face the whole way to Penn State makes it even more sensational.
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