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      The railroad tracks rumble beneath my pink sneakers, vibrating my entire body along with them. My heart thunders in my chest.

      I'm not backing out.

      Sunshine beats down on me. It's early summer, but it's already proving to be an especially hot one. A rarity for a suburb of Seattle. It's too bad I won't be here to enjoy it.

      Off to the side, near the shade of the trees, movement distracts me. Something is nearby. I can't tell what.

      And I don't care.

      The rumble of the tracks grows stronger. It's harder to balance.

      My pulse races as the deep-throated horn blares through the air.

      Though the driver clearly sees me, the green and yellow machine doesn't appear to slow.

      Good. That's exactly what I want.

      The horn wails again, this time rippling through me.

      My right foot slips from the track. I land in the middle of the two long pieces of metal. It's probably for the best. I'll be hit by the center of the train. More force to end it all faster.

      Squeal! Tssh…

      The brakes.

      No!

      Don't stop!

      Trains take forever to stop. Like half a mile or something. This can still happen.

      I do the only thing I can. I burst into a run toward the massive, now-slowing vehicle.

      The horn blares again, but I barely notice it. I can't let the train stop before it reaches me. If I'm going to get anything right in my life, it has to be this.

      Now that I'm running, it's coming toward me faster. My heart pounds harder.

      This is it. It's really going to happen. I can almost count down, but it would be too disappointing to get to zero, only to find out that I'd miscalculated.

      The horn now sounds like a constant noise. That driver really wants me off the tracks.

      He doesn't know who he's dealing with.

      I'm ready for this.

      Something hits me. From the side.

      Wait, what?

      Now everything is a blur. I'm sailing through the air sideways. Away from the train! It's leaving my line of sight.

      My shoulder hits the ground first. Then my hip and side. My head hits. Hard.

      I roll. Dirt and gravel get in my face.

      I'm a mess of soil and grass.

      The train barrels past.

      I missed my train!

      "What were you thinking?" demands a male voice from behind.

      I spin toward the voice and glare at its owner. The gorgeous face of the owner. His almost-shoulder-length wavy hair is mostly covered by a gray beanie which perfectly matches his plaid flannel shirt.

      "What were you thinking?" he repeats.

      I jump up and dust rocks and grass from my jeans and shirt. "Me? What about you? Why'd you do that?"

      He stands, but doesn't dust himself off. "You mean why did I save your life?"

      "Yeah." I glower at him. My heart continues racing, but now from anger instead of excitement. "I had it all planned perfectly. Then you show up. The one variable I didn't take into account. Jerk."

      He shakes his head. "You're unbelievable. I save your life, and you call me names."

      "I called you a jerk. That's one name. Learn to count."

      "Why'd you do it?" He adjusts his hat and tilts his head. His eyes are filled more with concern than annoyance now.

      The guy is flipping gorgeous, but in the most down-to-earth way imaginable.

      It's infuriating.

      "What's so awful that a pretty girl like you wants to end it all?"

      Pretty? Me? The guy obviously needs glasses. Maybe they flew off when he ruined my plans.

      "Don't you have anything to say?"

      "Not to you." I fold my arms.

      "Hey, I saved your life. The least you could do is tell me why you were going to throw it all away."

      I sigh as dramatically as I can. Seriously, I really draw it out and even manage a slight eye roll. Maybe I should've gone into acting. Too late for that. For anything, really.

      There will be another train.

      I ignore the hottie and storm toward the tracks. "This time I'm going to get it right."

      He jumps between me and the tracks. "And if I don't let you?"

      "You're going to try to stop me again?"

      "Yeah." He knits his brows together, clearly daring me to try and stop him.

      Why does he have to be so attractive? It's aggravating.

      I clench my fists. "I've fought off guys bigger than you."

      He arches a brow. "Really?"

      "You'd better believe it. Wanna try me?" I step closer, ready to kick him where the sun doesn't shine for messing up my plans. I should be all over those tracks, yet here I am just arguing with a mysterious guy who shows up out of nowhere.

      He steps back with a little laugh. "Okay, I believe you. Hey, why don't we grab something to eat?"

      I just stare at him. He can't be for real. "You want to get some lunch? After this?"

      "I'm hungry. Aren't you?"

      "Doesn't matter. I didn't bring any money." I need to get rid of him so I can catch the next train. It'll be another fifteen minutes. Yes, I checked. Just in case something went wrong. I'm prepared.

      He shrugs. "I have money. Come on."

      It takes me a moment to realize what he said. "Now you want to pay for my meal?"

      "Yeah. Come on."

      "What? Am I your charity case for the day?"

      He doesn't move a muscle.

      My stomach growls. Loudly.

      He chuckles and rubs the light dusting of facial hair across his cheeks. "Sounds like you could use something to eat."

      "What I need is the next train!"

      Why did I admit that to him?

      "Let's get something to eat. You don't even have to tell me why you're out here. Just eat the food, and sit there being furious at me for saving your life. Sound like a plan?"

      I clench my jaw, not wanting to give into him. My stomach rumbles again. Why did he have to bring up food?

      "Well?" The corners of his perfect mouth twitch. He finds me amusing.

      "Fine." I may as well get a meal for my trouble.

      There will be other trains. And looking at this guy won't be the worst way to spend my last hour.
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      What's your name?"

      I stare at the menu, pretending not to hear him. It isn't hard to ignore him when the prices catch my attention. I've never been to this restaurant before, or any remotely as nice.

      I can't believe he brought me here when he could've just taken me to a fast food place. Maybe he wanted me to have a nice last meal.

      Normally I'd be uncomfortable here, especially with dirt on my clothes, but today I don't really care.

      "Oh, come on. I don't even get a name?"

      Could he be any more annoying? I glance up at him. "You said I didn't have to talk."

      "What's it going to hurt to tell me your name?" His mouth twitches again.

      My heart nearly jumps into my throat. What is it about him?

      "Do you want my name first?" He taps his menu on the table, his eyes shining with amusement.

      "Fine." I flick him another eye roll. I haven't rolled my eyes this much since I was fourteen and my stepmom moved in.

      "Rogan."

      "What kind of a name is that?" Besides perfect. Everything else about him is jaw-dropping. Why not his name too? "Like, your parents tried to name you Logan, but couldn't figure out how to spell it?"

      He laughs.

      "Am I right?"

      He sips his water. "It's a mixture of my parents' names. I like it."

      So do I. A lot. Not that I'm going to admit that to him. To Rogan.

      "Now that you know my name, what's yours?"

      There doesn't seem to be any harm in telling him. "Kenna."

      "Really?" He tilts his head, seeming interested.

      Or maybe I just want him to be interested.

      No! No, I don't. I only want lunch—the aromas of the restaurant have made me twice as famished—then I'm going back to the tracks.

      "It's really pretty."

      "What is?" I glance at the menu.

      "Your name." There's a smile in his tone.

      I don't look up to see if it's on his face as well. "Right. Thanks."

      "Is there a story behind it?"

      "My name?"

      "Yeah." He taps the table.

      "Not that I know of."

      "You don't know why your parents chose your name?"

      I snap my attention to him. "I'm not talking about them. Got it?"

      He puts his hands in the air, like I've just pulled out a pistol on him. "Don't talk about the parents. Understood."

      "Good. So, uh, what should I order?" It's awkward, but I have to know with prices so mind-boggling.

      "Whatever you want. Steak sounds good to me."

      I flip over to that page and my mouth falls open when I see the price. It's literally three times more than anything I've ever been allowed to order.

      "You okay, Kenna?"

      "Yeah, sure." I clear my throat. "It just seems a little, you know, heavy for lunch."

      "Why limit good food to dinner?"

      "If you say so." I flip through the pages again. Lobster catches my attention. I've always wanted to try lobster. But it's even more expensive than the steak!

      "Their lobster is to die for."

      I glance up at Rogan. "Is that a jab at my dance on the tracks?"

      He shakes his head slowly. "Nope. Just saying it's to die for. Try it, if you want."

      I study his dark brown eyes. They have flecks of green and gray. They're completely spellbinding.

      He says something, but I'm so lost in his eyes like a lovesick puppy that I don't have a clue what he said.

      I pull my attention away from the deep abyss that is Rogan's eyes and take a deep breath.

      "Well?" He raises an eyebrow.

      "I'll have the lobster."

      A nicely dressed waitress appears—she probably has a fancier title than waitress, but all I know is the crappy hole-in-the-wall dives I've ever been to—and she flirts with Rogan. They act like they're old friends.

      Jealousy twists in the pit of my stomach.

      Why do I even care? I'm not going to see Rogan again after this.

      I'm not going to see anyone again after this. Especially not my family. Good riddance to them. My stepmom and stepbrother in particular. They'll probably throw confetti at my funeral. If they even go.

      The waitress finally leaves after Rogan gave her our orders. He actually told her to bring me lobster.

      At least I will enjoy my last meal. It'll be the most expensive thing I'll ever eat, and I'll get to stare at him the entire time. Never before had anyone half as hot as him paid me any attention, much less talked to me.

      Speaking of talking, Rogan was saying something again. And here I was, lost in thought about how he looks.

      "What?" I try to focus.

      He grins. "I said, I'm going to the bathroom. Don't go anywhere."

      I snort. "Right. You just ordered me lobster. I'd stay in this seat if the building caught fire."

      "Well, if you do go anywhere, I know exactly where to find you. I'll push you out of the way again."

      "Whatever." I pick up the dessert menu so I don't have to look at him.

      From the corner of my eye, I watch him walk away until he's out of sight. Then I drop the menu and lean against the chair, half-ready to slide down to the floor.

      Everything is so surreal. It's like I had died, and gone to Heaven.

      Maybe I did get hit by that train and just didn't realize it. Rogan showed up as my angel to show me around this new place where lobster rains down from the sky and unbelievably gorgeous guys actually care what happens to me.

      "Did you pick out a dessert?" Rogan sits back in his seat.

      "We haven't even had the meal yet."

      The waitress arrives again. She drops off a basket of bread slices, each a different color, along with some little cups of butter and oil. She winks at Rogan before leaving.

      "She your girlfriend or something?" I ask.

      "Ana?" He shakes his head with a chuckle. "No, she thinks she'll get a better tip if she flirts."

      "Why?"

      Rogan studies me. "Because that's how it works with most guys. Not me. I don't care about fake flirting."

      "Huh."

      He bores his gaze into me, and again, I get lost studying the colorful flecks in his eyes.

      Finally, he pulls away. "Dig in. I can hear your stomach from here."

      I shake my head. "Whatever." But I grab the first slice of bread and take a small bite even though I just want to stuff the whole thing in my mouth to get rid of the hunger pangs.

      "You in school?" he asks.

      I swallow. "Just graduated. You?"

      "Last year." He dips a piece of bread into one of the cups of oil. It has spices floating in it.

      Curious, I dip a piece of bread in it. It tastes like garlic and something else—Heaven, maybe?

      After a few minutes, all the bread is gone. I think I ate most of it. Rogan is watching me like I'm a puppy behind a store window.

      I need to get the focus off me. "You in college?"

      He shakes his head. "It won't get me where I want to go with my life, so I can't see the point in wasting time or money on it."

      I nod.

      "Are you headed for college?" he asks.

      "Seriously? You know what my plans are. The train."

      "That's honestly your big plan?" He scratches his chin and leans over the table, staring at me.

      I glance to the side, not wanting to get lost in his eyes again, and twist my glass in a circle. "Yeah."

      "Don't you—?"

      Miss Flirty arrives again, this time with our steaming meals. She sets the lobster in front of me.

      The thing still has its shell. Everywhere. How on earth am I supposed to eat that?

      She flirts with Rogan, who I notice doesn't return the favor.

      Finally, she leaves, then he turns to me. "Ready to dig in?"

      Pride almost keeps me from admitting I don't even know how to eat the food in front of me. "Yeah, but I'm not sure how to."

      I cringe, waiting for him to laugh at me and make fun of me.

      He doesn't. "Oh, you haven't had lobster before?"

      "Nope." Not even from a can. My stepmom had bought that on occasion but always said it was too expensive for me to eat.

      Rogan reaches across the table and picks up what appears to be fancy pliers. "It's easy once you get used to it. Watch."

      Two minutes later, I find myself eating lobster. And it's seriously the best thing to have ever found its way on my taste buds.

      Between the lobster and Rogan, I have no other choice but to believe I actually did die and go to Heaven.
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      I can't stop staring at Kenna. Everything about her intrigues me. I don't know what it is about her specifically—maybe it's a combination of everything.

      She's gorgeous. Not in the Hollywood plastic-beautiful way that everyone fawns over. There's something so rugged about her that it just grabs my throat and won't let go.

      Then there's the fact that she just doesn't care about anything. Maybe that's what sent her to the tracks. I don't know. Like I said, I just can't figure her out. Was she really going to stay on the train's path, or was she going to jump out of the way in time?

      "Do I have a booger or something?" She wipes at her nose.

      I shake my head, trying not to smile. Does she really not know why I can't stop looking at her?

      "What, then?" Kenna blows her bangs away from her face and pushes the straw around in her glass.

      It's so refreshing to be around a girl who isn't falling over herself trying to impress me. She actually seems kind of annoyed with my existence.

      And that makes me want to figure her out all the more. Her long dark hair falls over her face, and she does nothing to move it. It's like she doesn't want me to look at her.

      How could I not want to? She's a mystery I want to unravel.

      My phone buzzes in my pocket, reminding me I don't have time for this.

      I kind of don't care. Yes, I have an important deadline looming over me. People waiting on me.

      But Kenna. There's something about her. I don't just want to figure out what she's all about. I need to know more about her. Why was she playing that dangerous game with the train? Does she really not care about anything, or is it all an act?

      She glances up at me, one eye still covered by her hair. "I should get going."

      Everything in me cries out against that. I tilt my head slightly, not showing my true feelings. "How about some dessert?"

      Her dazzling eye widens. "Dessert?"

      I smile, but it comes out as a playful smirk. "That's what I said, isn't it?"

      Kenna doesn't say anything, and her expression doesn't give me a clue as to what she's thinking.

      This girl is driving me crazy. And I love it. The fact that she isn't acting like something she isn't to try and impress me makes me want to drop my responsibilities until I get her figured out.

      "Better make up your mind. The server is headed our way."

      Kenna's nose wrinkles and she sits up taller. "Yeah, let's have some."

      My phone buzzes again. I press the button to make it stop through my pocket, then scoot toward the edge of the booth. "I've got to answer a call. Why don't you order something for the both of us."

      Her mouth drops open.

      "Pick anything you want." I nod toward the dessert menu and hurry away before she can protest.

      I stand outside the bathrooms and check my missed calls. Sometimes it's nice to be needed, but this isn't one of those times. I press call to the most recent one.

      "Why aren't you answering anyone's calls?" Ashton greets me.

      "Dude, chill. Just carry on without me this once."

      "Without you? How are we going to do that?"

      "You'll be fine."

      "Where are you?"

      I take a deep breath. "Something came up. I'll be there tomorrow, I swear."

      "What came up? You know how important this is."

      "Of course I do! I also know you guys will be fine without me this once. I'll call you soon, okay? If I can, I'll swing by later."

      Ashton grumbles. "Lathe is really getting on my nerves."

      "Tell him to go pound ice. I just got inspiration for like five new songs. Trust me, my time is best spent where I am right now. You guys just practice. Tomorrow, we'll work on the new stuff."

      "Wait. Five new songs? Are you serious?"

      "Yeah. Let me go before the inspiration wanes right out of me."

      "See you tomorrow." The call ends.

      I spin around and head back to the table. Kenna's tapping her fingers on a plate, staring at an enormous piece of cake in front of her. There's an even bigger one at my spot across from her.

      My insides tingle. Five songs? Kenna will probably inspire a dozen. I'll be up all night writing them.
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      We stand underneath the eaves of the restaurant. I've never been so full in my life. I can still taste the lobster and the caramel and chocolate cake.

      "So, you want me to drop you off at home?"

      I glance over at his fully-restored nineteen-sixties black Mustang and shake my head.

      "Got somewhere else to be?" He tilts his head.

      "The train tracks." But now I kind of don't want to go. At least not yet. I don't want to admit it, but I'd like to spend more time with Rogan.

      I can't remember the last time anyone was so nice to me.

      He shakes his head. "Not happening."

      "Why?"

      "That would be a waste of the meal I just bought." His eyes are shining like he's trying to hold back a laugh.

      I try to glower at him but it doesn't work. He's wearing me down. First by saving my life, then by taking me out to such a nice place to eat.

      "Where do you want me to take you that I will actually take you?"

      My mind races. Not home. First of all, I can't let him see the dump I call home—that I used to call home. Secondly, I'm never going back there again.

      "What is it, Kenna?"

      My stomach flip-flops hearing him say my name. "I don't have any plans. You ruined them."

      "Be as mad at me as you want. I've finally done something good with my life."

      I meet his gaze. "You think saving me is a good thing?"

      "Yeah. I've never done anything that really matters."

      "Sorry to disappoint you, but you've only put off the inevitable."

      "Why are you so determined to end your life?"

      I flinch. "That's a loaded question. And I don't feel like telling someone I just met."

      He twists his mouth and studies me again. "I get it."

      "You do?"

      Rogan shrugs. "Well, not the death wish part, but not wanting to open up about things."

      It's my turn to shrug. Awkwardness envelops us, and neither of us speaks.

      He leans against the wall. "So…"

      "So."

      We both laugh.

      Rogan turns to me. "Want to come to my place?"

      Blood drains from my body. What exactly is he asking? If he wants to get me in bed, there's no way that is happening. I don't care how sexy he is. Not happening.

      "My mom just put in a home theater—I'm not joking. It's like a tiny cinema. The fold-up cushion seats and everything. We can stream any movie you want to see. But I have to warn you, my sister'll probably want to join us."

      A mixture of emotions rage through me. First, surprise at how much money Rogan has—although after the restaurant, that shouldn't be a shock. Next, suspicion which is quickly replaced by relief. He didn't mention a bedroom, and his sister would be there. We wouldn't be alone.

      "What do you say?" Rogan removed his beanie and raked his fingers through his hair, letting it fall to his shoulders.

      "Sure. Sounds like fun." It's not like I have anywhere else to be anyway.

      Trains run all day and night. Might as well enjoy a movie with him.  Then when I find myself alone again with nowhere to go, I can make my way back to the tracks. They run all the way through town.

      We get into his car, and he drives into the rich part of town. No wonder I'd never seen him before. All the kids who live there go to the private school a few blocks down the road.

      His house is like five times the size of the dilapidated pile of wood I called home until this morning.

      When I left, announcing that I'd never return, I didn't even get a goodbye. Dad was already drunk and high, and my stepmom and stepbrother were glad to see me go—although I'm sure Theo would've liked to have his way with me one last time. That was why I hadn't announced I was moving out until I walked out the door.

      Good riddance.

      If I'd known the train wasn't going to take me out right away, I'd have brought more than just the clothes on my back. But just being away from them is relief enough. If I decide not to return to the tracks—highly unlikely—then I'll figure something out.

      Anything is better than living in that house. I'd stand a better chance on the streets.

      Rogan cuts the engine, bringing my thoughts back to the present. "Any movies you're in the mood for?"

      I don't even know what's new. Between schoolwork and my barista job, I don't have time to keep up with that type of thing. Although now that I've graduated, school isn't something I have to think about anymore. But if I continue on with life, I have to figure out if I'm going to keep my job.

      "Kenna?"

      My stomach tingles at the sound of Rogan saying my name.

      "You pick the movie."

      "What are you into? Chick flicks?"

      I stare at him. "Do I look like I'm into that fluff?"

      He laughs. "You forget, I know nothing about you."

      "You know I have a thing for trains."

      "And you haven't eaten lobster before today."

      I lose myself in his eyes again for a moment before focusing my attention on his hair. It looks so soft. "Given all that, what movie do you think I'd like?"

      He rolls up the cuffs of his flannel shirt. "I want to say an action flick, but you probably don't like guns."

      "Seriously?" I balk. "I could outshoot you any day of the week, pal."

      Rogan throws his head back and laughs. "You think so, huh? Pal?"

      "I don't think. I know."

      "You been to the shooting range?" He taps the steering wheel.

      "No, but I've done plenty of target practice out in the woods."

      "What do you shoot?"

      "Empty cans. Old toys. Whatever." My dad always leaves plenty of empty beer cans, giving me more than ample targets. But when I'm especially pissed at my stepbrother, I steal things from his room to shoot at. And I never miss those. Ever.

      "You're way cooler than most girls."

      I meet his eyes. "You went to Radcliffe?" Since I'd never seen him at school and he obviously comes from money, he had to have gone to our town's only private school.

      He gives me a half-nod.

      "That explains it."

      Rogan opens his mouth to speak, but I'm not done.

      "What were you doing over by the train tracks?"

      He sits up straighter. "Huh?"

      "You live here in this nice house. Why go down there? That's where the homeless live."

      Rogan glances out the window and releases a slow breath. "I like nature."

      "You like nature?"

      "You don't think I do?"

      "Why not go to the lake?"

      He turns back to me. "I prefer the woods."

      "Were you following me?"

      "Hardly."

      "What were you doing, then?"

      He frowns. "You won't tell me anything about yourself, but you want me to tell all about myself?"

      "Fair enough. Let's go see that action flick. The more guns, the better."

      Rogan leans back against the seat and closes his eyes. "I was looking for inspiration."

      "For what?"

      He pinches the top of his nose. "A song."

      "You're a songwriter?"

      "Yeah. Lead singer for a band. I play guitar and drums, too."

      "Really?" I try to hide my intrigue.

      He nods. "We're called Flaming Combustion."

      "Huh. Are you any good?"

      Rogan laughs. "If anyone else asked that, I'd be insulted, but I'm not with you."

      "Probably because you saved my life."

      "No." He leans closer to me, leaving only a couple inches between us. I can smell his woodsy scent. Cologne? Aftershave? "That's not it."

      My breath catches. I hate being this close to guys, but not with Rogan. It makes my blood rush in the most intoxicating way possible. That makes him more dangerous than any other guy alive.

      And I kind of like it.
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      Rogan's house is even nicer on the inside. Everything is so clean it sparkles. The entryway is bright and inviting. I smell a mixture of cinnamon and something else.

      Music plays from somewhere, but it's so faint I can't tell what song it is. The beat seems familiar enough, like something I've heard at work.

      I try not to stare, but how can I not? The chandelier overhead glimmers like it's made of diamonds. The long, curving staircase looks like something in a palace. I'm pretty sure the room to our left was bigger than my entire house.

      "Kenna?"

      Rogan's talking to me. His voice sends a wave of shivers down my spine. I try to focus on what he's saying.

      This is starting to become a thing. I don't want a thing.

      He's talking about the movie.

      Rogan leads me down a bright hallway full of pictures of a happy family. He and his sister have been horseback riding, in several sports, and even stood in front of a pyramid in Egypt.

      What am I doing here? Why does this guy even care about me?

      Am I merely a charity case?

      My stomach twists into a tight knot. That's what it has to be. Rogan probably has a beautiful girlfriend, and she'll think he's even better because he managed to save some poor, pathetic homeless girl from death. Even though I don't feel homeless, that's what I am since I walked away with nothing other than the clothes on my back.

      I can hear my family laughing at me. The sound rolls around in my mind.

      Rogan turns back to me and smiles. "Come on."

      My pulse picks up. What is it that he keeps doing to me? Is this some weird reaction because he pushed me away from the train?

      "You've got a lot of pictures." That was a stupid thing to say.

      He groans. "Yeah, my mom has to get a thousand pictures of everything we do. Sutton's already in there, waiting for us. She's getting everything set up."

      "Sutton?"

      "My sister. I texted her before we left."

      "Right." Had he told me her name already? Also, I hadn't noticed him texting her.

      I'm feeling off. Maybe it's just because I'm in this fancy house, full of lobster and cake. I try to shake off the uneasiness. May as well enjoy it while it lasts—because it won't.

      Rogan turns down the hall, and I follow him. He leads me into the tiniest but also nicest theater I've ever seen.

      A cute girl who looks like a younger female version of Rogan waves to us. "Hi, I'm Sutton."

      I nod. "Kenna."

      "You haven't seen The Wilson Project yet have you?" Sutton turns her attention back to a black box with a bunch of buttons.

      "No." I haven't even heard of it.

      "You're going to love it. I can't wait to see it. It doesn't hit DVD for another week, but we have it!"

      Rogan turns to me and gestures toward the two-dozen plus seats. "Where do you want to sit?"

      I just stare like a fool.

      He grins again. "There isn't a bad seat in the house."

      "Mom made sure of that!" Sutton laughs.

      Crackling sounds from speakers overhead.

      "Stop doing that!" Sutton shakes her fist at the box.

      Rogan walks toward the door. "I'm going to grab some popcorn. Sit wherever you want."

      "Miss Alice is getting it." Sutton steps back just as the huge screen lights up. "There."

      I wonder who Miss Alice is but don't ask. I feel so out of place, I'm sure they'll throw me out if I make one wrong move.

      Sutton makes herself comfortable on a seat in the middle of the front row. She turns off the lights with a remote.

      "Where do you want to sit?" Rogan asks again.

      I sit next to his sister. He sits on the other side of me. Sutton chatters about the movie. I can barely breathe.

      A woman in a floral dress comes in carrying three tubs filled with popcorn and hands us each one. "Do any of you need something else? Blankets?"

      At just that moment, a gust of icy air gives me the chills.

      Rogan nods. "Yeah, bring some blankets. Thanks, Miss Alice."

      Then it hits me. They have a servant—she probably has a more distinguished title, but that's clearly what she is. I slink down in the seat. If Rogan figures out where I'm from, literally the other side of the tracks, he's going to regret bringing me to his home.

      A few minutes later, we all have blankets over our laps, underneath tubs of popcorn, and drinks in the armrests. Inside their house.

      I'm so out of my league.

      The movie starts, giving me something else to focus on for a couple hours. Throughout the movie, both Rogan and Sutton make comments to me. Almost like I fit in, except that I don't belong in a place like this. I'm an imposter. An outsider. An alien.

      Either way, I need to think about what I'm going to do once Rogan is bored of the girl he saved. Back to the tracks? Show up at a friend's house? I don't even have a friend close enough that I could just show up unannounced.

      At least it's the beginning of the summer. It won't get too cold at night.

      Why hadn't I made plans for what I would do if the train didn't work out? Because it was supposed to work! It was fail-proof. As kids, the adults drilled it into our heads. Stay off the tracks. Trains kill people. Except me.

      After the movie, Rogan and Sutton discuss it. I watch them with interest. At my house, everyone goes our separate ways after we watch something together. There's no intelligent discussion.

      There's never intelligent discussion at home. Just drunken fights and put-downs. Whoever comes up with the best insult wins the night. I stay out of it, but it never keeps backhanded comments from coming my way.

      It's over. I don't ever have to go back. In fact, I'm not. They're officially out of my life now.

      Miss Alice comes back into the room and looks at Rogan and Sutton. "Dinner's ready. Your mom is working late again. Is your guest staying?"

      Rogan turns to me. "You want to stay for dinner?"

      "Sure." I'm going to gain ten pounds if I keep hanging out with these people.

      I follow them to the dining room—another room that's nearly the size of my house. My old house. The place I'm never returning to.

      The dining room is just as bright and fancy as the entryway. The long table could fit an entire party. Rogan and Sutton sit near each other by the large picture window. Outside is a yard that seems to go on forever. It's perfectly manicured and off to the left I see part of the lake.

      They live on the lake.

      Why am I surprised?

      Miss Alice brings steaming containers of food over and sets them between us. It smells as good as the restaurant. Maybe better.

      We dig in. The pot roast nearly melts in my mouth, and it's seasoned unlike any I've ever eaten.

      I could get used to this. But I'm not going to. I don't belong in a place like this, not unless I'm helping Miss Alice serve the people who live here.

      Sutton pushes her chair back and extends her hand toward me. "It was fun, but I have to study. Exams on Monday." She makes a face. "You guys are so lucky, having already graduated."

      Me, lucky. Right. I smile, anyway. "It was nice to meet you."

      "You're coming back, right?" She asked me the question, but she looks to her brother for the answer.

      "Go study, Sutton."

      She sticks her tongue out at him, and they both laugh. Sutton turns to me. "See you soon."

      "Okay."

      Now it's just Rogan and me. Does he have somewhere he has to be? Where am I going to go?

      My stomach twists, and it's really uncomfortable after everything I've put in it since I met Rogan.

      He doesn't say anything.

      I don't say anything.

      It's officially awkward.

      Rogan rests his chin in his palm. "Do you have anywhere you need to be?"

      I laugh.

      He arches an eyebrow and it disappears underneath his bangs.

      "My plans ended at the train, remember?"

      "That's right. I was thinking we could find out who's the better shot. You seem to think you can beat me." His mouth forms a slow smile.

      My heart jumps out of my chest and into my throat. "I didn't bring my pistol."

      "There are plenty at the range."

      He wants to go to the shooting range? I've never been, so he would have the advantage. I twist my hair around my fingers and stare into his eyes, careful not to get lost in the colorful flecks. "Scared of the woods?"

      "Scared? No, I've never been out there to shoot. Plus, do you have a secret stash of guns I don't know about? Because you don't have a gun, and I don't have a gun."

      "Fair point." I really need to sneak back into my room and get some of my things. Assuming my family hasn't burned all my stuff to turn it into a game room like Theo's been begging them to for so long. He says I can live in the attic. Jerk.
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      Kenna stands with the pistol aimed at the target like a pro. I've been shooting plenty of times and am more than comfortable with a gun, but she takes it to a whole different level.

      She adjusts the protective goggles, then pulls off the hearing protection. "Do I really need all this stuff? It's annoying."

      I point to a sign behind her. "It's the rules."

      She shakes her head. "Like I said, annoying." But she pulls the earmuffs back onto her head and returns to position. She closes one eye, opens it again, then closes it.

      Pow!

      Directly in the middle of the target.

      My mouth falls open. She wasn't kidding about being a good shot. I know I'm going to lose to her, but I'm too impressed to care.

      Pow!

      She hits dead center again.

      I study her. Kenna is nothing like I expected. I'm not entirely sure what I did expect from the girl walking toward an oncoming train, but this feisty thing sure isn't it.

      Maybe I expected her to be depressed and sullen. Full of scars on her wrists. Perhaps to break down crying and to pour out her problems to me.

      Pow!

      She hits the same spot.

      Kenna has no scars, and I've yet to see a tear. She's as tough as the gun in her hands. Not only that, but she says what she wants to say.

      She's such a breath of fresh air.

      Pow!

      Given Flaming Combustion's popularity, girls usually say whatever they think I want to hear. They wear skimpy clothes and hang all over me, thinking that'll impress me.

      It only irritates me. Sure, it's kind of an ego boost, but I can see right through them. They don't give a crap about me. It's all about status.

      And I'm sick of being a status symbol. It's been that way since the fifth grade when my dad got his Dodge Viper. The first day he dropped me off at school in it, the girls suddenly vied for my attention. Not because of me, but because of the car. My dad's car.

      That's why when I turned sixteen, I wouldn't let him buy me a sports car. I opted for a silver sedan—a Mercedes, but not one that screamed for attention. It wasn't until I graduated that I accepted the fully-restored Mustang.

      Pow!

      Her fifth straight bullseye.

      Kenna pulls off her goggles and earmuffs. "Think you can beat that?"

      She stares at me with stark determination in her dark brown eyes that perfectly matches the wavy hair falling halfway to her elbows. Her confidence made her natural beauty all the more attractive.

      "Well?" Kenna scrunches her mouth like she's trying to hold back a smile. "Afraid to try and beat that?"

      "Me afraid? Never."

      She smirks playfully.

      That makes me want to pull her into my arms and kiss her. To see if she tastes half as good as she looks. To—

      No. I can't do that. Just hours ago, she'd been trying to take her own life. I'd totally be taking advantage of her.

      I force my gaze away from her and get myself ready to lose this bet. There's no way I'm going to do as well as Kenna. Not a chance.

      Pow!

      A full three inches away from the center.

      Kenna says something but I can't hear her with the protection. It looks like she said, Not bad.

      Not good, either.

      I turn back to the target and close one eye.

      Pow!

      Dead center.

      She gives me a high-five.

      Out of my next three shots, I only get one more in the middle.

      I pull off my protection.

      Kenna leans against a post. "I'm impressed."

      "Yeah, right. You weren't kidding about being a good shot. I'm impressed."

      She pulls some hair behind her ear. "Because I'm a girl?"

      "Because you're a good shot. It has nothing to do with your anatomy."

      "Want a rematch?"

      I shake my head. "I know when I'm in the presence of greatness."

      She looks away. "Then we'd better return this stuff."

      Back in my car, I wait before starting it. "Do you need to get back home or anything?"

      Kenna shakes her head. Though she doesn't tear up or frown, she seems sad. I can't put my finger on it. It's just a feeling, I guess.

      "You really have no plans whatsoever?"

      "Thanks to you."

      I sigh, trying to imagine what could be so bad that it would make her want to end it all. "Well, I won't apologize for it, if that's what you want."

      She shrugs.

      "You don't want me to take you home, so do you want me to take you somewhere else?"

      Instead of answering, she looks out the side window and plays with a nail.

      "Do you have anywhere to go?"

      Through the reflection of the glass, I see her close her eyes. She shakes her head.

      It feels like a punch in the gut. How can she have nowhere to go? If I didn't want to be at home, I could go to my dad's—though pigs would fly out of my nose before that was likely to happen—or I could crash at the houses of any of my band members.

      "You have nowhere at all to go?" I ask softly, careful to make sure she can't possibly misread judgment from my tone. Shock, sure. Judgment, no.

      Kenna just sighs.

      It breaks my heart, even though I just met her. How could life be so cruel to someone who is clearly so wonderful?

      I don't say anything, hoping she'll tell me something. Anything.

      She doesn't.

      "We can go back to my place, if you want."

      Her eyes fly open, and she spins around and stares at me. I can't read her expression. Fear? Surprise? Something else altogether? All I know is that I want to wrap my arms around her and make everything right in her world.

      But I can't. We barely know each other, and she doesn't want to tell me anything about her life beyond being a good shot.

      "We have several guest rooms for you to pick from." Maybe that's what she's worried about.

      "What about your parents? Will they mind?"

      "Just my mom. And no, she's cool."

      Kenna doesn't say anything. She starts to open her mouth like she's going to, but then she closes it again.

      "You know, if you want to talk, you can. I've been told I'm a good listener."

      She holds my gaze, but doesn't say anything.

      "Or we can just go back to the house and you can get some rest. Whatever you feel like."

      "Sure." Kenna glances out the window again.

      The drive is quiet except for the music. My curiosity gets the best of me. A thousand questions race through my mind, but they don't make it to my mouth.

      It's going to make me go crazy before long.
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