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CHAPTER 1

October 1984
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IF HER FATHER CAUGHT HER WITHOUT HER CONCEALER, THE berating would begin.


“Just look at your face! Dammit, Hannah, it’s disgusting, come on now,” he’d scold in his harshest voice, the one that had caused her to jump ever since she could remember.


Hannah applied the stick concealer to her face like an addict, attacking each pus-filled eruption over and over with quick half-moon dabs and dots, smearing and scrutinizing her work. Apply, blend, apply, blend. Cut or rip the edges of the dried-out scab if needed. Add moisturizer. Rub in. For raised, uneven spots use a Q-tip. Repeat with stick.


She worked fast, keeping an eye on the time, worried she’d miss the bus. Her fingertip—the same one that had caused the damage to begin with—helped cloak her shame, filling her nail with a ghoulish mixture of cover-up, skin, and blood that she expertly flicked away. Hannah finished the charade with one last look into her old Princess Barbie hand mirror as the first cracks of sunlight poked through her bed-room window. What a mess, she thought. If only she hadn’t picked last night, and then again this morning, making this daily magic act even harder.


Hannah gave up. She knew she wasn’t fooling anyone. Especially him.


She yanked off her old pom-pom hat, the one she used to tame her uncontrollable hair. It gave her a headache. Big hair was in, but hers carried it to the point of being comical. Hannah took a step back. Yep, it still looked frizzy and cone-shaped, and like nothing her mother would ever want to see. “If only you’d just take care of it right,” she could hear her saying.


Hannah was a human pincushion for her parents’ constant criticism, and there was always ample room for just one more jab. The pain of their words had settled somewhere in her body over time, gnawing on her insides. If only she could please them. But striving to resemble the shiny-haired, Noxzema-skinned daughters in her snobby town only drove her to pick at her face more, and not even Clearasil and Tame Crème Rinse could save her. And uncontrollable acne and wild, “afro-looking” hair (as her family so affectionately described it) were clearly signs of poor parenting. To her parents, a proper appearance always trumped sensitive feelings.


Hannah shook her head, sizing up her outfit in her bedroom mirror—the one with the hot overhead lights, like a movie star would have in his or her dressing room. She pulled and tugged and sucked it all in, holding her breath, and letting her pride swell for just a moment at the sight of her well-shaped, sixteen-year-old butt. But the good feeling didn’t last. Soon the shame returned, crawling up the back of her neck and into her scalp underneath her dark auburn hair, flushing her pale Irish skin crimson.


“Harlot,” the voice in the mirror pulsed back at her. “Dirty harlot.”


She tried to shut it out, but the voice only got louder. How could he call me that? Hannah’s anxiety made its usual descent down her arms and into her hands, causing her thumbs to ache. The awful memory from last winter suddenly consumed her: the day she wore the wrong skirt to church.


Hannah had bought the outfit with her babysitting money—a denim skirt that fell a few inches above her knee, paired with flats and a pink golf shirt worn with the collar up. The look was very trendy around school, but just to be sure, Hannah ran the outfit by her mother, who barely looked up from her Sunday paper before nodding her approval. Every week they went through the same drill. Hannah had to dress up for church, usually in a skirt or dress. Jeans were never allowed. It was like church was a fashion show where the parents in her town paraded their kids down the aisle for all to envy. God doesn’t really care what you wear, Hannah thought, does He?


Her mother, for some reason, had stopped coming to church, preferring to stay home in her bathrobe while Kerry, her six-year-old sister, entertained herself. Hannah was never allowed to miss mass.


She hurried out to her father, who was already in the car. She never knew what kind of mood he’d be in, and lately she didn’t seem to do anything right. The path to the driveway lay covered in a sheet of ice; Hannah carefully navigated her way across it and around the car to the passenger door, grabbing its handle as she pulled herself in before losing her footing and falling into the seat.


She quickly closed the door with a sidelong glance, hoping he hadn’t noticed her clumsiness. They rode in silence, which was pretty normal for them these days, until they were about a mile from their house.


“What are you wearing?”


His tone made Hannah jump. “W-What?” She clenched her hands underneath her thighs.


“You heard me,” he replied coolly, tightening his grip on the steering wheel.


“It’s new …”


But it was too late. Her father turned to look at her. His narrowing eyes began running up and down her legs, cheapening her. “Goddammit, what the hell do you think you’re wearing!”


Hannah could see his bottom teeth cutting into his upper lip, holding back a string of things he clearly wanted to say. Instead, he slammed his hand on the steering wheel, and then, without warning, he swerved to the side of the street. “Get out.”


“Please, Daddy … Mom already …” She could feel her throat tightening as she dug her fingernails into her palms. Make this stop; just make this stop, she prayed.


“I said, get out!”


“P-please listen …” Think, think, the voice inside her yelled. She pulled on the ends of her hair as if they were reins, but the tears still came, betraying her. “B-but Mm-mom approved this outfit for church!” she pleaded, her voice catching.


Her father popped the automatic door locks, the sound startling her like a gunshot. “Now,” he said without looking at her.


Hannah did what he said like an obedient dog. She watched the paneled station wagon pull away, getting smaller and smaller. He’s going to turn around, she told herself. He’s going to turn around.


She turned back toward home, gauging the long walk ahead. She didn’t have a coat and felt like a fool standing there dressed in a short-sleeve shirt and miniskirt on one of the coldest mornings of the year. She prayed that the neighbors weren’t gawking from their warm living rooms. Why the hell hadn’t she chosen dress pants and a sweater instead of being so stupidly excited to wear her new outfit? It’s February, for god’s sake, not May. Geez. She pulled her arms tight around her body, looking back for his car, feeling more naked and exposed with every slick step she took. Chills crawled up her bare white legs as she tugged on the ends of her skirt and wiped some more snot onto her new pink polo.


They’re watching me; I know they’re watching me. Hannah glared into the windows of the 1950s ranchers and Cape Cods that lined the blocks leading back to her neighborhood. “Slut,” they’re saying. She hid her face in her collar, her cheeks swollen and raw and streaked with black bars from her makeup. God, get me home.


She’d give it to herself good for this one, alone in her bedroom. Hannah was an expert at self-punishment: she’d beat herself up to the point of torture, until she grew numb and could rejoice in the pain that tranquilized every cell in her body. She couldn’t wait to get started. Somehow, she knew she deserved this. It was her fault he was gone—the father who had once taught her how to play cards and climb the tallest tree in their backyard, the same man who used to light up when she’d come bouncing into a room. Now she couldn’t do anything right, from her exploding skin to her embarrassing hair. He stormed around the house with heavy, righteous feet and intermittent outbursts over leaky faucets and broken stove handles, setting those in his wake on edge. Hannah steered clear of him as much as possible; their relationship was now non-existent.


He was headed to church. Surely he’d realize his cruelty and show some remorse for how he’d treated her. After all, sixty minutes of standing, sitting, and amen-ing about love and forgiveness has got to soften somebody, even him, she reasoned.


“M-mom?” Hannah called when she walked into the house, relieved to finally be inside.


“Why are you back?”


The edge in her mother’s voice did little to thaw her. She found her still seated at the kitchen table, her palms pressing against it. Hannah’s kid sister, Kerry, sat perched beside her, slurping her Frosted Flakes and clearly enjoying the scene.


“D-dad kicked me out of the car,” Hannah choked. Please hold me.


“What did you do?”


“N-nothing … I swear … he didn’t like my skirt.” Hannah began to blubber like she was five again. She wasn’t allowed to swear, let alone miss church. But above all, she wasn’t allowed to cry in front of her parents.


“I don’t want to hear it. Go to your room!” Her mother commanded with a stern look before scowling back into her newspaper.


All that had felt good and promising that morning had suddenly unraveled. Her new, pretty clothes shook in a tight ball on her closet floor. Sixteen years old and she was still hiding from them.


“I need help! God, where are you?” Hannah whispered into the darkness from the floor of her closet. She heard her mom’s footsteps overhead and quickly changed. She then buried the denim “devil” behind her hanging clothes, hoping her father would leave her alone the rest of the day.


The front door slammed an hour later, followed by her father’s pounding on her bedroom door.


“Hannah!” he yelled.


Her hand shook knowing she didn’t have a choice but to open the door. She swung it open reluctantly to see her father’s red face awaiting her on the other side.


“Hannah, if you ever …”


“What, what did I do?”


“You look like you want it,” he spat.


“What? Wanted what, Dad? I don’t—”


“Harlot. You look like a harlot! A dirty harlot!”


“W-what, Dad? What do you mean?” Incredulous that this wasn’t over yet, Hannah did her damndest to stop her tears.


He shook his index finger in her face, looking like Moses himself. “If you ever wear that skirt again, you’re out of this house … for good!”


Hannah ran past him and out to her mother for help.


“Please, M-mom, you know what happened. You told me the outfit was okay …” Please hold me, Mommy, she pleaded silently.


“Don’t get me involved,” her mother said, turning her back to Hannah. She then waved her away like a gnat.


Hannah flew back into her room, feeling like her head was about to explode. She shut the door, sank to the floor, and grabbed her diary from underneath her mattress. Chest heaving, she wrote her screams on paper:




I NEED HELP!!! My father just called me a dirty harlot. I hate all of you! There is no one I can turn to. You treat me like shit! I hate you, almost as much as I hate myself. I’ll never forgive you Dad for calling me dirt, Mom for turning your back on me, always. I have no friends because you don’t even make me feel worth it. I hate. That’s all I feel. How many times do I have to be unloved, rejected, and shitted on? I’m a person too. God, where are you? I just want to die. Please help me.





A dirty harlot. She didn’t know what the word meant, so she looked it up in her dictionary, the one she used for school:




Harlot, noun


A woman who engages in sexual intercourse for money. A prostitute.





Hannah gasped. She’d never even kissed a boy. She reread the ugly words over and over to maximize the pain and make herself go numb. He thinks this of me, my own father? Then I must be one. Why else would he call me that? Hannah dug her nails into her face. Her fingers traveled upward to pull her hair from her scalp, but the pain wouldn’t subside. I must be, he told me so …


Her head throbbed from crying so hard; her limbs were weak and lifeless. If only I was lifeless, she thought darkly. She reached for her only ally in the house—a cheap, oversized stuffed hippo. She rocked it back and forth, pretending it was her mother—but a different mother, one that held her and made everything better. She hugged the hippo until she collapsed into some sort of sleep. No one came to check on her.


Her father had ignored her existence for the rest of the week. And Hannah had done little to garner his attention, only coming out of her room to eat and use the bathroom. She’d gotten herself up for school and disappeared back inside her four walls as soon as she came home, until, one day, her mother had enough and told her, “Quit your carrying on, for Christ’s sake.”


Hannah simply nodded and swallowed it back down.












CHAPTER 2
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HARLOT, THE WORD ASSAULTED HER BRAIN AGAIN.


“Not now!” Hannah cursed under her breath, pushing down the painful memory before storming out of her bedroom and into the cool hallway. She glanced down at the wall-to-wall blue-green carpeting with the dust stripe along the edges where the floor met the wall. Some weeks the dirt trail was worse than others. This was one of those weeks.


“I’m going to school!” she called to her mom, but only the burnt orange starburst wall clock in the kitchen ticked back. The house was eerily quiet. Damn it. She could die and no one would care.


Hannah hated her family’s dark ’70s ranch house and the prison it represented, starting with the kitchen’s gold-speckled Formica countertops, its table that held down the peeling linoleum floor, and the harvest-gold appliances festering in grease and food droppings. She hated, too, the brown laminate cabinets that held their hoarders’ secrets, along with overdue bill statements, yellowing nail polishes, and half-empty pill bottles stuffed in drawers and away from prying eyes.


Hannah double-timed it to the bus stop; her girlfriends would be waiting for her. Well, not really. She’d meet them at the corner. Maybe they’d look up from their conversation and say hi. Usually they didn’t. But that didn’t stop her. You’re trying too hard, she told herself as she came closer to the corner where the three girls held court. Other bus kids, the peripherals, circled around them, each pretending to focus on something else as they tried to eavesdrop on the trio’s conversation. Hannah obsessed over them too. She always psyched herself up on the walk there with a silent pep talk: they like you, you’re one of them, this is your group. She wanted it so badly. Always had.


Hannah never kept friends for long. She was the kid with “cooties” on the elementary school playground. It’s just a game; they aren’t being mean, she’d tell herself, but it was hard to convince herself that it was true as they sought “cootie shots” whenever she came around. Back then, her teachers would watch, clustered together on the black top, pursing their lips and shaking their heads at the pitiful kid dressed in the hand-me-down boy clothes. The pretty girls in class had worn their long hair in French braids and run around in sherbet-colored dresses, dripping in pink, purple, and peach. Appearances may have been important to Hannah’s parents, but frugality was king no matter how much she cried for prettier clothes. “You don’t waste money on a kid,” they told her.


Hannah’s classmates also teased her about whether she was a boy or a girl, yanking her short pixie haircut—one of the many battles she had fought with her mother over the years. “You can have longer hair when you can take care of it,” her mother would say.


Hannah had always tried her best to hold it together. Tears only made it worse. Eventually she’d gotten used to the tormenting and pretended to be in on the joke. The faster they ran from her, the faster she chased them. Please like me, will you like me today? she’d pray. They never did—but they eventually lost interest in the weird girl who dressed and looked like a boy, and for the most part left her alone.


She’d told herself that high school would be different. She could afford to wear what she wanted now, for one; she’d made sure of that with all of her babysitting jobs. And she knew how the popular girls dressed, how they wore their hair. She could be just like them. But somehow, it hadn’t worked out that way.


Don’t ignore me, she thought as she approached the three girls at the bus stop, her heart pounding. Not today. In a moment of inspiration, she breathlessly blurted out, “Hey, do you guys know where I can buy some … good stuff, you know … at school?”


That got them. The trio of well-dressed girls, with the pretty shiny hair and clear skin, stopped and swirled around in unison like a Breck Shampoo commercial, even spiky, redheaded Gillian with her half-smile/half-smirk and cold, blue-gray eyes.


Is she laughing at me? Hannah wondered.


But it was the blonde, Leeza, who spoke first. “Oh, you need to talk to Deacon, that cute guy who hangs out near the girls’ locker room right before homeroom and after school sometimes. You can’t miss him,” she said, spouting her know-it-all wisdom of all things high school. Sparkly-eyed Leeza, with her ice-pink lips and frosted tresses, co-captained the high school debate team and was the founder of the school’s Spirit Club—a group of wannabe cheerleaders and desperateto-be-popular girls looking for ways to amp up their status.


The others nodded toward Hannah, and she immediately liked having their pretty, electric-blue-lined eyes on her. She already knew where she could score some weed at her school. Everyone did. All the girls admired the ultra-cool dealer boy who hung out in the hallways, mysterious and handsome in his black leather trench coat, ripped, faded jeans, and black combat boots. A high school loner by choice, he stood out from all the other male clones; he was deeply serious, with an irresistible, brooding demeanor. He hardly ever smiled, but could create a path of turned heads comprised of both sexes whenever he passed. Even for the popular girls, Deacon Giroux was just too handsome to even try.


“He’s sooo cute,” said Gillian, looking around at the others for confirmation. They all giggled in agreement—even Taylor, the quietest girl of the coven. Hannah equated her with bathroom wallpaper: lovely on the eyes, but not much going on beyond the decoration.


Today, as every day, Taylor wore a padded preppy headband, perfectly color-coordinated with her outfit. She was classically pretty in that private schoolgirl sort of way; she somehow managed to look polished even with little makeup on. Hannah had always envied her long, silky, dark brown hair and clear, creamy skin.


Taylor’s well-bred good looks and fine-boned balletic body set her apart from most girls at school and gave her open access to all the cute jocks in any grade—so much so that she changed boyfriends almost as often as she changed headbands. Hannah had to double-check the embroidered name on her latest boyfriend’s varsity jacket just to make conversation with her.


“So, Taylor, how is Jake doing? Oh, I meant Daniel … that’s right, duh …” Hannah said, quick to look away first.


Taylor perked up in response, as she always did, heaving a dramatic sigh and fluttering her pretty, coquettish eyes to the sky to convey her unwavering adoration for her newest acquisition. “He’s definitely ‘the one,’” she said, beaming. Taylor’s self-worth ran head-to-head with how hard the guy fell.


Meanwhile, Gillian performed her own eye rolling behind Taylor’s back. “Taylor has dated so many jocks, they’re going to give her a varsity letter,” she once said.


For that brief moment, Hannah felt like one of them. They asked her more questions about getting the weed and gave her advice, though she knew that none of them had ever dared to buy or try drugs. She didn’t know if she had the guts to go through with it either.


As if Gillian could read her mind, she began sizing up Hannah’s seriousness. “So what are you looking for? What kind of stuff? I didn’t know you bought,” she said, her eyes widening as if she had just discovered the secret to Hannah’s weirdness. Gillian loved gossip, and a juicy story like this would keep the vultures abuzz all the way through till dismissal.


Gillian wouldn’t appear to be the leader of the group at first glance. But she carried herself with an unwavering confidence that bordered on conceit, which added to her nothing-special looks. She came off as incredibly smart, and was always quick with a comeback. Confrontation was her heroin, especially with her peers; she could ruin a girl’s social standing in one verbal takedown. She would expose her vic-tims’ secrets and worst fears on a whim, seemingly without a flicker of concern. However when she decided to be nice, you couldn’t help but crumble. The boys liked her, and the girls wanted to be around her—or they feared being her next victim. Just being in Gillian’s presence was heady and intoxicating for Hannah.


The bus arrived, and Hannah followed behind the group as they made their way to their usual seats, hoping their conversation would continue. Instead, Gillian and Leeza went on about some party they had gone to over the weekend, while Taylor suddenly seemed distracted; she began tugging on her shirtsleeves and staring tearfully out the window. Hannah ignored her. She wanted Gillian and Leeza’s attention back. But they were done with her.


Their high school, built sometime in the 1950s, boasted an impressive redbrick Georgian façade with tall columns and a white cupola, inside though it was just plain old, like Leave It to Beaver old. Its faded hallways were crammed with kids from extremely wealthy families wearing the latest preppy fashions, as well as alternative Goth/New Wave kids from modest households who got creative and shopped at thrift stores. Hannah didn’t fit into either group. But she watched and listened, catching conversations about all the keg parties and “totally awesome” high school events she wasn’t a part of. There always seemed to be some big social outing that couldn’t be missed.


Hannah shrugged to herself. Staying home and watching Friday Night Videos on TV with a bowl of ice cream in her lap suited her just fine; at least, there, she was safe and away from their stares and smirking faces.


Still, she was curious. She knew that plenty of kids at school dabbled in party drugs, like pot—or at least they bragged that they did. Plus, if she didn’t follow through on this, she knew Gillian would never let her live it down. What the hell, she thought. Her father had already deemed her a slut; her mother criticized her constantly. What’s the harm in trying a joint? she wondered. Or did you buy it in a bag and roll it yourself? She’d have to ask him. Deacon Giroux. The thought of meeting him sent chills through her veins. If she was ever going to change her sad, sorry life, it was now or never.
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Hannah hadn’t a clue how one performed a drug deal in school—or anywhere, for that matter. As she worked up the courage to approach Deacon in the hallway just outside the main gym, she walked past him then stopped at the water fountain to survey her surroundings. She circled back casually, watching him out of the corner of her eye. She decided to get his attention from behind. That seemed safer, for some reason, than meeting him head-on.


Praying that she wouldn’t throw up before she even got started, Hannah mumbled, “Hey,” into his back.


Silence.


Christ, of course he didn’t hear me, she thought, feeling stupid. I could barely hear myself. She stared at the way his dark hair fell over his leather collar.


She began to panic, second-guessing herself and feeling invisible. But there he was right in front of her, talking to another senior boy wearing a letterman jacket. She couldn’t stop now. She took a deep breath and poked him in the back.


Deacon flexed his shoulders like he had just gotten hit—then, slowly, he turned toward her with a grim irritated look. Hannah’s stomach dropped. It was already going badly.


His features softened slightly when his eyes met hers. He appeared bored as he said in a husky voice, “Hey.”


She’d never heard his voice before. Her throat clenched. With his intense, dark eyes and long, feathered eyelashes suddenly focused on her, Hannah immediately forgot herself and became mesmerized by his moody brows. When they were furrowed like this, it made him even more handsome. She swallowed hard as she stared at the smooth skin sweeping across his perfect nose into high cheekbones and down to an angular jawline, reminding her of Rob Lowe from The Outsiders, but crossed with Matt Dillon’s dangerous, bad-boy look. Life just isn’t fair, she thought. No one’s this perfect. Yet, there he was, not a blemish or blackhead in sight.


Hannah mumbled something unintelligible again, but this time she produced a twenty-dollar bill—discreetly folded inside her palm—to show him that she wanted to buy. His eyes lit up, and he casually motioned for her to follow him around the bay of lockers, abruptly leaving the senior football player mid-sentence. The guy forced a laugh, like Deacon had just said something funny, and walked away.


Hannah stumbled after Deacon until they stood facing one another alone in the short hallway, the side of his head resting on the lockers.


“So you want to get high, little girl?”


“Ah, yeah,” said Hannah, thinking her voice sounded strange. She broke her gaze from his and tried staring over his shoulder so she could concentrate.


“How high?” he asked, appearing slightly entertained.


“Ahh, I’m not sure,” Hannah stammered, still nervous to be talking to him. She felt passing eyeballs crawling up her back. What am I doing here?


“How much you wanna spend?”


“Twenty dollars.”


“Well for thirty, I can get you some choice, trippy stuff. Would you and your little friends like that? Piss away your Friday night with one awesome hit that will blow your pretty little minds? This stuff ‘s so smooth you can literally sleep it off and feel fine the next day, zero aftereffect,” he said with the confidence of a car salesman. “Totally. Clutch.”


His mouth hovered inches from hers as he whispered his practiced pitch. Hannah could smell his mint-flavored gum. Don’t look up; don’t look up. She ignored her own advice. Great—now she was fixated on his beautifully formed mouth and dangerous red lips. She barely heard what he said next except for needing another $10 for an absolutely perfect night. That would show them, Hannah thought. Her parents and sister were out of town this weekend; inviting the girls over for an amazing time would clinch things for her. It would be the start of her new life—a life filled with school friends and weekend parties.


She nodded to Deacon, reaching into her back pocket for a ten-dollar bill to add to her twenty. Before she knew it, he was hugging her and slipping the special matchbook into her front jean pocket nearest the lockers. Then he carefully took her $30 by enclosing her hand in his. It was warm compared to Hannah’s cold, clammy offering. It felt like they were more than friends in that moment, the way his tantalizing smile reached his eyes, his body close to hers. Hannah absently smiled back, still in shock but relieved.


“Hey, thanks,” Deacon said nonchalantly, like they had just exchanged class notes. Hannah turned away, walking the opposite direction from her next class, the front of her body still hot from his embrace. She felt sexy. She checked her front jean pocket to make sure the matchbook was still there, the same place where Deacon’s fingers had been.


It was too much—Hannah was getting turned on and she knew it. She wanted to relish the moment, but the hallways were filled with students on their way to their first-period classes. Gradually, the front of her body grew cold, like she had turned away from a lit fire. His fire. She dodged around classmates, many of whom seemed to be staring at her for some reason.


Hannah felt like she’d just been kissed. Then all at once, she knew: she, too, was under Deacon’s spell.












CHAPTER 3
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THE DAY DRAGGED AS HER TEACHERS DRONED ON ABOUTPythagorean identities, Middle Eastern conflicts, and now Madame Bovary.


How boring, Hannah thought, unable to concentrate. She passed the time away scribbling flowers and hearts in the margins of her notebook, wishing her weekend would start already.


Making things worse, her English teacher Mrs. Myers, who made a habit of calling on Hannah, asked her to stay after class. What now? Hannah stewed, wondering what her teacher could possibly want. Mrs. Myers was one of the younger teachers at the school, and she dressed like she’d just walked off the set of Dallas—colorful pantsuits and Pamela Ewing hair, sprayed high and away from her ears. She applied her makeup with a heavy hand; her mascaraed eyelashes reminded Hannah of a tarantula.


When almost all the other students had gone, Mrs. Myers gestured Hannah to the front of the room and tapped a paper on her desk. “This last essay you submitted showed some real promise,” she said as Hannah stood awkwardly before her, shifting her weight from side to side and holding her books against her chest, longing to escape.


“Hannah, are you listening?”


“Uh-huh … yes ma’am,” Hannah replied, quickly straightening up and clearing her throat. But soon her focus drifted again to the two girls in the back of the classroom who were preventing another girl from getting up from her desk. The seated girl—an exchange student from Peru, Hannah thought—dressed in weird clothes and came off kind of mousy, barely speaking in class. Hannah immediately recognized the standing girls’ body language. They wanted something.


“Hannah?” said Mrs. Myers, growing annoyed.


“Yeah …” Hannah answered absently, her eyes narrowing as she watched the girl’s deer-in-the-headlights expression stretch across her face. Her teacher’s eyes followed hers. One of the standing girls suddenly ripped the homework ditto from the girl’s desk. Together, she and her friend turned away laughing, bumping their shoulders into one another as they sped out of the classroom.


“‘Scuse me … just a sec,” Hannah said, already walking toward the exchange student, whose eyes were now moist, her lips pressing together behind the books gathered in her arms.


“Here,” Hannah said, and she passed her ditto to the girl. “I’ve got two.”


The girl looked up, slightly confused; then a shy smile gave way, and Hannah grinned back.


“Sorry,” Hannah said, returning to her teacher’s side.


“I was asking if you considered writing—” her teacher started.


“Yeah, I write every day … in my diary mostly. Why?” she responded quickly, hoping to appease her. “S-sorry, but I’m going to be late, thanks … really.”


She averted her eyes from her teacher’s questioning gaze and was a few steps from the door when Mrs. Myers called out, “Hannah!” She was leaning over her desk, her outstretched hand holding out another homework ditto.


“Th-thanks,” Hannah stammered. She ran back and grabbed the ditto before double-timing it to her next class.


[image: image]


All through the day Hannah looked for the girls, but she never saw them anywhere. She felt proud of herself for going through with it—approaching gorgeous Deacon Giroux himself and actually buying drugs for the first time. She couldn’t wait to tell them on the bus, especially Gillian. And tonight was a perfect night to do it. Her whole family was going to visit her Gamma Mimi for the weekend. Hannah had gotten out of the visit by complaining about the immense amount of studying she had to do. It was sort of a lie, but they’d bought it. After some debate, her parents had agreed to leave her alone for two nights.


Hannah could barely contain her happiness the rest of the day. She knew that tonight was going to be awesome.












CHAPTER 4
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GEEZ, WILL TOBY EVER GET A LIFE?DEACON WONDERED, steaming inside. No sooner had he walked away from that last deal, Toby had come running up beside him. I’m not floating him any more weed, Deacon swore to himself as Toby talked his ear off. What a waste of space. Just be gone already.


His mind drifted toward the girl, the one he’d just sold to for the first time. She looked pretty young; was it her first time? Damn it, he hadn’t told her how to take it, to wait and see what happened before consuming the whole stamp. Shit, she doesn’t look like she weighs much—a whole one could be bad, very bad indeed.


Deacon half listened to Toby jabbering on about some “toasted” guy he’d hung out with over the previous weekend before stopping him again mid-sentence.


“Hey, do you know that girl’s name?”


“Ah, which one?” Toby said, glancing down the hallway.


“The girl I was just talking with.”


Toby’s face brightened. “Ah bro, I think she’s a sophomore. Hannah something? Hannah Z … Zandana, I think.”












CHAPTER 5
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HANNAH ZANDANA. YEP, THAT WAS HER. AS IF BAD SKIN wasn’t enough, Hannah’s first and last name rhymed. Even worse, most people—kids and adults—tended to use both names when they addressed her, like Rosanne Rosannadanna from Saturday Night Live. Her relatives told her all the time that her name, and even her hair, reminded them of the character, played by Gilda Radner. When Hannah finally watched an old episode to see what everyone was talking about, it only solidified her mortification, along with her fear that they were all just making fun of her.
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