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FOR TIM






… and then, in dreaming,

The clouds methought would open and show riches

Ready to drop upon me: that when I waked

I cried to dream again.

—Caliban

From The Tempest

by William Shakespeare
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ONE






MIRI

Poe’s talking black helicopters again. Never a good sign.

“One got real close. Circled right overhead,” Poe says while Miri’s waiting for the coffeepot to finish doing its thing. “Can’t believe you slept through it.”

“I sleep the sleep of the just,” Miri mumbles. Some old quote from some old book; she can’t remember exactly in her precaffeinated state. Meant mostly as a joke. But Poe is serious this morning.

“You don’t think I’m just?”

Miri keeps her eyes on the gurgling black liquid, stays silent. Poe’s her dad—and a lot of other things besides. She does a good job of ignoring those other things. Most of the time.

“Why don’t you stay home today,” Poe says—not a question. He sets a plate on the island counter between them, scoots it forward.

Eggs Benedict—her favorite. Two perfect circles with disks of ham and little cloud puffs of eggs on top of English muffins, sunny yellow sauce smothering everything—hollandaise, he taught her. Cooking used to be their thing. What they did together. In this kitchen. Not in some shack hidden way back in the woods.

“Stay home, Mir. Just for today. Just to be on the safe side.” Poe’s eyes are lasering in. One blue, one brown—a genetic trait Miri wished for when she was little, but is now glad she didn’t inherit. Freaks most people out.

“The safe side of what?” Miri makes herself ask. “What’s going on?”

Surprisingly, Poe’s the first to look away.

“You know what’s going on.” He starts arranging the other two plates of eggs—one for himself, one for his girlfriend (and business partner), Angel. “You’re not stupid,” he says, and that’s the last straw.

“I’m outta here,” Miri says, grabbing her backpack, heading for the door.

“I’ve fixed you breakfast.” Poe’s voice is extra calm, which means a storm is coming.

“I’m not hungry,” Miri tells him, a full-on lie. Her stomach’s rumbling and her brain is fuzzy from lack of coffee. (Why does the machine take so long?) But she can’t stay another second, can’t sit at the table with Poe—and Angel when she stumbles in (she always seems hungover)—and act like nothing’s weird, like they’re one big happy family.

“Get back here!” The storm—with thunder and lightning—has arrived. “I’ve made breakfast for you, young lady, and I expect you to eat it.”

“I said I’m not hungry.” Slamming out the door, pounding down the porch steps.

One by one the yard dogs lift their massive heads as she passes. Silent, all six, except for the clink of chain. They’d tear a man to shreds on Poe’s command, but never so much as bare their teeth to Miri.

Is this Poe’s form of being “just”? Pit bulls lined up across the yard, different intervals to confuse a possible intruder?

“To keep you safe,” Poe said last year when he and Angel brought them home, “set” them up. “To keep folks out of our business.”

And what business is that? Miri had wanted to ask outright, but didn’t. Maybe she is stupid, but what choice does she have?

Poe used to fix motorcycles for a living. Not a lot of money, but enough. Especially since they have a huge garden and chickens for eggs. Especially since they hunt deer and wild turkeys, store the meat for months; go fishing whenever they want. There’s always been plenty to eat. Why does Poe need more?

“Miri!” Poe’s followed her out the door; he’s standing on the porch. “Mir, come back, eat your food.” The storm has passed—for him at least, not for her. “I’m sorry, Mir,” he calls in his back-to-calm voice, but she keeps heading for the garage.

The old 1968 rebuilt Harley Sportster always takes a second kick in the morning. It balks and splutters as she dips and weaves through the deeply rutted driveway—another ploy to keep intruders out. But once she’s on the paved county road, the motor stops complaining. Miri’s able to open the bike all the way up, shoot like a bullet through the straightaways, lean tight and low into the twisting curves.

This is the best part of her day. Leaving Poe and Angel—leaving everything behind. Moving fast and feeling nothing. Except the wind in her face, the wind whipping through her hair. The thrum of the bike beneath her. (“The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,” more than one biker’s said over the years because Miri has a magic touch with fixing things, same as Poe.)

Only forty-five minutes, though—this time to herself. Forty-five minutes to pretend that she’ll just keep going. Past the tiny town, past the shitty school. Out of the county, out of the state.

What would Poe do if she took off for good? Would he come after her? Would he drag her back, or let her go? She’s almost seventeen but still not legal.

Poe brought Miri here when she was three years old, after her mom died. He wanted to get away from everything, start over, and he chose the hills of Kentucky, or knobs, as they’re called—a kind of mini mountain, a whole ripple of mini mountains melting down toward Tennessee. He nabbed one of the topmost spots, dubbed it Paradise, and the name stuck.

Paradise Knob. Nothing official, nothing written on any map, but that’s what locals call it. And Miri used to actually believe she lived in Paradise, but now she knows better.






FEN

This is not where he’s supposed to be. Stranded in the middle of nowhere. A sorry-ass road in a sorry-ass state. Sorry-ass car—or truck, actually. His dad’s idea.

“When in Rome,” his dad had said, dropping the key to a newish/used Dodge Ram (maroon colored) into his open palm. And then promptly disappearing down his rabbit hole of a job. Like always.

“Thanks, Dad,” Fen mutters now, taking yet another futile look under the jacked-open hood. Nothing seems out of place or broken; nothing screams: Plug me in! Tighten me!

But then, how would he know? This is the first car (truck) he’s ever owned, and it’s not like his dad’s ever taught him anything vaguely mechanical. (His mom always calls a mechanic when she has car trouble.)

Fen would love to call a mechanic (do mechanics even exist in the middle of nowhere?), but he’s getting zero bars on his iPhone. Same as it’s been since he was transported a few days ago into this black hole of both cellular service and civilization.

“It’ll be good for you,” his mom kept saying once the plan to ship him off to live with his dad was set. “Get you out of Detroit for a while. Away from bad influences.”

Which was insane because if his mom actually knew anything about him, anything at all, she’d understand how there were no influences—bad or good. How there were basically no real friends to lead him tragically astray. Finding his room empty a couple of times in the middle of the night didn’t mean what his mom so willingly assumed.

“You, of all people, should know better,” she kept repeating, and no matter how many times Fen tried to steer her straight, she obviously had her mind made up. “I think living with your dad is a good idea right now,” she said. “I guess boys need a father figure, especially in their teen years.”

“This is the perfect place to spend time together.” His dad’s take once the wheels were in motion. “We can do some hunting and fishing—all the stuff I used to do with my dear old dad.”

Which didn’t sound terrible. Fen hardly ever saw his dad anymore because he was always on the move for work. (One of the things that split his parents up in the first place, that and the drinking.) His dad’s latest assignment had been in Kentucky—he’d moved down here about nine months before, had bragged over the phone to Fen about the ease of small-town Southern life.

“So… where’s the town?” Fen had asked when his dad announced (after driving forever from the minuscule airport) that they were nearly home.

“Did you blink?” his dad joked, and it took Fen a moment to understand that the handful of boarded-up buildings they’d just passed was it.

“Kinda remote, huh?” Fen repeated at least a couple of times as the two-lane turned to a one-lane and then—amazingly—to gravel.

“You get used to it,” his dad responded, pulling up in front of a rickety old house (nothing like the bland duplexes that were his dad’s usual MO). “Slower pace,” he added.



“Couldn’t get much slower,” Fen mutters now, moving to snatch his backpack from the front seat, give the truck door a satisfying slam.

How long will it even take to walk to “town”? At least an hour, right? If not longer. Which will make him even later than he is already running for his first day of school. First day! Woo-hoo!

“Why can’t I just finish the semester online?” he’d asked (whining a little; he just couldn’t help it). But his mom had ignored the question (and the whining), had seemed intent on making him the new kid… yet again.

New kid… walking. And of course his trusty old Chucks aren’t getting much traction on the steep incline, the slippery, faded blacktop. Definitely not the best shoes for descending a mountain—or knob. Isn’t that what his dad called it? Smaller than a mountain, bigger than a hill. So… knob. Dumb word. A dirty-joke kind of word.

Hey, dude, how big’s your knob? (Cue to sound of snort-laughing.)

Seriously, though, the road itself is all slant. Roller-coaster verticals, which (if Fen’s being honest) were making him a little buggy before his sorry-ass truck chugged to a halt for seemingly no reason. Fen’s fine with city traffic, getting on and off highways. But this corkscrew of a skinny two-lane already had him white-knuckling it most of the way.

Now Fen veers over to the nearly nonexistent shoulder, confirms it’s basically a suicide drop past the (useless-looking) dented and rusted guardrails. Not much to soften your crash, big boulders and lots of trees. A river or a creek way down at the bottom. The sound of gurgling is filtering its way up through the leaves, and that’s what automatically triggers a reach for the iPhone, thumb hitting record without even looking.

It’s something Fen’s been doing for a while now—a few years at least. Recording random stuff—ambient sound, it’s called. Anything that hooks him in. And then downloading what he’s captured later, onto his laptop, fooling around with it all in GarageBand, mixing it together, coming up with something new.

“Making beats” is what some people call it, but it’s not that for him. It’s not making music—although occasionally he does add a riff of keyboard or maybe a drumline in back—but it’s more like he’s creating sound. Changing it. Transforming known sound into something unknown.

Fen’s read about art installations in galleries or museums that are all sound, no visuals, and he likes the idea of that, though he knows he’s getting way ahead of himself there. So far, he’s never even let anybody listen to his soundscapes (that’s what he calls them), except for his mom and dad (separately) and they were both (separately) perplexed or even annoyed.

“Trying to write a song there, buddy?” his dad had asked. “No lyrics yet, huh?”

“Stop recording other people’s conversations!” his mom had whisper-yelled after catching him a few times with the iPhone out in the produce section of Kroger or in line for a movie or something like that. “It’s not nice!”

Yeah, okay, Fen sometimes records snippets of conversations, but it’s not what his mom thinks. He isn’t really interested in what those voices are actually saying. It’s more the rhythm of the dialogue, the cadence of the words. Somebody talking—together or alone—is just another layer for his soundscapes. Like that homeless guy’s looping rant that Fen happened to catch in Capitol Park at three a.m.—so perfect! A time when Fen was (totally alone) in the middle of the city, in the middle of the night, not getting drunk or high or being led astray by anything but his own need to record sounds.

Urban soundscapes are usually his thing, but maybe that’s just because he’s never given nature a chance, never been in the literal middle of nowhere. The stuff he’s picking up now—leaves rustling, water gurgling, birds singing—it’s not bad. In fact, the sound is kinda killer. Especially the birdsong—so many different birds, not just one or two. All these crazy chirps and tweets, and then this fierce high-pitched trilling that starts and stops at random. And under it all, there’s a backbeat of lower notes, some short like a hammer slamming down, others stretched out, elongated, into a long, low tolling—almost like somebody’s ringing a giant, ancient bell.

Fen starts zoning in on the low notes, the ancient bell bird—a little farther to the left, high up in the far-reaching boughs above his head. Unseen but heard. A distinctively deep call, steady, repetitive, predictable. Until it simply stops, and another sound vaguely takes its place. A kind of buzzing—beelike. Faint but getting louder by the second. Moving closer, dropping octaves. Shifting into a muffled rumbling, then quickly morphing into a menacing growl.

Fen’s eyes pop open; he spins to face the sound. A dark shape is barreling toward him, and his brain tells him to move but his body doesn’t listen.






MIRI

Luckily, she’d slowed to check out the abandoned truck—nobody she knows—a mile back, so the bike’s not going full tilt when Miri comes around the bend and there’s some idiot standing right in the middle of the road.

What the hell?

She swerves left, then right—not quite an overcorrect but a sharp enough swing that she has to stick one leg out and dab at the blacktop with the heel of her boot for balance. A couple more dabs, and she’s back in control.

“What the hell?”

She checks the rearview, then swoops into a tight U so she can give the idiot a piece of her mind.

But he’s already apologizing.

“Sorry!” Hands in the air, palms up. “I’m so sorry! You okay?”

Miri doesn’t answer right away. She steers to the shoulder, cuts the engine but stays in a straddle just in case she has to bolt. The idiot’s definitely a stranger. Dressed all in black. Tall and skinny, on the pale side. A tweaker, most likely, lost and looking for Paradise.

“What the hell?” Letting him have it for real. “You were standing right in the middle of the road. What were you thinking?”

“Yeah, that was stupid. Sorry!” He steps closer but abruptly stops when she eases the bike back a rotation. “I just… I guess I just spaced. I’m really, really sorry!” Taking a shaky breath. “Are you okay? I mean, shit, you almost crashed!”

Miri relaxes a bit. Guy’s concern seems real enough. And now that she’s gotten a solid look, he’s not really fitting the tweaker profile. Skinny but not skeletal; jumpy but not twitchy. His face and arms are mostly clear—not all scratched up from “bugs” crawling everywhere. Plus, he’s got a pretty impressive set of pearly whites. No rotted-out meth mouth here.

“I’m fine,” she allows, though she’s not ready to let the guy off the hook just yet. “But it’s dangerous—wandering around in the middle of the road. Especially on these curves.” She notes the black Converse high-tops and the basic backpack. “What are you doing out here anyway? Where’d you come from?”

“Detroit.”

Definitely not the answer she was expecting. “Detroit.” Deadpan.

“Yeah, Detroit,” he repeats, raking a hand through his hair—dark and on the shaggy side. “Michigan.” As if she might not know basic geography.

“And… let me guess…” Cocking her head. “You’re lost.”

“Yeah. You could say I’m lost.” The slow, sideways grin takes her by surprise, throws her a little off balance.

“Where you trying to go?” she asks, glancing away, avoiding the urge to grin back.

“Actually, it’s my first day of school,” he says, and before she can call him on it, explain how she knows all the kids—buzzards, she’s dubbed them—at the one and only high school in these parts, he’s giving her the whole story. “I just moved here to live with my dad, and yeah, the semester’s almost over, but my mom insisted. And my truck broke down and I’m not getting any service at all.” Pulling a cell phone out of his back pocket, waving it in the air. “Do you get any service up here?”

“Not really,” she says. Easier than explaining how she doesn’t own a cell phone, never has. “So that’s your truck back there?” Pieces of a puzzle fitting together inside her head. “What’s wrong with it? Battery die or something?”

“Maybe?” Still focused on the phone, holding it at different angles. “It just kinda… stopped? I’m not very good with things like that.”

Miri shifts the weight of the bike, centers it. “I could run back up and take a look if you want.”

“Take a look?” Totally confused.

“Yeah, I’m pretty good with things like that.” Not bragging, just stating a fact. And it’s so typical—the Huh? Girls can fix cars? look that always comes next.

“Okay… if you think…,” he begins, but Miri kick-starts the engine, lets the roar drown out the rest of his words.

“See you up there,” she yells over her shoulder as she glides past, leaning her weight into the turn, gearing back up the road.

The truck’s actually pretty sweet, she decides, after she’s parked, given it a once-over. Not brand-new, but nearly. No dents or patched-up rust she can see. Clear coat buffed to a glossy shine. A Dodge Ram doesn’t exactly match this guy, Detroit’s, vibe—the black jeans and black T-shirt, black high-tops. But maybe it’s a city-boy-trying-out-a-country-boy thing.

“Your cables are tight and there’s no corrosion around the battery,” she tells him when he appears.

“Okay…?” Huffing a little from the straight uphill jog—probably not a jock.

“Had it awhile?” Miri reaches for the dipstick. Surely, Detroit checked the oil, but then again, maybe not.

“No, I just got it.”

Oil level’s fine; water tank’s full. Hoses seem to be connected to all the right places. “Off the lot or sale-by-owner?” she asks.

“Um, not exactly sure?”

Miri eases herself out from under the hood. “You’re not exactly sure where you got your truck?”

“Not really…?”

She takes a step back. Maybe she’s misread the situation; maybe this is some kind of con or scam.

“My dad got it for me. Thought I needed a truck around here. Had some dude bring it to our house.”

Quickly Miri scans the woods, checking for somebody hiding behind a tree, a partner maybe. “So… this is your truck,” she says, leveling her gaze, locking eyes. “And the motor just… died.” Liars will get squirrely, shift where they look—something Poe’s taught her.

“Yeah, like I said, it just seemed to, like, stop for no reason.” His eyes—a deep brown—stay locked. “I’ve actually never driven it before today.” Deer eyes—that’s what they remind her of. Dark and wide and trusting; prey, not predator. “Never even driven a truck, if you want to know the truth. It was just my mom’s old beat-up Honda Civic back home.”

Miri watches him a moment longer, then leans back under the hood without comment. She checks the oil a second time, just to be sure, swiping her greasy fingers against her back pockets—one more stain to add to the collection. My little grease monkey—what Poe used to call her.

“Mind if I try to start ’er up?” Miri heads around to the driver’s side without waiting for an answer. “I’ll get a better idea if I can hear what’s going on.”

“Sure.” Detroit follows, fishing into his jeans pocket for the key.

Inside the cab, Miri breathes in the new-car smell, eyes the gunkless cup holders. When she turns the key, the motor wants to crank, which means it’s not the battery. Maybe the alternator, or the starter? She tries again and it’s odd because she can hear how the engine is making an effort to catch, turn over. But something’s stopping it, something’s not quite…

“Gas,” she mumbles, feeling like an idiot herself. Always check your gas before you head out, she can practically hear Poe say. “You’re out of gas,” she clarifies because Detroit’s face has gone blank.

“But…” Disbelieving. “Isn’t there, like, a warning light or something?”

“Yeah, it comes on when you turn the key.” Tapping the little plastic window, the perky spot of orange. “You must not’ve noticed.”

“No way.” Detroit has moved in for a closer look, and Miri gets a whiff of soap and laundry detergent—guy’s super clean. Cheeks totally smooth, shaved. No scraggly patches, the wannabe-beard most dudes at school start sporting the moment they can.

“Stupid,” Detroit says under his breath. “Really stupid.” His skin’s pale, but that’s changing fast—a blotch of pink, and then another—cabbage roses blooming along his neck. Miri has a sudden crazy urge to put her fingers to his throat, feel the heat he must be radiating.

“You have an extra tank in the back, right?” she says, sliding past Detroit. She checks the truck bed—empty, clean as a whistle. “Um, maybe you have some gas back at your house?” But even as it’s out, she knows it’s doubtful, given this guy’s track record so far. “Where do you live anyway?” Realizing it must be close since he stalled this far up the knob. “The old Gooch place?”

“I think so? Maybe? My dad’s been there about nine months or so.”

Okay, how’d she miss that? A new neighbor? And how’d Poe not know about it either?

“Can’t believe my dad gave me a truck on empty!” Detroit mutters, hand raking hair again. “Great! Thanks, Dad!”

“Maybe he didn’t know,” Miri offers. “You said somebody delivered it to your house. Maybe the guy stiffed your dad.”

“Why would he do that?” Curious.

Because you’re not from around here, which makes you an easy mark. What she could say, but doesn’t. “Gas is high.” She shrugs. “Guy was probably just trying to save a few bucks.”

Detroit nods, accepting that. He pockets the phone without checking it again. “How close is the nearest station?”

“Not close. But that’s okay.” She turns toward her bike. “We’ve got some extra gas at our place. I’ll just run and grab a two-gallon tank. That’ll be enough to get you to school. And then to the BP station afterward,” she adds. “Get yourself an extra tank while you’re there. Good to have a gallon or two around. Long way between fill-ups here.”

“That’s a lot of trouble for you.” Detroit is following close behind. “And I’m making you late for school. You’re headed there too, right?”

Miri grabs the handlebar, swings her leg over the saddle. “Don’t worry about it.” She takes a breath—should she be honest? “Hate to spoil your first day. But school here’s basically a shit hole.”

He gives a laugh—short, sharp. “Not really surprised. Not my first shit hole.”

Miri resists the urge to follow up on that. She wasn’t raised nosy—not with Poe for a dad.

“I could come with you,” Detroit offers. “Help you carry the tank.”

Miri’s about to say no. Not a lot of room on the back of the bike, and besides, she’s hauled plenty of gas—you just strap the tank to the tail rack with a couple of bungees.

“I’m Fen, by the way.” Sticking out a hand—old-school. “Fen, not Finn,” he clarifies. “Fen’s short for Fenton—a family name. Fen Kingston.”

“Miri.” Taking the hand, giving it a shake. “Miri, not Mary.” Because people get her name wrong all the time.

“So… I guess we’re kinda the same,” he says, and there’s that sideways grin again. “Our names. They’re both a little… tricky.”

“Yeah.” Feeling her own lips tugging up, no way to resist this time. “I guess you’re right.” And before she knows what she’s doing, she’s already asking, “Ever ridden on the back of a bike before?”






FEN

It’s awkward, he has to admit. Wrapping yourself around somebody—a girl—you’ve just met.

“Hold on tight!” Miri’s called over her shoulder a couple of times when he’s tried to (politely) loosen his grip. “Or you’re going to slide right off!”

So, he’s doing just that. Holding Miri tight around the waist, tucking himself close as he can—not a whole lot of room on the seat. He hadn’t really thought that one through when he offered to help with the gas tank. He hadn’t thought about helmets, either.

“Rider’s choice. Not state law,” she’d told him once he finally asked, after they were already in motion, zipping along the roller-coaster road. “But don’t worry, I’ll take it slow.” A pause. “And hopefully there won’t be some idiot standing in the middle of the road at the next turn.”

He’d laughed out loud at that—good one.

“It’s an old bike,” she explains when the motor stutters and seems to balk on a particularly steep stretch. He’s about to offer to get off and push, but she does some quick shifting, some fierce revving, and then they’re up and over, the ride smoothing out. “I rebuilt it myself from a vintage Harley, a 1968 Sportster.”

“Cool.” He doesn’t know anything about motorcycles—bikes. But Harley’s badass, no question. “Cool.”

As they come to his driveway, he points it out—relieved no one can see the house from the road. “Like I said, my dad moved here first, like almost a year ago, but I just made it the other day.”

“Your dad fix it up?” Miri asks like she’s read his mind. “The house’s been empty awhile.”

“Doesn’t seem like it,” he admits. “Pretty rough.” He waits for her to ask more questions—like what his dad does that brought him here—but she doesn’t. She just keeps looping them skyward. He can’t believe somebody lives farther up the mountain—knob—than he does. He closes his eyes and lets the sound take over. The rush of wind combined with the low growl of the bike’s motor. He wants to reach into his pocket, grab his phone, capture it. But he’d probably drop it, and that would suck.

When Fen opens his eyes again, the trees are still speeding past—extra-fast motion. He tries to focus his gaze on just one trunk as they go, but it’s impossible. So he lets his eyes unfocus—a blur of green, obscured occasionally by the tangle of Miri’s hair, coppery colored, tickling at his face, giving off a faint scent of flowers mixed in with something sharp, metallic.

“Here we are!” Miri’s voice breaks into his lulled-out daze. “Hold on,” she warns again, even though he hasn’t relaxed his grip at all.

As soon as they’re off the main road, he gets it. The driveway—if that’s what you want to call it—is crazy, more like a bombed-out war zone. No gravel, like at his place. Just packed earth blasted through with giant holes—craters—and Miri has to keep slowing to slalom around or through them. Fen keeps bumping up against her, he can’t help it. Which is making things awkward all over again, at least for him. He keeps watching for a house, but it’s all just trees and more trees. Does everybody around here live as far back in the woods as they can possibly get?

Miri brings the bike to a sudden halt, which makes Fen slam into her for about the fiftieth time. “Hey, mind waiting here?”

“Sorry!” he blurts, scooting back.

“It’s okay,” Miri says. “But it might be better if I go on ahead and get the tank. I won’t be a minute.”

“Sure!” Fen remembers to swing his leg wide as he’s getting off—to avoid the burning-hot exhaust pipe, something she’d warned him about from the first. “No problem.”

“Sorry,” she says, and he’s not sure why she’s apologizing. He’s the one practically squeezing her to death, jolting into her every second. “It’s just…” She’s got her head down, tangly hair hiding her face. “Poe can be funny about strangers. I’ll just run to the garage and be back in a sec.”

“Sure,” Fen repeats. “I’m good here.”

“Great.” Her head comes up, and he catches a look in her eyes—fear, anger, sadness—hard to tell which.

“Who’s Poe?” he decides to ask.

“My dad.” Her eyes shoot forward, and then she’s revving the engine, taking off down the war-zone driveway.






MIRI

She lost her nerve at the last minute—couldn’t bring Fen all the way to the garage. What if Poe and Angel are still eating breakfast? What if Poe hears the bike and comes down to apologize for wigging out earlier? One look at Fen and the storm would blow up all over again.

Miri knows Fen must think she’s weird—ditching him in the middle of the driveway. But what else could she do? It’s not like she’s ever brought anyone home before. It’s not like she has any friends. Except Clay, of course. And she’s not even sure about that—at least not lately.

Miri slaloms around the potholes and ruts per usual—quick as she can. When she’s up and over the ridge, gravel beneath her wheels, her focus goes to the front wall of windows. She keeps watching, but there’s no movement, no sign of life. The yard dogs do rattle their chains a bit, shifting positions, but they know the sound of her bike, her scent even, so they don’t make a peep.

Quickly she grabs one of the extra gas tanks from the corner of the garage, attaches it with a bungee to the tail bar like she’d originally planned. Relief floods through her as she heads back to get Fen. She’ll take him to his truck, she’ll get him gassed up and on his way to school. Maybe she’ll follow or maybe she’ll just skip like Poe wanted her to in the first place. The thought of arriving this late with a new kid makes her stomach clench. She hates to give the buzzards something to pick over.

But, coming around the bend, her bike nearly goes into the second skid of the day. What the hell? Fen’s right where she left him, but the problem is, he’s not alone.

“Shit!” She guns her motor, nearly wheelies forward. Because Clay’s there too. And he’s got one of Poe’s rifles—the AR-556, she’d know it at any distance—and he’s pointing it right at Fen.



OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/Roboto-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/FingerPaint-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781442451094/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781442451094/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Epigraph


		Part One

		1. Miri


		2. Fen


		3. Miri


		4. Fen


		5. Miri


		6. Clay


		7. Fen


		8. Miri


		9. Fen


		10. Miri


		11. Clay


		12. Fen


		13. Clay


		14. Miri


		15. Fen


		16. Clay


		17. Miri


		18. Fen


		19. Miri


		20. Clay


		21. Fen


		22. Miri


		23. Fen


		24. Miri


		25. Fen


		26. Miri


		27. Clay








		Part Two

		28. Clay


		29. Miri


		30. Fen


		31. Clay


		32. Fen


		33. Clay


		34. Miri


		35. Clay


		36. Miri


		37. Fen


		38. Miri


		39. Fen


		40. Clay


		41. Miri


		42. Clay


		43. Fen


		44. Clay


		45. Miri


		46. Clay


		47. Fen


		48. Clay


		49. Fen


		50. Miri


		51. Fen


		52. Miri


		53. Fen


		54. Miri


		55. Fen


		56. Clay


		57. Miri


		58. Fen


		59. Miri


		60. Fen


		61. Miri


		62. Clay


		63. Miri


		64. Clay


		65. Miri








		Part Three

		66. Miri


		67. Clay


		68. Fen


		69. Miri


		70. Fen


		71. Clay








		Epilogue


		Author’s Note


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Author’s Note


		Epigraph


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264








OEBPS/e9781442451094/images/9781442451094.jpg
RECKED

HENSON.






OEBPS/e9781442451094/images/title.jpg
A (AITLYN DLOVHY £OIK

atheneum

NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO
SYDNEY NEW DELHI





OEBPS/e9781442451094/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


