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Prologue

My name is Poppy Miller, and I am not a criminal.

Yes, robbing the store seemed like a great idea. It was all supposed to be for fun. My friends and I were bored, and we wanted to be famous. We wanted everyone to think we were brave and outrageous.

And I have to admit I was trying to impress Jack Sabers. Show him how bold I could be, how daring. Sure, I was crushing on Jack, but there was something else. I guess deep down, I wanted to be as dangerous as Jack.

I didn’t really think about it at the time. The robbery idea just came from out of nowhere. And the next thing I knew, my friends and I were pulling black ski masks over our heads and preparing to burst into Harlow’s Pic ’n’ Pay and perform our stickup.

Yes, it was all in fun. Fun. Remember that. Manny had his phone raised, ready to video the whole thing, ready to put our bold robbery online for everyone to enjoy.

But things don’t always go the way you planned—do they?

My heart was pumping—not with fear but with excitement. My skin actually tingled. I’d never felt so alert, aware of every sound, every flash of color.

It was all happening in slow motion . . . Ivy tucking her hair carefully under the mask . . . Jeremy smoothing down the front of his T-shirt as if he wanted to look good on the video . . . Manny’s dark eyes sparkling through the mask eyeholes.

We pushed up to the glass front door. Stepped into the bright light from the store. As if stepping into a spotlight onstage. So totally exciting.

But when Jack slipped the pistol into my hand . . . pushed the little gun into my palm and closed my hand around it . . . everything changed.

We’d never talked about using a gun. It wasn’t part of the plan.

I didn’t want it. I wanted to drop it. I wanted to let go.

But my fingers wouldn’t move. It was as if they were locked.

It weighed a ton in my hand. It was burning my hand. But I couldn’t let go.

And when Mr. Harlow, the store owner, reached into his cash drawer behind the counter, his eyes wide with surprise and anger . . . when he reached into the drawer, the gun went off.

The gun in my hand went off—and my life was changed forever.







Part One

Six Weeks Before the Robbery
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Poppy Narrates

Ever feel like you’re a dry brown leaf in a big clump of dry brown leaves being swept this way then that way by swirling winds? Probably not. But I like to write poetry, and sometimes I just let my mind fly free.

You have to let your mind fly free when you’re bored and restless and it’s spring and you live in a nowhere town like Shadyside. You still have weeks to go in eleventh grade, and then there’s the long summer to get through—maybe a boring summer job—and then a long senior year. How else are you going to spend all that time and eke out some fun and stay out of trouble?

Before Jack Sabers showed up and all the horror began, my amigos and I were bored with a capital B-O-R-E-D. Just leaves blowing aimlessly in the wind.

I mean, can you imagine—we were still hanging at the Division Street Mall. No one hangs at the mall anymore. So many stores are boarded up and the place looks like the whole country is going out of business, and even the Cinnabon has a sign on it that says it’s closing at the end of May.

How can that be? Everyone loves Cinnabon.

The Burger Pit is still here, but it’s expensive, and the two-dollar double cheeseburgers at Lefty’s across from the high school are much better. And how boring am I, standing here talking about hamburgers with my friends? There has to be more to life, don’t you think?

My name is Poppy Miller. I’m the short one with the springy straw-blond hair that looks like it’s about to bounce right off my head. Yes, I have pale-blue eyes and freckles and my two front teeth stick out a little, but some people tell me that’s sexy.

Do I like to have fun? Three guesses. I admit I’m always the most enthusiastic one in my crowd. But I’m serious about things, too. I’m serious about my poetry. And I’m serious about learning to become an actor. That’s why I’m in the Shadyside High Drama Club.

I’m hoping to get a scholarship to the drama department at Carnegie Mellon. I know it’s a long shot, but you have to give yourself challenges, right? Of course, when Jack Sabers showed up, I took up some wrong challenges. But . . . don’t let me get ahead of myself.

The tall, skinny guy with the short brown hair and the serious expression is my boyfriend, Keith Carter. I guess I have to call him my boyfriend, but I’m not really that into Keith. He’s like an in-between boyfriend, if that makes any sense. It’s like looking for Swiss cheese but there’s none around and you have to settle for American.

Actually, Keith is more like Velveeta. Not even actual cheese. I guess his best quality is that he likes me.

Ivy Tanner is my BFF. She’s the one with the broad, pale forehead, the green cat eyes, and the awesome copper-colored hair that flows in waves down past her shoulders. Ivy loves her hair. She can seldom keep her hands out of it, and I don’t blame her. It shines and shimmers like ocean waves, like in the L’Oreal shampoo commercials. Seriously. Ivy has TV-commercial hair.

She’s nice, too.

Ivy has been going with Jeremy Klavan since ninth grade when he moved here. He’s a good guy, a little intense sometimes, spends a lot of time texting kids at his old school in Shaker Heights. Jeremy is quiet and, I guess, a little shy.

I think part of his problem is his allergies. He’s, like, allergic to everything, and it makes him timid. I mean, he always has to know what’s in something before he’ll eat it.

He carries an inhaler and a container of pills. But when he’s not sneezing or wheezing and his skin isn’t breaking out in blotches, he can be fun in a quiet sort of way. He has a dry sense of humor.

Most of Jeremy’s jokes go right over the head of the last member of our group, Manny Kline. Manny is big and wide and loud and a grinning fool and is always punching people and pretending to want to box with them. He doesn’t have a mean bone in his body. He’s just fun all the time and has a great toothy smile and makes us all laugh.

Manny is a musical genius. He can pick up any instrument and play it. But he’s a wizard on guitar and on keyboard. And I should mention saxophone. He was in a band with some guys from Martinsville High, but they weren’t good enough, and he got discouraged and quit.

The five of us are pretty tight. I don’t know how you’d describe us. We’re not in the cool clique at school. We don’t live in North Hills and we don’t take tennis lessons and horseback riding on Saturdays. We’re not Brainiacs, although we’re smart enough and we know enough to get by. We’re definitely not jocks. We’re the Undescribables, I think.

Ha. That’s a good title for a poem.

We’re just there, you know? We’re just people. I mean, we all want to get somewhere or be something eventually. But it’s also hard to stay motivated when spring comes and the warm air lulls you into laziness, and the air smells so sweet, it, like, teases you, and you feel so restless. It’s almost an itch, I think. An uncomfortable feeling on your skin and inside you that you should have more going on.

Or is that just more poetry from Poppy Miller?

Anyway, that day we’d been wandering around the mall, and we ran into a few kids from school. No one we were really friends with.

Ivy and I looked at some sleeveless T’s at TJ Maxx while the guys hung by the door, looking unhappy. I saw a scoop-neck tank top for only twenty dollars I wanted to try on, but they were looking so impatient, I said, “Skip it.”

Manny had to stop and stare into the display window at Guitar World. The instruments in that window always make him drool. “I’m saving my money for that Gibson over there,” he said, pointing, nose pressed against the glass. “I can feel it in my hands. It’s like a baby, you know?”

“Don’t get weird,” Jeremy said, giving Manny a shove.

Manny laughed. “Just trying to freak you out.”

“Looking at you freaks me out,” Jeremy replied.

“It’s getting late,” Keith said. “I think the mall closes at nine.” Keith always knows what time it is. He’s the time cop in the group. He’s never late for anything, which is totally weird, right? He’s the only person I know who always worries about the time.

We ended up at the end of the mall. I could see the parking lot through the wide exit door. We were standing in front of the last store, Pet Haven. And two adorable white puppies pawed the window glass to get our attention.

“Awww, what are they?” Ivy asked. “Oh. The sign says shih tzu.”

Manny laughed. “That’s a nasty word. Who would call a dog that?”

Ivy slapped his wrist. “It’s two words, and it’s Chinese.”

Manny gazed at the puppies behind the glass. “Do you think they speak Chinese?”

“Ohmigod, they are adorable. I want them both!” I said. “Look. That one is jumping up and down. He likes me.”

“Your mom would kill you if you brought home a dog,” Keith said, shaking his head. Why does he always have to be sensible? He’s so totally predictable.

I ignored him. “Let’s go in. I have to cuddle that dog. I mean, really.”

Jeremy took a step back. “I can’t go in the store,” he said. “I’m allergic to dog dander.”

Manny laughed. “Dog dander? Is that a thing?”

“Dog fur,” Jeremy said. “I’m totally allergic.”

I started to pull off the silk scarf I had around my neck. “Wrap this around your face,” I said, “and maybe you’ll be okay.”

“No way.” Jeremy backed away, motioning with both hands. “I can’t wear it unless you wash it first. My skin is very sensitive and—”

“You should live in a plastic bubble,” Manny said. “People would feed you through a tube in the side.”

Jeremy scowled at him. “Funny,” he muttered. “Do you think I like being a freak of nature? Allergic to everything?”

Manny actually blushed. “Hey, I’m sorry, man,” he said. “I didn’t mean it. You’re right. That was stupid. I shouldn’t make fun—just because you’re a freak of nature.” He hee-hawed and slapped Jeremy on the back.

“Poppy thinks a scarf can solve any problem,” Ivy said, trying to change the subject, I guess.

My friends are always making fun of me about the scarves I wear. But I love them. I always like to have a really colorful one draped around me.

It’s not so weird. My parents took me to Paris when I was ten, and all the women wore beautiful, stylish scarves over there. So I adopted the habit. It’s kind of like my trademark.

Ivy pointed to the store window. “That puppy has his eyes on you, Poppy. Look at his little tail snapping back and forth. Ha. That’s hilarious. Like a cartoon.”

I started to pull open the glass front door. And if I had continued walking into the store without glancing to one side, everything would have been fine, and maybe none of the nightmare things would have happened.

But I stopped and glanced at the doors from the parking lot, which slid open, and I stared at the boy who strode into the mall. I recognized him. Jack Sabers. I didn’t know him. But I’d seen him around school, and people talked about him a lot. The word they usually used when they talked about Jack was “trouble.”

He looks tough. He has a sharp jaw that looks like it could cut you. And strange silvery eyes—robot eyes, that you can’t read. He’s normal height, but he walks with a strutting step, like a cowboy or something, that makes him look taller. His hair is white-blond and spiky. No one else at Shadyside High has that kind of punk hair. Not anymore.

Jack hasn’t been at our school for long. I don’t know where he came from. I mean, until that night, we’d never spoken a word to each other. But I’d noticed him a lot. And a few times, I thought I’d caught him looking at me.

And he was looking at me now, one hand on the pet-store door, the puppies yapping through the window glass. Jack had this stern expression on his pale face as his gaze moved slowly from one of us to another. He nodded to himself. I guess our faces clicked in and he recognized us from school.

I watched him strut toward us, such a peculiar bobbing walk, as if he was moving to a silent beat. His faded denims were shredded at both knees. He wore a gray sleeveless T-shirt with the letters UFO in blue across the chest. As he came closer, I saw the gold stud in one ear and a small tattoo of a blackbird on the back of his right hand.

He slid his hands into his jeans pockets. “What’s up?”

“The moon,” Manny said, pointing up.

Jack sneered. “I’ve seen you at school. You’re the funny guy, right?”

Manny grinned. “Sometimes.”

“We’re just hanging,” I said. I couldn’t believe his eyes. They were like silvery mirrors.

He studied me for a long moment. “You bored?”

Ivy and I nodded. Keith took a step back. Maybe Jack made him nervous.

“Not much happening here,” Jeremy said.

A tight-lipped grin spread over Jack’s face. He leaned toward me, until he was almost touching me. “Want to do something dangerous?”
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Poppy Continues

I caught a flash of fear in Keith’s eyes. We were all staring hard at Jack now. He certainly got our attention.

“What do you mean, dangerous?” Keith asked. He put one hand on my shoulder.

Jack’s grin faded. He scratched the side of his face. “Not really dangerous. Just a prank. You know. A joke.”

I suddenly realized my heart had started to beat a little faster. Ivy shifted her long hair off her face. “You want to play a joke? On who?” she asked.

Jack pointed into the pet-store window. The two puppies had given up and were lying side by side in their crate. “McNulty,” Jack said. “He owns this store.”

I squinted into the store. “The bald guy in there?”

Jack nodded. “He fired me today for no reason.”

“You were working here?” Manny asked.

“Yeah. Just cleaning up and stuff. Stacking the dog food. You know. Just being a slave.”

“Why did he fire you?” Keith asked.

Jack shrugged. “I told you. No reason.” He took a few steps back so McNulty couldn’t see him through the window. “You guys are bored, right? So you want to help me with my little joke?”

Keith waved a hand. “I don’t think so.”

“Don’t listen to Keith. Tell us your joke,” I said.

Jack rubbed his cheek. “Well . . . I’ve got fifteen stray dogs headed to the kennel in my truck. I thought maybe it might be kind of awesome to let them all loose in McNulty’s store.”

Manny and Jeremy laughed. “Awesome.”

“No way,” Keith insisted. So typical of him to back away from a little fun.

What did I see in him?

“That could be a riot,” Ivy said, brushing her hair back again.

“Count me out,” Keith said. He turned and started to walk away.

“Hey, it’s totally harmless,” I called after him. “It’s not a crime or anything. It’s just a joke.”

Manny raised his phone. “I saw a YouTube video. Some guys did this in Chicago. It went viral. They’re, like, famous. I’ve got to video this. It’s crazy. Crazy.”

A thin smile crossed Jack’s face. “Cool. We can be famous, too. “I’ll back my truck up to the door. Then you’ll help me herd the dogs into the store.”

“Sweet,” I said. My skin was tingly. I guess I was a little excited. And I felt myself drawn to Jack. Pulled to him, almost against my will, as if he were a powerful magnet.

I knew he was trouble. Everyone knew he was trouble. But we were bored and we were restless, so we went along with his prank.

And, of course, that was the start of more trouble than I could handle.
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Poppy Continues

The dogs came out of the back of Jack’s pickup squealing and barking and yapping their heads off. I don’t know who was more excited—us or them.

Luckily, it was near closing time. So there was no one in this back hall to try to stop us. We couldn’t really stop the dogs anyway. They followed each other, tails waving furiously, into the mall, toenails clicking on the marble floor, directly into the pet store.

Jeremy held the store door open. We barely had to herd them. They seemed to know exactly where they were supposed to go. They were mostly a shaggy mess. Some big dogs, shepherd mixes or something, I don’t really know dogs. One huge black one with clumps of fur almost down to the floor, was the size of a small horse. There were small ones, too, squeaking and clucking, scraggly creatures, not cute.

I heard screams from inside the store. I guess Mr. McNulty was catching on to what was happening. Manny couldn’t stop laughing. He had his phone held high and was recording the stampede of dogs. I heard howls and a crash, and McNulty was cursing his head off now.

Ivy and I followed the last dog into the store in time to see the big black dog rise up and knock McNulty over. I heard glass shatter. It was a long, narrow store. Jack’s dogs were squeezed in the aisle. And then it got noisier as some of the pet-store dogs broke out and came running to join the party, and their barks and howls of joy drowned out McNulty’s curses.

“Check that out!” Manny bumped my shoulder from behind and pointed. A large gray mutt had managed to chew open a big bag of dog food, and the dogs were going nuts—they must have been hungry—clawing and pouncing on each other, yapping and squealing, desperate to join in the dinner party as the meaty brown bits tumbled from the bag.

McNulty was lost behind a mountain of dogs. A tall wooden stool had been knocked over and lay on its side in the aisle. Dogs had climbed onto the front counter. More pet-store dogs came running from a back room. I have no idea how they escaped. Had the newcomers set them free?

I heard another crash as dogs knocked over a tall pile of plastic food dishes. Dogs were fighting now, snarling and snapping at each other to get to the open food bag.

The sound was deafening, but I could still hear the store owner cursing and screaming. “I’m calling 911! I’m calling 911! I’m calling the police!”

I couldn’t stop laughing. It was just so insane! Like one of those ancient silent comedies my dad had showed me when I was little.

Manny was laughing, too. Jeremy had his hands over his ears. Maybe he’s allergic to loud noises, too. Ivy had picked up one of the white puppies from the front window and was cuddling it against her.

Manny stopped recording and lowered his phone. He turned to Jack, who had a broad smile frozen on his face. “Are we done here?”

“Yep,” Jack said. “Come on. Let’s get out of here.”

“Hey—what about the dogs?” I had to shout over the squeals and barks.

“Not our problem,” Jack said. He grabbed my hand and pulled me to the front door. The others scattered. Ivy and Jeremy started to jog to the other end of the mall, where Jeremy had parked. I looked for Keith. I’d actually forgotten about him. Had he just gone home and left us?

“You need a ride?” Jack asked.

And that’s how I ended up in his truck. But how I ended up kissing him, wrapped in his arms . . . Well . . . I’m not sure how that happened.

He was making the truck roar, showing off its speed, making it slide, as we headed to my house up near River Ridge. I knew he was showing off for me. He didn’t say much. I think he thinks that’s part of what makes him so cool. He’s quiet and mysterious. Those silver-gray eyes always seem to be far away, like he’s thinking of important things, like he’s not entirely with you.

That’s what I thought, riding home with him. And when he parked at the bottom of my driveway and slid his arms around my shoulders and pulled me against him, I hesitated. “I have a boyfriend,” I said, but it came out in a shaky voice I didn’t recognize.

“That’s cool,” he whispered. Then he pressed his mouth against mine, and I didn’t think about Keith for a minute.
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Poppy Continues

My sister, Heather, was waiting for me inside the house.

“Hey.”

“Hey.”

She followed me to my room, waving her phone in one hand.

If you saw us standing side by side, you’d never guess we were sisters, and you’d never guess we’re just a year apart. Heather is one year younger. She looks like Dad, and I look like Mom.

(When our parents split up, I think Heather wanted to go live with Dad. But the court wouldn’t allow it.)

I’m small and thin and, I guess, dainty, if that’s still a word. I’m not sure anyone says that. As I’ve said, I’m fair-skinned with pale-blue eyes and lots of freckles around my nose, and I have bobbing curls of straw-blond hair. Heather is nearly six inches taller than I am. She isn’t fat or anything, but . . . well . . . she’s big. Strong. Could probably take on some of the Shadyside basketball team if she had to.

She has short straight black hair that she keeps buzzed on one side, and a round face with big dark eyes. She hates having to wear glasses. She says it makes her look like a giant owl. I wish she wasn’t always so down on herself, because she’s actually very cute. But she’s the poster girl for Low Self-Esteem. Seriously.

Heather had an oversized gray sweatshirt pulled down over black tights. Her hair was brushed to one side so that it looked like she’d been out in a strong wind.

I lifted Mr. Benjamin, my pet rabbit, from his cage, carried him to my bed, and set him down in my lap. I petted the soft fur on his back, and he wiggled his ears to show he liked it.

My mom is allergic to dogs, so Mr. Benjamin was a compromise. But he’s a good pet, very sweet and quiet, and petting him always calms me down.

Heather, I could see, was not calm. She stood in the middle of my room, waving her phone. “I saw it,” she said. Her eyes flashed behind her glasses. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or excited or what.

I squinted at her. “Saw it?”

She nodded. “The pet-store video. On Instagram. I watched the whole thing.”

I waited for her to continue, but she didn’t. I could still taste Jack’s lips on mine, and I felt kind of jumpy. I mean, the adrenaline was rushing, and I kept thinking about how nice the whole thing was, even though it shouldn’t have happened.

“It was funny, right?” I prompted her.

“You could have taken me with you,” she said. She set the phone down on my dresser and crossed her arms in front of her. “I like to have fun, too, you know.”

I let out an exasperated sigh. I could see this discussion was about to start up all over again. Believe me, it wasn’t the first time. I could recite this conversation word for word.

“When I went to the mall, I didn’t know—” I started.

She didn’t let me finish. “I asked you at dinner if I could come,” she said, her voice becoming tight, almost choked. “I practically begged you.”

I rolled my eyes. “Heather, please. Do we have to have this discussion again? What do I always tell you?”

Behind the glasses, her dark eyes narrowed in anger. “That I have to have my own friends.”

“Right,” I said. “You can’t—”

“But that’s crap,” she snapped, practically spitting the words. I saw her cheeks darkening to pink. “I’m only a year younger than you, and you treat me like I’m a baby.”

“But—”

“Or you just ignore me completely.”

“That’s not true!” I cried, jumping to my feet. I placed Mr. Benjamin back in his cage. “I hang out with you all the time, Heather.”

“Liar.”

“I took you with me to see Hamlet at the Martinsville Town Center last week.”

She uttered a bitter laugh. “Only because none of your friends wanted to go with you. You even asked Rose Groban to go with you—and you hate Rose Groban.”

Her chest heaved up and down as she started to breathe hard. Her face was a dark red now, nearly purple. Heather knows how to be angry. It’s kind of her hobby. Scowling, she started to pace back and forth, her sneakers thudding on the carpet.

“What exactly are you saying?” I demanded. “That every time I go somewhere with friends, I have to ask you along? Are you saying that my friends have to be your friends, too?”

“No. I—I—I—” she sputtered. “I’m just saying that I like to have fun, too. Your friends all know me. You could ask me to come with you. Sometimes you could ask me, you know?”

“But what about your friends?” I demanded. I knew I should shut up. I should stop this dumb shouting match. I knew I couldn’t win it. So why was I keeping it going? “Your friends—”

“I don’t have any friends!” Heather screamed. She grabbed a big silver trophy off my bookshelf, my Drama Club trophy from last year. I gasped as she pulled her arm back—and heaved the trophy across the room.

We both screamed as the trophy whirred past my head, smashed into the wall behind me—and stuck there. She had heaved it so hard, it stuck in the plaster!

I stood there in shock, staring at my sister, my heart doing flip-flops, my hands pressed against my cheeks. I could barely breathe.

It was the first time . . . the first time I realized that Heather could be dangerous.
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Poppy Continues

“See? We are going to be famous,” Ivy said.

I shifted my phone to the other ear and continued brushing my hair. “Why? What are you talking about?”

“Our pet-store video. Over ten thousand views. And Manny told me BuzzFeed picked it up.”

“Wow.” To be honest, I wasn’t thinking about becoming famous. I was thinking about Jack . . . his arms around me . . . kissing him that night.

“What should we do next?” Ivy said. “We need to start a channel.”

I set the hairbrush down. “No time. I have to go. I have the play audition.”

“Break a leg,” Ivy said, and clicked off.

Taking a deep breath, I checked myself out in the mirror and headed downstairs.

I have a lot of confidence in myself as an actress. I know I have some good skills. Mom let me take private acting lessons at the Players Theater School in Garden Grove, even though they were expensive, and I think I learned a lot there.

But, no matter how much confidence you have, auditions always make you nervous. A few minutes later, as I made my way down the aisle to the front of the auditorium at school, my hands were icy and damp, and I definitely felt my heart jumping around in my chest like it was playing leapfrog.

(I have to remember that image for a poem.)

Mr. Gregory is the Drama Club adviser at Shadyside High. We all call him Mr. G. He wrote an original play for our annual presentation. It’s a horror-thriller called Don’t Go There! It’s mainly about six teenagers trapped in an abandoned hotel, and some kind of supernatural being starts haunting them and taking them out one by one.

I was trying out for the part of Becka Hastings. Becka is the smartest girl in the group. She’s kind of the leader, and she’s the one who discovers the secret of the old hotel.

I liked this role because Becka is smart and funny, but she also gets to scream a lot. I’d practiced screaming in my room for several days and, even though I had my door closed, I’d managed to drive my mom and sister nuts, and they had to beg me to shut up. When it comes to theater, I dive into the deep end. No shallow waters for me.

I’d memorized all of Becka’s lines, the whole part. And I knew I could do an awesome audition for Mr. G, but, of course, there was Rose Groban, my rival, my comic-book archenemy, the evil Rose Groban, who didn’t even pretend to be my friend.

Rose always acts as if she pities me. Not sure why. She gets this superior look on her face, and then everything she says is ironic and passive-aggressive and said with a kind of indulgent chuckle, like I’m a child she is forced to put up with.

Yes, there was Rose Groban. And what role would she want to pounce on? Becka Hastings, of course. So here we were, trapped in this endless competition, as we had been ever since she transferred to Shadyside in fourth grade.

As I made my way down the aisle, I counted about twenty kids ready to audition for Don’t Go There! They filled the first three rows of the auditorium. Some were talking quietly. A few were on their phones. Others were reading scripts. Mr. G stood on the stage in front of the tall purple curtain, adjusting a floor microphone, so I guessed we would have to go up there and audition in front of all the others when our names were called.

I took a seat at the end of the fourth row, and Rose Groban appeared at my side instantly, as if by black magic. Did I mention that she is beautiful? Really. A stunner. Just gorgeous, as my mother would say. (And has said.)

She has round brown eyes and beautiful long lashes, a broad forehead, a perfect nose, high cheekbones like a fashion model, skin as smooth as milk, a smile bright enough to see in the dark, and cascades of wavy black hair, perfect hair that tumbles over her shoulders and nearly halfway down her back, somehow always in place.

She’s beautiful, and now she was standing in the aisle, one hand on the back of my chair, gazing down at me. “Poppy, I saw the pet-store video,” she said
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