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ZAPPED!

OH, MY GOD, YOU’RE not going to believe this!” I spoke in my cell phone to my best friend, Melody Stuart, as I cut through the woods from her house to mine. Thank you, fashion gods, for the layered look. Shivering, I buttoned my short, blue velour jacket over my long black-and-silver sparkly tanks to keep out the September evening air.

We lived in the Adirondack Mountains, and the setting sun had made the path home hard to see. I’d been a Girl Scout since forever. This should not be happening to me!

“I’m lost,” I said.

“Again?” Melody the Drama Diva shrieked right on cue.

I’d moved to Blue Lake from the West Coast at the beginning of summer and had been nervous about meeting new friends. But when I showed up to soccer camp the first day and saw that Melody wore the same vintage ribbon as me around her ponytailed hair, I knew I’d met my partner in crime.

“Samantha…how do you get lost? You, Ms. Queen of Technology, who gets the latest everything. Doesn’t your new cell phone have that built in find-my-way-anywhere thingy?”

“Yeah, but my mom works for Electro. She practically gets all that stuff for free.”

“You’re lucky.”

Mel wished she had parents like mine: ones who bought her whatever she wanted. Hers never gave her anything except their time.

“No, you’re lucky,” I said. “I’d love to have a brother or sister.”

Mel was the oldest of five children, with an at-home mom and a teacher for a dad. They might not have a lot of money, but they did a ton of family stuff. I’d trade all my electronics to have my parents back together.

“Quit changing the subject. How did you get lost again?”

I groaned. “I know I have this awesome phone and everything. But the extra navigation thing doesn’t do me much good when I’m too busy texting and talking to you to remember to turn it on. The phone’s got all these crazy functions and apps. I still haven’t figured out how to use half of them.”

“I’m surprised your mom gave you something so high tech. It’s not like any cell phone I’ve ever seen.”

“I was surprised, too, but whatever. It’s mine now.” I hit the speaker-phone icon and stepped over a fallen tree trunk, trying not to snag the green satin ribbon on my black leather ballet flats as I sat down to program the GPS feature for home.

“My getting lost is your fault, too, you know.”

“Nice try, genius.” Melody’s voice rang out even louder through the speaker, making her tone anything but melodious.

“I try,” I said, grinning.

“Well, try harder. This one is all you, Dorothy.” She snorted. “You’d better click your heels and follow the yellow brick road home before your mom sounds the alarm. I’ve seen how she gets when you miss curfew.”

“You have no idea.” My mom is the queen of sophistication. A top executive with a calm but aggressive manner. She never loses her cool about anything, except when it comes to my safety. She wouldn’t stop short of turning the town upside down to find me. “See you in school tomorrow.”

I hung up, still holding my fully charged, top-of-the-line little friend as though it were Dorothy’s ruby-red slippers and my ticket home. My phone was my life. What if someone special wanted to text me? I was officially a teenager now. My eighth-grade year. New home. New school. New friends. I just wanted to be accepted, to fit in. And, okay, to experience my first kiss. I’d even picked out the perfect boy.

Trevor Hamilton.

I sighed dreamily as I stood and wiped off the back of my low-rise jeans, and then held the GPS feature of my phone up before my eyes. Squinting, I struggled to see the map since I didn’t have my glasses on and I’d turned the volume down. That annoying, monotone talk-like-I-have-an-IQ-of-10 voice drove me nuts. I’d rather take my chances following the highlighted route, even if I did wind up in Oz.

The colorful fall leaves, twigs, and acorns crunched beneath my feet, and the smell of pine hung heavy in the air, reminding me of the cleaner Gram used. I picked up the pace, knowing my mom would call out the cavalry if I was more than five minutes late. The last thing I wanted was for Trevor’s dad, Sheriff Hamilton, to come to my rescue—again!

A light up ahead caught my attention, and I prayed to the god of have-pity-on-me that it wasn’t a search party with a flashlight. As I walked closer, I wilted. No Sheriff Hamilton in sight, just…well, I wasn’t sure.

It wasn’t like anything I’d ever seen.

I came to a stop and stared at an enormous hole in the ground with a bright blue-green light shining within. I needed to get home, but curiosity grabbed hold of me and wouldn’t let go. Like discovering where your parents hid your Christmas gifts and trying to resist the urge to take a peek.

I crept forward, trembling a little. Maybe some new kind of rare gem was down there, and I would be the first one to discover it. I’d be famous. Now that would definitely make the other students at Blue Lake Junior High think I was cool.

I hurried my steps until I stood on the edge of the hole and then blinked rapidly. What the heck was it? The rock inside the hole was huge and sort of looked like a crystal, but it glowed so brightly that it hurt my eyes. It smelled like the time my mom forgot she had eggs boiling.

I was no science dork, but it didn’t take a genius to figure out this thing wasn’t “of this world.” A need to know what it felt like settled over me. The crystal looked sort of watery, yet solid. Just one little touch. What could it hurt? I touched the tip of my finger to the freaky, glowing crystal-type thingy.

Not a good idea.

A force more powerful than anything I’d ever experienced ripped through my body, making me feel like I was having surgery with no anesthesia. The glowing blue-green light illuminated my insides until I screamed in agony, the smell of burning flesh turning my stomach seconds before the force threw me twenty feet backwards.

I landed hard, the breath whooshing out of my lungs and my eyes rolling back. I was knocked out cold like I’d gone a round with Oscar De La Hoya. Moments later, I opened my eyes, pain free and smelling like me again: cucumber-melon body splash and mint double-stuffed Oreo cookies.

I fixed my standard ponytail and examined my body, but I couldn’t find a single burn mark, cut, bump, or bruise. I felt strong and energized. All I found were a tiny chocolate stain on my new jacket from eating cookies at Melody’s house and a ton of dirt and grass stains on my new jeans.

“What the heck happened?” I said out loud to hear my voice and make sure I wasn’t dead. I couldn’t wait to tell Melody. I had to send her a picture. I glanced around.

My elation over having survived my “close encounter” evaporated as fear filled my every pore. The kind of fear only royally ticked-off parents can instill. Scrambling to my feet, I searched the ground for a good ten minutes. I looked everywhere: under rocks, trees, leaves, you name it. I even retraced my steps but found nothing. Forget the stains on my new clothes; I couldn’t find my Electro Wave anywhere. I might not be dead now, but I would be when I got home.

My mother was going to kill me.

• • •

“You’re lucky I didn’t call Sheriff Hamilton, young lady. I was just about to. Do you know how worried I was?” My mother, Victoria O’Reilly-Granger, swept her precisely cut, styled, and highlighted blond bob behind her ears and then crossed her arms over her cream silk blouse, her blue eyes sizzling. She stood as tall as her impressive five- foot-ten inch frame would allow, tapping her imported slipper on the hardwood floor.

I took after my dad—medium-brown hair, medium-brown eyes, and medium height. Trevor looked more like my mom—beautiful. That could be a problem, if my parents were any example.

Fairy tales could only last so long, and Beauty and the Beast were never meant to be. Okay, so my dad wasn’t a beast, but he sure as heck wasn’t Prince Charming all the time. Then again, my mom had her Wicked Witch of the West moments. Maybe they really were better off apart. That thought turned my stomach, and then I bit my bottom lip as another disturbing thought hit me.

Did that mean Trevor and I were better off just friends?

“You should have called to tell me you were going to be late,” my mom finally said, pulling me away from my depressing thoughts.

“I know. I’m sorry. I thought you were going to be mad because I got lost again.” Stained clothes safely hidden in my room, I plopped my sweat-suit-clad butt on the Italian leather sofa in our great room and tucked my freezing feet beneath the afghan Gram had made.

FYI: That was the only comfortable, homey thing in the entire room. I sighed. Where was Gram when I needed her? She seemed to be the only one who got me. Sometimes I wished I still lived with her.

“I’m not mad. I was just worried. Anything could have happened to you out there.” My mom walked across the Persian throw rug, stopping to straighten a crystal figurine perched slightly off center in the middle of the glass coffee table. Sometimes I felt like I lived in a museum instead of a home. Guess Dad had felt the same since he was the messiest person I knew.

“Mom, nothing happened,” I said, recapturing her attention. “See, I’m fine.” I spread my arms wide. No way would I tell her about the “incident.” She’d haul my butt off to the nearest emergency room and keep me out of school for a week. I wasn’t about to miss a chance to talk to Trevor again.

I’d started crushing on him the second I saw him at football camp over the summer. Mel liked a boy named Scott Randolph, so she’d dragged me with her to the camp and introduced me to everyone. Trevor had talked to me, but there was something about him. Like he wouldn’t let anyone get too close. His mom had died a few years back, so maybe that had something to do with it. It made me want to get through to him even more.

Now that school had started, fate had intervened by giving me the chance. Trevor’s locker was right next to mine. We also shared a homeroom. No, missing school was not an option. Not to mention, tomorrow night was my first soccer game.

“Cell service goes in and out by the minute, depending on where you’re standing, especially in the woods.” My mom’s voice cut through my thoughts. “What if the battery on your phone had died?” Her voice softened, and she sat beside me. “I just want you to be more careful, honey. That’s all.”

“I know, and I will. I promise.”

“Okay.” She gave me a quick hug, her exotic perfume teasing my nose and reminding me of our house in San Jose—in the Silicon Valley part of northern California. The three of us had lived there together as a family before everything fell apart.

“You’re still in trouble, young lady. Fork over your Electro Craze.” Holding out her hand, she wiggled her long, elegant manicured fingers.

“When did they change the name to Electro Craze?” I asked. “The box you gave me said Electro Wave.”

She frowned, wrinkling her forehead. “I’ve never heard the name ‘Electro Wave.’ You must have read the box wrong.” She swiped her hand through the air. “Doesn’t matter. Your privileges will be taken away for a couple of weeks.”

It suddenly hit me what she’d asked for. “You want my cell like now?”

She nodded, and I swallowed hard. How could I have forgotten? I decided to just tell her. Maybe my honesty would help my case.

“Um, well, about that.” I widened my eyes, hoping to look innocent, vulnerable, helpless. Anything to kick her motherly instincts up a notch and make her go easy on me. “I kind of, sort of…lost it in the woods.”

“What did you just say?” my mother said in a calm but stern tone and with a hard look in her eyes that could bring top executives to their knees. “Do you know how much that cell phone cost?”

“Don’t you get like a huge discount since you got that promotion?” I squeaked.

My mother just stared at me. Finally, she clenched her jaw and pursed her lips, going into full-blown Evil Queen mode.

“That is beside the point. I think we’ve been way too lenient with you, Samantha Marie Granger. You’re a teenager now and obviously spoiled. It’s time you took responsibility. No more gadgets until you can prove you can handle them.

“And don’t think you can go to your father to play us against each other. He’ll agree with me on this one,” she said, and then muttered more to herself, but I heard her anyway, “or so help me God; he’ll pay even more.”

So much for honesty helping my case. I’d never asked for anything other than a piece of them, but they’d given me a piece of the material world instead. A piece by the name of Electro Wave—I know what I saw. Now they wanted to take it all away. Talk about harsh.

“You can’t be serious. How am I supposed to listen to music or talk on the phone or…or…not get lost,” I sputtered, desperate enough to say anything.

“Might I remind you that you got lost with a built-in GPS?” Her perfectly shaped blond brow crept up, and the corners of her lips tipped down. “In fact, how did you get home if you lost your navigation system?”

“I…I don’t know,” I said, just now realizing I hadn’t had to think twice earlier. Even in the dark, I had known exactly where I was going, but I hadn’t questioned it at the time. I’d kind of had more important things on my mind. Like trying to find a way to tell my mom I’d lost my cell phone without her killing me.

Maybe a better sense of direction was a side effect of the incident, and I would no longer need the GPS feature. Still, that didn’t solve my communication problem. How would I live without texting? I wanted, no, I needed my phone.

“Please, Mom,” I begged. “I’ll do anything.”

“Sorry, sweetie. That’s not going to work. It’s time you grew up. There are consequences for your actions in life. You need to start learning that now.”

Anger surged through me at the injustice of it all. This wasn’t fair. It wasn’t even my fault. “My phone is my life, Mom. You can’t do this to me!”

“I can, and I did.” Her ice-blue eyes locked onto mine and narrowed into her Angelina Jolie impersonation, her I-brought-you-into-this-world, I-can-take-you-out stare. No way would I win this argument.

“Guess you’ll have to find some other means to entertain yourself. From this day forward, your life is about to change in a big way.”
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CAN YOU HEAR ME NOW??

THE NEXT MORNING AT breakfast, missing my Electro Wave desperately—I refused to call it anything else—I poured the milk into my Wheaties, the breakfast of champions. I would do anything to improve my skills for that night’s soccer game.

I yawned and then took a sip of orange juice. I’d hardly slept at all the night before, feeling too wired after all that had happened. The last big change to happen to me had been when my parents announced they were getting a divorce almost a year earlier.

They both worked for Electro, a huge electronics corporation. After having some big fight over who knows what, they had separated. Sometimes I wondered if they were splitting up because of me, but they always said I had nothing to do with it. I had gone to live with Gram in Los Angeles until Mom transferred to Blue Lake, but I still hadn’t come to terms with any of it.

The thought of them divorcing was worse than starting my period for the first time ever on the first day of school in sixth grade. I’d leaked all over my new white cotton pants. To this day, I refused to wear white again. But I wasn’t stupid. No way would I give up my Sevens. They were the best jeans on earth. Having my phone taken brought me right back to that first day of sixth grade.

Gut wrenching.

Extreme boredom and isolation settled over me. There was nothing to do. I sat there, pushing the whole-wheat flakes around in the milk.

My mom breezed into the kitchen in her burgundy pinstriped suit, looking like the poster child for successful female businesswomen.

“Don’t forget to take your vitamin.” She slid her briefcase onto the granite countertop on the island and fixed herself a bran muffin to go with her coffee as she read the paper.

“Oh, my. Did you see this?”

“See what?” I set my dishes in the sink, peeked over her shoulder to scan the article she pointed at, and then choked on my vitamin.

“Careful.” She patted me on the back, handing me my glass of juice as she returned her gaze to the paper. “It says here two hikers came upon a bizarre discovery in the woods early this morning. ‘An unidentified foreign object.’ Since it was glowing, they didn’t go near it for fear it was radioactive.” She looked up from her paper with concern. “You didn’t see anything like that, did you?”

“No,” I lied. It was bad enough that she took away my gadgets. I shuddered to think what she’d do if she knew I’d touched that weird thing.

What if it really was radioactive?

I swallowed hard, my breakfast creeping up my esophagus. An image of my insides glowing and the smell of burning flesh flashed before my eyes, making me feel queasy. My flesh. I shivered. What if I grew a third boob or something? That would be just my luck, not to mention pretty much kill any shot I had with Trevor.

“Promise me you’ll stay out of that area of the woods until the Powers That Be deem it safe. Lord only knows what kind of contaminants that object left behind.”

I nodded, and she looked back at the article. “I guess they’ve already moved the object to a lab for a special team of scientists to examine it. Well, that should put Blue Lake on the map. Not much exciting happens in this small town, does it?”

“G-guess not,” I managed, my throat still sore from choking. Third boob, here I come. I’d have to google “radioactivity” and see if I could find some special solution to cleanse my system.

I watched my mom stir a fine powder into her orange juice, drink it down, and swallow her own vitamins. Reading the label, I thought, Now there’s an idea. Mom’s Metamucil.

“Whoops. Excuse me,” Mom said, dabbing the corners of her mouth with a napkin.

Then again, maybe not. Having gas wasn’t any more attractive than growing a third boob.

“You sure you’re up to playing soccer tonight? You don’t look so good.” She felt my forehead.

“I’m okay. Just tired. I’ll take a power nap on the bus ride to the game. I promise.”

“Who do you play again?”

“White Peak. Why?”

“Well, I don’t have a meeting this afternoon, so I thought I’d get done early and come to your game. Where is White Peak, anyway? Never mind, I’ll use MapQuest to find it. You’re not exactly good with directions.” She winked.

A massive pain sliced through my brain, and my vision blurred. I winced, feeling as though gears were shifting beneath my skull like I had a machine inside my mind. Suddenly, my head tipped forward, then left, and my nose twitched six times in rapid succession. With a will of their own, my lips puckered five times.

I turned to my mother and said, “Drive five miles northwest, turn left at the Walmart, go one mile more, turn right at the Home Depot. The school is fifty yards at the end of the road on the right. Estimated distance: six point two miles. Estimated time: seven minutes.”

Mom’s coffee cup halted halfway to her lips as she gaped at me. I couldn’t blame her since I’d shocked myself. The words had come out of my mouth in my voice, but the tone and speed at which I’d talked had been 100 percent GPS.

“Coach gave us directions,” I said in my normal voice, then added, “Hey, look at the time. You’re going to be late for work, and I’m going to be late for school. See you at the game.”

I dashed upstairs to my bedroom and slammed the door, my heart racing faster than a megabyte zipping over broadband. My head still ached, and my vision was still slightly blurry.

Ohmigod, what the heck was that all about?

I paced back and forth, blinking and wringing my hands and on the verge of hysteria. What was happening to me? I’d known how to get home last night, and now I knew the exact directions—to the last mile—for how to get to my game. Something was wrong. I stopped pacing. Stress. It had to be stress. Either that or I was going crazy. My cell phone started to ring, and I jumped. Wait a minute…

My lost cell phone.

I searched every inch of my room, but I couldn’t find my Electro Wave anywhere. That confirmed it. Look out, nut house—here I come. I tried to keep panic from taking over. What was I going to do? I scratched my palm, which itched something fierce. With my luck, the third boob would sprout out of my palm. I glanced down and let out a little yelp.

No boob, but…good God, my hand was ringing.

I held it up in front of my face and felt my eyes bulge in horror. My palm glowed the same shade of bright blue-green as the crystal in the woods. My skin had become transparent with the veins forming a screen the size of a cell phone. Little braille-like bumps in the shape of numbers pushed up beneath the surface.

“Ewww!” I shook my hand, frantically trying to make the ringing go away, but it wouldn’t stop. “This can’t be happening to me,” I whispered. “Not now.” I glanced at the screen on my hand, and my veins formed the word “Melody.” What was that supposed to be, caller ID?

“Talk to the hand” had just taken on a whole new meaning.

I couldn’t deal with explaining this to Melody or anyone else at the moment. I couldn’t even explain it to myself. I ended the call and put my hand on “vibrate” as the truth of my situation hit me hard.

When kids make a face or cross their eyes, most parents tease that if they’re not careful, their face will stay that way forever. Well, my parents have teased that if I’m not careful, I’ll turn into one of my gadgets. I thought they were joking!

I fell back on my bed in disbelief as I attempted to process what had happened to me. I didn’t need a new cell phone with a navigation system feature, because—somehow, some way—I had become a living, breathing, walking piece of technology.

I wasn’t crazy; I was a freak.

A freak with a built-in GPS in my head and a palm equipped with talking and texting capabilities. What else was I capable of? Taking pictures? Accessing the Internet?

I rubbed my throbbing temples and then jerked back as a mental image flashed in my mind’s eye. What’d I do? What’d I touch? A table of contents like the main directory of my Electro Wave shot out my eyes in a hologram before me. I stared in shock, afraid to move, blink, or breathe.

Finally, I reached before me to touch the “main menu” button. E-mail, voice mail, Internet, and photos were only the beginning of the list. I read on, sucking in a sharp breath. Language translation, infrared night vision, heat sensors, wiretaps, sonar, and x-ray features were also listed.

What kind of freaky cell phone did Mom give me?

I started to hyperventilate at the thought of that thing inside me. I couldn’t breathe. This had to be a side effect of getting shocked by the space crystal, like when Spiderman got powers after getting bit by a genetically altered spider. Only, in my case, I was more like the Hulk. I couldn’t control my actions. My powers seemed to have a mind of their own.

I blinked hard, and the image disappeared. I needed to pull it together, get a grip, and figure out what to do. I did some yoga breathing for a good ten seconds and then I ran to my mom’s closet and found a pair of old fingerless gloves—but that was only a temporary fix. I needed this to go away—like now!

My “unique” qualities were bound to interfere with my life. Kind of hard to make new friends if at a moment’s notice my hand starts to vibrate.

Not to mention I’ll look like a total spaz with my head tipping north, south, east, and west. Or my nose twitching and lips puckering as I search for maps whenever someone asks for directions.

An even scarier thought occurred to me. What if I died from this electrical device inside me? Suddenly romance and social acceptance slid way down on my list of things to worry about. I had to find a way to reverse what had happened to me.

Or I might not have a life to look forward to at all.

• • •

“Hey,” Trevor said later that morning, distracting me from my worries for a moment as he tossed the Hacky Sack he always carried from one hand to the other. Since he was into vintage ’80s paraphernalia, maybe he wouldn’t think my fingerless gloves were too weird.

Man, he looked good with his tight-fitting low-slung jeans and brown graphic T-shirt hugging his well-muscled, super-tall frame. I didn’t care much for longish hair on guys, but he wore the look well. His wavy, brown hair had just a touch of blond highlights, and it moved as he opened his locker and fished out the books he’d need for first period. The urge to run my fingers through the strands seized me. A whiff of his Axe body spray made me swoon, and I caught myself lifting a hand to touch him.

What was I doing?

He glanced at my hand with a funny look. I quickly fiddled with the combination on my lock, trying to regain what was left of my wits. I should be focusing on not dying, instead of drooling over some boy.

“Hey, yourself…Trev, Trevo, the Trevster.” Tell me I didn’t just say that!Trevor made me so nervous. Stomach-gurgling, butt-cheeks-clenching, make-a-beeline-to-the-bathroom nervous. Talking to him was worse than taking a final exam.

His full lips twitched, but he didn’t quite smile. “The Trevster?”

“It’s better than the Trevinator.” I snorted. Insert mental forehead smack. I’d actually snorted. Like a pig looking for a treat. I’d settle for my dad’s duct tape, but Trevo actually smiled. Well, sort of, but it was enough to make me smile back.

“I do love to tackle,” he said in his deep shiver-inducing voice.

An image of him catching me and holding on tight sent chills zipping every which way throughout my body. I could feel data traveling all over the information highway. I froze—except for little electrical pulses. Maybe my microchip, or whatever was in there, was frying my insides.

“Oh, God, I don’t want to die,” I said.

His forehead scrunched up. “Huh?”

I blinked, having forgotten he was still there. What had we been talking about? “Um, yeah. I mean, I would probably die if you tackled me, you being so big and all.” I gestured with my hands. “Since I’m pretty fond of living, I guess I’ll watch you play—watch the team, that is—from far away. Go football, right?” I pumped my fist in the air, feeling ridiculous.

“Right.” His gaze landed on my hand, which was still flailing about like I was a dim-witted gorilla.

Please let the bell ring now. I pressed my lips together and forced myself to lower my arm.

“What’s wrong with your hand?” he asked.

My chest tightened. “Nothing! Nothing’s wrong with my hand. Why? Why do you ask?” My voice went up several octaves, causing plenty of curious looks from the crowded halls and convincing Mrs. Sweeney, the guidance counselor, to make a note in her ever-present handy little notebook.

Oh, yeah, I’d be getting a call to her office in the near future. Looking forward to that conversation: ‘Yes, Mrs. Sweeney, I’m fine. Fine as far as being a regular well-oiled machine that could give Inspector Gadget a run for his money.’

Trevor held up his hands, drawing my attention back to him. He looked at me like I really had grown a third boob. Heart skipping a beat, my eyes darted down real quick to check. Whew. Two normal 34A cups. Well, as normal as 34A cups could be under the circumstances. Watch them start glowing next, giving new meaning to the words “halogen headlights.” I couldn’t help wondering how long I had to live. What if I blew up? I needed to talk to Melody. She’d know what to do.

“You’re wearing bandages,” he said. “I just wondered if everything was okay.” He took a step back. “Didn’t mean to freak you out.”

“Oh, that.” I tried to control my breathing and act normal as I held my palms out in front of me. “Not bandages. I’m wearing gloves with no fingers, and I’m not freaked out. I have fall allergies, so I squeak a lot.”

Shut up now, Samantha. You’re making things worse, my brain said, but my mouth added, “Let’s just say I’m starting a new trend, Trevo.” I punched him on the arm. His cast-iron arm. How much did this dude bench: a gazillion pounds? I shook my hand.

He studied me until I squirmed, and then he said in a quiet, intense voice, “You’re kind of different, aren’t you?”

“You could say that.” I pushed my glasses up my nose—I’d had to switch to fake ones I’d found since my vision was miraculously 20-20 now—and chewed the inside of my cheek. Where was that bell?

He gave my ponytail a tug. “Different is good.” Slamming his locker closed, he backed away toward the door to our homeroom, tossing his Hacky Sack once more, his emerald-green eyes locked on mine.

Yeah, well, he could have being “different.” I’d had my fill and then some. Hey, wait a minute. My heart rebooted and Ping-Ponged against my ribs in hyperdrive. Oh. My. God! Was Trevor “the Hottie” Hamilton flirting with Samantha “the Spaz” Granger? I just stood there like a dork watching him walk away.

“See you in class, Sam-o.” He smiled, then disappeared inside.

That smile definitely had flirting written all over it. I  melted a little, but then reality set in. My pinballing heart crashed like the hard drive on my old computer.

Trevor Hamilton had finally noticed I was alive—just when I’d found out I might die.
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