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Chapter 1



Summer job possibilitiesdecisions, decisions



Work at Harts Diner

Pros: Weekly paycheck; Nick, my new boyfriend, works there; chance to kiss in the cooler in between serving customers?

Cons: Aching feet; aching jaw from continually smiling to get better tips; living at home while Mom and older sister, Sarah, go through the insanity of planning Sarahs summer wedding (They cant agree on anything! Mom? 

Hello?!? Sarah is twenty-three, old enough to plan her own wedding. Note to self: Stay out of it!)




Work at the local movie theater


Pros: Weekly paycheck; watch the latest blockbusters for free; eat complimentary no-limit-on-the-butter popcorn until I pop.

Cons:Aching feet from standing behind the concession counter; sweeping up spilled popcorn; sticky floors; see less of Nick; live at home while Mom and Sarah



Work at amusement park near lake far, far away

Pros: Weekly paycheck; get on all the rides for free; gone all summer; dorms are available; being totally absent from home while Mom and Sarah

Cons: Share a dorm room with someone Ive never met;
 never seeing Nick; and okay, I have roller coaster issueslike, I totally dont get what is so great about the whole queasy-stomach, heart-in-throat, up-and-down, faster, faster, higher, higher experience.



Decision: No brainer. Living with a stranger has got to be better than living with Mom and Sarah while The Wedding is being planned. I dont have to ride the big roller coasters. Its only three months. True love can survive that, cant it?



And thats how I, Megan Holloway, a life-in-the-slow-lane, carousel-ride type of girl, packed up the essentials of my life following my junior year in high school and headed to the Thrill Ride! Amusement Park, vacation destination extraordinaire on Lake Erie.

That afternoon Id flown into the airport. With my backpack dangling off one shoulder, I pulled my large wheeled suitcase to the passenger pickup area outside the main terminal. An impossible-to-miss bright red Thrill Ride! shuttle bus was parked nearby, motor running.

So I headed over to it and peered in the door.

Going my way? I asked the driver.

He wasnt exactly what I was expecting. White-haired, wrinkled, slightly hunched. Still, he laughed and climbed out of the bus. You here for the summer? he asked.

Yep.


He wore a red shirt, cargo shorts, and his name tag read PETE (SANTA FE, NM).

You from Santa Fe? I asked.

Before I retired. Got tired of playing golf so came up here to work. Being around young people keeps me young.

He took my suitcase and put it in a holding bay at the back of the bus. Climb aboard, he said.

I settled onto a seat. I heard laughter and two other girls clambered onto the bus.

Hi! one said.

Hiya! the other chirped.

Hi. Not exactly an original response, and maybe part of the reason that our conversation didnt last longer.

They sat in front of me and immediately started talking to each other like long-lost friends. Pete returned to the drivers seat, closed the bus door, and headed away from the airport.

I figured the two girls were returning summer employees. Maybe a little older than me. Definitely friends. They were giggling, talking, and screeching periodically.

I looked out the window, trying really hard not to feel ignored and lonely. I so did not want to be lonely.

I was already missing Nick. Wed only been dating for three months, and he was totally bummed that Id applied for a job at the park, and even more bummed that Id been hired to work there for the entire summer.

That sucks, hed said.

Not exactly what Id wanted to hear when I told him. I wanted him to be ecstatic about my good fortune. I mean, a thousand people had probably applied. Id had to fill out an extensive application and submit an essay about the reasons that I wanted to work there. And Id gotten in just under the wire on the minimum age requirement of seventeen. My birthday was yesterday.

So Id been feeling pretty good about myself when I received the letter telling me that Id been hired.

After Id shared my good news with Nick, hed moped around most of the evening. Id shown him a video of the amusement park that my dad had ordered for me. My dad is really into watching the Travel Channel, so he was the one who discovered Thrill Ride! and told me about it. It sounded like it would be an awesome experience.

But Nick was less than impressed with the rides, the park, and all the facilities that the tour guide on the video walked us through. The video was geared toward enticing teens to come work there and making parents feel comfortable sending their kids off into the scary unknown. There were dorm moms and curfews and all kinds of safety features.

Its just the same as Six Flags, hed said. You could have worked there over the summer, commuted from home, and been a lot closer to me.

Its not the same. Its the thrill ride capital of the world. Its in another state. I want to live away from home. Ill be more independent. On my own. Or pretty much on my own. I mean, Ill live in a park-sponsored dorm, but gosh, Nick, no parents.

Id tried to talk Nick into applying, so wed be together, but since he worked at Harts Diner during the school year, he didnt feel like he could leave for the summer and expect to have a job when he got back. I admired his dedication, and totally understood his reasoning, even if I was a little hurt because it showed lack of dedication to our love.

But I didnt say anything to him about it, because I figured he could argue that my not hanging around showed my lack of dedication to our relationship. And while it would be a valid point, since he didnt live in my house, he had only an inkling of how insane it had gotten around there.

So I let the whole dedication-to-our-relationship thing slide.

Besides, Id be gone only three months, and I was certain our love could sustain a short separation. People did it all the time.

All these thoughts were going through my mind as the shuttle bus took us out of the city and down a lonely road that seemed to lead into the heart of nothingness. But then the theme park became visibleor at least its tallest rides did. The roller coasters and vertical drops and Ferris wheel. Why anyone would want to go up that high was beyond me. It made me dizzy just to think about it.

Beyond all the rides, I could see the lake. The park compound included all the rides, a huge hotel, and bungalows nearby. At the far edge, back a little way from all the tourist accommodations, was the employee dormitory.

The driver pulled to a stop in front of the large brick building. Compared to the hotel it was downright plain, but I didnt care. I didnt plan to spend that much time there, anyway.

I slung my backpack over my shoulder and disembarked. The two girls followed me off the bus, but then they released an ear-splitting squeal and were loping toward two other girls. More friends from summers past, I guessed. Great. I hoped I wasnt going to be the only one who didnt know anyone here.

I walked around to the back of the shuttle and took my suitcase from the driver. Thanks, I said.

Have a great summer, he said, with a smile and a wink. He reminded me a little of my granddad.


I plan to, I assured him.

I pulled my suitcase along behind me as I headed to the dormitory. I went through the sliding glass doors and saw registration to my right.

I swallowed hard, the excitement mounting. I walked up to the desk and smiled at the girl behind it. Her name tag read MARY (BALTIMORE, MD). They hired students from all over the country, and I figured they felt like where you were from was as important as who you were.

Welcome, she said, smiling brightly. Are you here to check in?

Yeah, I said. I sounded a little breathless, part of my excitement and nervousness, not knowing what to expect, hoping everything was going to be okay. Im Megan Holloway.

She turned to a computer and began typing. Stopped. Megan Holloway of Dallas, Texas?

Thats me.

She searched through a drawer, pulled out a blue folder, and handed it to me. Youre assigned to room 654. Orientation begins at eight thirty in the morning. Dont be late. Youll get your picture taken for your employee pass at that time. She winked at me. I like to warn people because my first year here, I didnt know and I hadnt put on makeup. No retakes on the pictures. Not my best moment.

I appreciate the warning, I told her, even if I wasnt heavy into makeup. Living in Texas blessed me with a permanent tan, so mascara and a touch of lip gloss were about all I ever used.

Breakfast starts at six thirty, Mary continued. A layout of the dorm is in your packet. She reached into another drawer. And heres your name tag and a key to your room.

She placed a sheet of paper on the counter. I just need you to sign that you received them.

My hand was actually shaking as I picked up the pen and signed my name. Everything was happening so fast. I couldnt wait to get to my room and calmly look through everything. Get oriented. Of course, I guess thats what morning orientation was for.

Mary took the sheet from me and dropped it into a wire basket where a stack of pages was already waiting. She gave me another one of her dazzling smiles. Elevators are down that hallway to your right.

Thanks.

If you have any questions, theres an advisor on your floor. First door on your right.

On my right, on my right, on my right. Easy to remember. I had about a thousand questions, but I didnt even know where to begin, so I just nodded. Thanks, again.

Anytime. She looked past me. Next?

Oh, gosh, I hadnt realized that people were forming a line behind me. I moved away from the desk, giving the four girls and two guys an apologetic smile. I wondered if any were my roommate. Only one of them looked as nervous and apprehensive as I was.

I pulled my suitcase behind me, heading for the elevators. Off to my left, through double doors and plate glass windows, I could see the dormitory cafeteria. That was one of the neat things about working here: a room and food were provided at bargain-basement prices. I would have very little in the way of expenses, so I could save most of my paychecks through the summer and have money to get me through my senior year. I wouldnt have to work my last year of high school and could just enjoy the final months before I graduated.

I got to the elevators and pressed the button, my excitement mounting. And my apprehension. I could have requested a specific person to be my roommatethe only problem was, I didnt know anyone else who was working here.

I thought of getting to know a complete stranger as an adventure. It would be fun. I was sure of it.

The elevator arrived and took me up to the sixth floor. It didnt look that different from any of the hotels Id ever stayed at. A long narrow hallway, doors on each side. Just as Mary (Baltimore, MD) had told me, the first door on my right had a sign:

FLOOR ADVISOR

ZOE (LONDON, ENGLAND)

How cool was that? I hadnt realized that the theme park was international, but why not? My excitement ratcheted up a notch. I thought about knocking on the door, introducing myself, but I was anxious to get to my room, see what it looked like, meet my roommateif she was in.


At the end of the hallway I found room 654. Two pictures of Ferris wheels were taped to the door. On one was written MEGAN (DALLAS, TX) and on the other was JORDAN (LOS ANGELES, CA).

I tried to picture what a Jordan might look like, but decided the best way to satisfy my curiosity was to meet her.

I started to knock, then realized it was my room, too. I didnt have to knock. Might as well begin the way that I planned to continue. At least, that was my moms favorite motto, especially when it came to guys and relationships. Be up front, be honest, be yourself. Basically, be who you were supposed to be.

The problem was that sometimes I wasnt quite sure who I was supposed to be. I mean I know who I am, but I am still trying to define myself, especially as a girlfriend, because every now and then, I do feel a twinge of guilt that Id chosen working at an amusement park over Nick.

Dont be silly, Sarah had said. Youre young! You have to explore options. Plenty of time later to put him first. Which, in retrospect, seemed odd advice from someone who was about to make a permanent commitment to a guy.

I slipped the electronic key into the slot, watched the green light come on, turned the knob, opened the door, stared in disbelief

And wondered what in the world Id gotten myself into.












Chapter 2



It was unmistakably obvious that Jordan had moved in already. It was equally obvious that she didnt realize wed only be here for three months or that she was sharing a room with someone. I gingerly made my way through the quagmire of crap that shed left in the room: discarded boxes, strewn clothes, inline skates, tennis racketdid she think we were on vacation here?

A single bed was on either side of the room. On the far wall, a deskone for me, one for my roomiesat on either side of the window that looked out over the lake. The blinds were raised and I had a spectacular view of the water.

My desk had a phone. Hers had a computer, a television, and an iPod speaker setup. I assumed since the bed on the right was covered in clothes that Jordan had claimed that side of the room. The dresser beside it was cluttered, the accordion door of her closet half open.

Sitting on what I perceived to be my bed, my solitary suitcase and backpack on the floor beside me, I wondered if I should try to find Zoe (London, England) and ask for a room transfer. My roommate was a slob. Not that I was a neat freak or anythingI mean, my mom had to threaten me with withholding my allowance to get me to clean my roombut lets get real here.

At home, the entire room was my domain. Here, we were supposed to learn about living with someone new, giving and taking equally, sharing, respecting the other persons space.

Jordan had three-fourths of the space already.

My impression of her had formed: slob, inconsiderate, disaster

The phone rang.

I knew it couldnt be for me. I hadnt given anyone the number yet. Besides, I had a cell phone in the front pocket of my backpack that anyone who knew me would use. I thought about letting the phone on the desk go unanswered, but it goes against my nature. Theres just something about the ringing of the phone that calls to me to pick it up. Even when I know it isnt going to be for me. So I did what any self-respecting girl would do. I snatched up the receiver.

Hello?

Hey! Is this Jordans room?

No, this is her roommate. I dont know what possessed me to toss out a smart comment, but the guy laughed.

Pretty funny! Is she there?

Nope.

Can I leave a message?

Sure.

Just tell her, Cole loves ya.

Okay.

Thanks.

He hung up. I reached down, grabbed my backpack, set it on my bed, and pulled out my decision-maker. Compared to modern technology, my decision-maker was pretty old-fashioned: a spiral notebook where I list the pros and cons for any major decision, so that I always make wise and informed choices. Its kind of an obsession with me. Sarah is always telling me that I take it to the extreme, but I believe in looking at all the options.

I turned to the last page, jerked out a blank sheet of paper, and wrote, Cole called. No way was I going to get into delivering really personal messages about love. I folded the paper in half and set it on the edge of her desk, tucking a corner beneath her iPod speakers.

Obviously, my roomie had a boyfriend. I wondered if he was here. I thought about how nice it was that hed called her, and it made me miss Nick more.

Nick was the absolute best. We had so much in commonwent to the same high school, excelled in the same subjects, had the same friends. One night wed all gone to the movies together. As usual Nick was sitting beside me. And, I dont know. The movie wasnt that good. Okay, it was really pretty terrible. And Nick leaned over and said exactly what I was thinking: Well never get these hundred and twenty minutes of our lives back. And when I turned to reply, his face was so close to mine

I didnt remember moving toward him, or him moving toward me. But suddenly we were kissing, and wed been an item ever since. And we were going to remain an item even though we would be far apart. Me, up north on a great lake. Him down south in Texas.

We had e-mail and instant messaging and text messaging and our cell phoneswe could manage.

Couldnt we? Sure we could. No sweat.

I was reaching for my cell phone to call him when the phone on the desk rang again. I almost let it ring, but in the end, I didnt have the willpower to deny the sirens call.

Hello.

Silence. Great.

Helllloooo? I repeated.

Sorry. Are you Jordans roommate?

Okay, I was starting to hate my roomie now. Another guy? And this oneoh my gosh, he had a voice like Brad Pitt, Orlando Bloom, and Colin Farrell all rolled into one. It just sent a shiver of pleasure through me. Really strange. I never reacted that way to a guys voice. Not even Nicks. But this onedeep, smooth, just a little

You still there? he asked.

I was totally embarrassed. I swallowed, cleared my throat. Sorry. I got distracted watching the boats on the lake.

Yeah, right, Megan. Uh, yes, Im her roommate. Shes not here. Did you want to leave a message?

Even though my roommate was obviously an inconsiderate jerk, I wasnt going to stoop to that level. Sarah would be proud of me. She was always advising me not to get caught up in pettiness. Although Id learned long ago that what she usually meant was, dont argue with me.

Has anyone ever told you that you have an incredibly sexy voice?

I held the phone away from my ear and stared at it. Had he said what I thought he had? First of all, my voice is not sexy. Its kind of raspy-sounding. Nick told me once that I sounded like his Aunt Carolyn who smoked cigarettes. Hardly flattering.


I knew this guy must be a major player. He was coming on to me and he didnt even know me. What a creep! The fact that I was thinking the same thing about his voice only seconds earlier didnt lessen my irritation with him. What kind of guy calls for one girl and flirts with another?

Jerk!

Do you want to leave a message? I asked, impatiently.

Whats your name?

My name?

Yeah. I bet its as intriguing as your voice.

Hardly.

Let me be the judge. What is it?

Is that the message you want to leave for Jordan? That you want to be a judge?

He laughed. Big mistake to make him laugh because the deep rumble shimmered down to my toes and made them curl. Laughter never made my toes react. This was too totally strange.

Come on, whats the big secret? Is it something embarrassing maybe? Millicent?

I rolled my eyes. No.

Bambi?


I ground my teeth together. No.

Come on. Theres no way its as bad as my name.

Whats your name? I asked.

I thought youd never ask. Parker.

I scowled. His name wasnt bad at all. Had he tricked me into expressing an interest in him?

So I can tell her Parker called?

Whos going to tell her?

I swear I heard him smile. I know thats impossible, but it sure sounded like a smile in his voice. I relented.

Megan.

I like it.

My mom would be thrilled to know she has your seal of approval.

He laughed again. It was an infectious laugh. It made me want to laugh with him, but I was so not going to play his game.

Look, Im really busy here, I said.

Watching the boats?

Unpacking.

We could watch them together.

Do you not listen? Im unpacking.


So you just got there?

Yeah.

Met Jordan yet?

Not in person, no.

But you see evidence of her personality?

Definitely.

Let me guess. Clothes everywhere. Looks like a tornado ripped through the room.

Sorta. Look, I really need to go.

Gotcha. It was nice to meet you.

We didnt actually meet.

Close enough. Just tell Jordan I called.

I will.

I hung up, grabbed the piece of paper with her previous message, scrawled another name, and set it back in place. I was obviously rooming with Miss Popularity.

Already, I regretted taking my chances with a roommate. Not that I really had any other choice. I didnt know anyone who was working at the amusement park, and even if I had managed to convince Nick to join me, the dorm policies prohibited girls and guys from sharing a room.

The questionnaire Id completed requesting a room had asked only one question regarding roommate preference: Do you smoke?

So all I really knew about Jordan was that she didnt smoke, and she was a slob, a guy magnet, and from Los Angeles. Not exactly resounding endorsements.

I walked to the window and looked out onto the lake. I could see the boats that Id fibbed about watching: sailboats and speed boats. People were spread out on blankets and beach towels on the sand near the water, absorbing the last rays of the late May sun. The next weekend would kick off the summer and the theme park would go into high gear. Right now the park opened late in the morning and closed at seven in the evening. This week was training for the new employees.

The door suddenly sprang open. I whipped around.

And there was my roommate. Had to be. She was way shorter than me, maybe five-five to my five-nine. She had short, cropped hair the color of a midnight sky and sapphire blue eyes.

Oh, gosh! Im so sorry! she exclaimed, moving into the room like a strong wind was pushing her. Id planned to get back and get everything cleaned up, but then Ross wanted to go to the lake, and I couldnt find my bathing suit.

And who was Ross? Guy number three?

She dropped two large shopping bags on her bed. Can you believe that I didnt pack my bathing suit? Hello?!? Were on a lake! How dumb was that? Totally. So we had to go to the mall, and wouldnt you know it? They were having a beginning of summer sale, and no way could I buy only a bikini. You know? She hopped over a box and grinned at me like shed won something. Im Jordan, by the way. In case you didnt figure that out. Her eyes got really big. Which Im sure you probably did. Because you look like youre really smart.

I just stared at her. Id never had anyone talk nonstop for so long. Was she on some sort of drugs? And what did really smart look like?

She laughed. Youre Megan, right?

Right.

Well, itll only take me about fifteen minutes to get everything picked up. She jerked her thumb toward the door that led into the bathroom and whispered, Our suitemates are total slobs.

Our room had a bathroom that connected to the room next door. I hadnt even thought to check it out, but I was also totally stunned that shed think anyone was a slob. My mom told me once that people never see their own faults but will see them in other people. That was certainly true of my roomie.

Although she had spoken the truth about cleaning up quickly. It wasnt taking her long at all, mostly because she was just closing up boxes and stacking them in the closet, tossing clothes in drawers. She definitely took the minimalist view on tidy.

So youre from Dallas, huh? Weve been there a couple of times for vacation and stuff, mostly at the airport, passing through, you know? On our way to someplace else. Is this your first time working here?

I was getting dizzy. Yep.

She laughed. Yep? That sounds so Texan. You dont have much of an accent. I thought Texans had slow drawls.


Depends on which part of Texas youre from. I was anxious to get the conversation turned away from me. By the way, you got some phone calls while you were out. I pointed at her desk.

Oh, gosh, I didnt think anyone would ever call me here. Jordan snatched up the sheet of paper and scanned it. Cole called! That was so sweet of him. Did he say anything special, why he called?

I shrugged, shook my head. He could tell her when he saw her that he loved her. Not really.

Huh. He usually leaves a love ya message, as his signature. Ive never figured out why, but thats Cole. Lots of love. How about Parker? Her voice softened with the mention of his name. He didnt leave a message either?

Again I shook my head.

Im surprised he called. He hates talking on the phone.

Could have fooled me. The guy was a regular chatterbox.

Jordan picked up the receiver and began pressing numbers. She gave me a wink as she waited.

Hi! I know! I know! She bobbed her head from side to side. I went shopping and I had my cell phone with me, but Id forgotten to recharge itI know, I know, Ill charge it tonight. Yeah, she seems really nice. So I was worrying for nothing. Just like you said. Im going to come over later. OkaySee you in a bit. Love yaBye.

Jordan hung up. Parkerhe is just so cool. Hes worked here two summers already so he knows everything and everyone. Im going to have him give me some tips for tomorrow.

Does he live in the dorm?

No way! Hes nineteen, already had a year away at college, totally out on his own. No way would he live somewhere with a curfew. Hes living in a little house on the lake down the way.

I understood why Jordan was a short person. Any energy her body would have needed to expend in growing had been used up talking. She didnt even stop to breathe.

A knock sounded on the door. She bounced over and flung it open. A tall, slender guy with brown hair hanging past his ears was leaning against the doorway.

I could only hope that this wasnt guy number four.








End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





OEBPS/MSRCover.png
& HarperCollins e-books

Thrill Ride

Rachel[Hawthorne)






