N ASPASERY. PP ESTON

FTHE # NEWSY CIREEM AN ES B ESTSEELINGEAUTHOR OF THE CELLAR

THE TWIN



ALSO BY NATASHA PRESTON

The Cellar
Awake
The Cabin
You Will Be Mine
The Lost



THE TWIN

NATASHA PRESTON

EEEEEEEEEEEEEE



This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Text copyright © 2020 by Natasha Preston
Cover photograph copyright © 2020 by Marie Carr/Arcangel

All rights reserved. Published in the United States by Delacorte Press, an imprint of Random
House Children’s Books, a division of Penguin Random House LLC, New York.

Delacorte Press is a registered trademark and the colophon is a trademark of Penguin
Random House LLC.

Visit us on the Web! GetUnderlined.com
Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us at RHTeachersLibrarians.com

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
Names: Preston, Natasha, author.
Title: The twin / Natasha Preston.

Description: New York : Delacorte Press, [2020] | Audience: Ages 12 up. | Audience: Grades
7—9. | Summary: After sixteen-year-old Ivy’s twin sister, Iris, moves in with her and their
father, Ivy learns that Iris is trying to push her out of her own life—and may be responsible for
their mother’s death.

Identifiers: LCCN 2019037246 | ISBN 978-0-593-12496-3 (trade paperback) | ISBN 978-0-
593-12495-6 (ebook)

Subjects: CYAC: Sisters—Fiction. | Twins—Fiction. | Grief—Fiction. | Mental illness—Fiction. |
High schools—Fiction. | Schools—Fiction.

Classification: LCC PZ7.P9234 Two 2020 | DDC [Fic]—dc23

Ebook ISBN 9780593124956

Random House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and celebrates the right to
read.

Penguin Random House LLC supports copyright. Copyright fuels creativity, encourages
diverse voices, promotes free speech, and creates a vibrant culture. Thank you for buying an
authorized edition of this book and for complying with copyright laws by not reproducing,
scanning, or distributing any part in any form without permission. You are supporting writers
and allowing Penguin Random House to publish books for every reader.

V5.4
ep


http://GetUnderlined.com
http://RHTeachersLibrarians.com

Contents

Cover

Also by Natasha Preston
Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 77
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Chapter 18
Chapter 19
Chapter 20



Chapter 21
Chapter 22
Chapter 23
Chapter 24
Chapter 25
Chapter 26
Chapter 27
Chapter 28
Chapter 29
Chapter 30
Chapter 31
Chapter 32
Chapter 33
Chapter 34
Chapter 35
Chapter 36
Chapter 37
Chapter 38
Chapter 39
Chapter 40
Chapter 41
Chapter 42
Chapter 43
Chapter 44
Chapter 45
Chapter 46
Chapter 47
Chapter 48
Chapter 49



Acknowledgments



For Jon and Rosa. Thank you for everything.



I dig the tips of my yellow-painted fingernails into the firm leather seat
as Dad drives us home on the verge of breaking the speed limit. He’s
anxious to get back, but I would rather he slowed down. My stomach
dips, and I hold my breath, squeezing my eyes closed as he takes a
sharp corner.

With my muscles locked into place, I raise my eyes to the rearview
mirror. Thankfully, Dad’s eyes are fixed on the road, but there’s a
tightness to them that’s unsettling. He’s a good driver, and I trust him
with my life, but I'm not a fan of this speed.

The car, a black Mercedes, is immaculate and still smells brand-
new a year on, so I'm surprised that he’s driving so fast on dusty
country roads.

Everything is going to be different now, and he seems to be in a
hurry to start our new life.

It’s not right. We need to slow down, savor the ease of what our
lives used to be, because the new one waiting for us in just five
minutes, I don’t want. Things weren’t perfect before, but I want my old

life back.
The one where Mom was still alive.

It’s spring, her favorite season. Flowers have begun to brighten
our town, turning the landscape from a dull green to a rainbow of
color. It’s my favorite time of year, too, when the sun shows itself and
the temperature warms enough so you don’t need a coat.

I'm always happier in spring. But right now, it might as well be
winter again. I don’t feel my mood lifting, and I definitely don’t care
that I'm not wearing a stupid coat.



My twin sister, Iris, is in the front passenger seat. She’s staring out
the window, occasionally starting a short conversation. It’s more than
I've done. There’s been nothing but silence from me. It’s not because I
don’t care; it’s because I don’t know what to say. There are no words
for what has happened.

Everything I think of seems dumb and insignificant. Nothing is big
enough to fill the enormous void left by our mom.

The warm spring sun shines into the car, but it’s not strong
enough to hurt my eyes. I don’t want to close them again anyway.
Every time I do, I see her pale face. So pale she didn’t look real. Her
once rosy cheeks gone forever. It was like staring at a life-size
porcelain doll.

I wish I hadn’t gone to the funeral home to see her. My last image
of her will be her lifeless body.

When I go back to school, I'll be fine. I'll swim and study until it
doesn’t hurt anymore.

Or I'll want that to work, but I know it’s going to take more than a
couple of distractions to make the pain disappear.

We turn down our road and my toes curl in my tennis shoes.
I swallow a lump that leaves my throat bone-dry.

Dad slows, pulling into our drive and parking out front. Our house
feels like it’s in the middle of nowhere, but there are about ten houses
nearby and it’s a five-minute drive into town. I love the quiet and the
peace of my hometown, but I feel like it’s going to drive me crazy.
Right now I need loud and fast-paced. I need distractions and lots of
them.

Iris gets out of the car first, her butt-length, silky blond hair
blowing in the warm breeze. She’s home with me and Dad forever
now.

Our mom died after falling off a bridge while out running two
weeks ago. She was by a farm and the land was uneven and hilly. It
had been raining and there was mud on the ground. The rail on the
steep side of the short bridge was low, there more for guidance than
safety, and she slipped off. The bridge wasn’t very high, apparently,



but she hit her head and died instantly. That’s what the police told us.

Mom ran to keep fit and healthy so she could be around for me
and Iris longer, but it ended up killing her.

Her death is still impossible to process. I haven’t lived with my
mom or Iris for six years, since she and Dad divorced, but her
permanent absence weighs heavy in my stomach like lead.

When I was ten and our parents sat me and Iris down to explain
they were separating, I had been relieved. It had been coming for a
long time, and I was sick of hearing arguments while I pretended to
sleep upstairs. The atmosphere was cold at best, our parents barely
speaking but smiling as if I couldn’t see through the crap mask.

Iris and I have never had a conversation about it, but the
separation was a surprise to her. She shouted and then she cried while
I sat still, silently planning how I would tell them I wanted to live with
Dad. It wasn’t an easy choice for anyone, but we had to make one. Dad
and I had always been close; we share a lot in common, from movies
and music to hobbies and food. He’s the one to give us clear
guidelines, without which I would crumble. Mom was laid back,
sometimes too much, and I would never get anything done.

Besides, Mom always wanted to live in the city, and I never liked
how densely it’s populated.

Mom and Iris moved out; then they moved away to the city. I have
spent school holidays flitting between houses, sometimes missing out
on time with my twin thanks to conflicting schedules. She would be
with Dad while I was with Mom.

None of our family members, friends, or even neighbors could
understand it. You don’t separate twins. I get it—we’re supposed to be
able to communicate without speaking and literally feel each other’s
pain. But Iris and I have never been like that. We’re too different.

We’re not close, so although she’s my sister, it feels more like a
distant cousin is moving in.

She still has her bedroom here, which she and Dad redecorated
last year when she visited for the summer. But she’s brought a lot of
stuff with her from Mom’s. The trunk is full of her things.



I watch her walk to the front door as Dad cuts the engine. She has
a key to the house, of course, so she lets herself in.

Dad scratches the dark stubble on his chin. He usually shaves
every morning. “Are you okay, Ivy? You've barely said a word the
entire time we’ve been on the road.”

“I'm fine,” I reply, my voice low and gravelly.

Fine, the modern I'm not okay definition of the word, is what I
mean here. Everything has changed in the blink of an eye. Two weeks
is all it has taken to turn my world upside down. And what about Iris?
She was closer to Mom than anyone. What right do I have to fall apart
when she has lost even more than me?

“You can talk about it. Whenever you want.”

“I know, Dad. Thanks.”

His eyes slide to the house. “Let’s go inside.”

I take a long breath and stare at the front door.

I don’t want to go inside. When I go back in there, our new normal
starts. I'm not ready to let go of the old just yet. Until I walk through

that door, my twin isn’t living with us again because our mom has
died.

That’s all total rubbish, obviously. Not walking through that door
changes nothing, but I can pretend. I need longer.

“Ivy?” Dad prompts, watching me in the mirror with caution in his
blue eyes, almost afraid to ask me if everything is okay again in case I
crumble.

“Can I go to Ty’s first? I won’t be long.”
His brow creases. “We just got home....”

“I'll be back soon. I need a little time. It will give you an
opportunity to check in with Iris too. She’s going to need you a lot,
sometimes without me.”

He opens his door. “One hour.”

I get out, my heart lighter knowing I have an extra sixty minutes,
which I can stretch to seventy before he’ll call. “Thanks, Dad.”

Shutting the car door, I look back at the house.



What?

The hairs on my arms rise. Iris is watching me from the second-
floor window.

But she’s not in her bedroom.
She’s in mine.



Tyler lives down the road, so I get there in under a minute and knock
on the door.

He opens up and his leaf-green eyes widen. “Ivy.” Reaching out, he
tugs me into the tightest hug. His arms wrap around my back, and I
sink into him. “Hey,” he whispers. “You okay?”

“Not really,” I mutter against his Ramones T-shirt.

“Come on.” His arms loosen but he doesn’t let go completely, his
fingers sliding between mine as he leads me inside. “When did you get
home?”

“A couple of minutes ago. I haven’t been in the house yet.”

He eyes me curiously as we walk up to his bedroom, his head
turning back every second step. Even though his parents are at work,
he leaves the bedroom door open. Rule one. If we break it, we’ll never
be allowed to spend time together without a chaperone.

Neither of us will break it.

I let go of his hand and collapse onto his bed. His pillow is so soft,
and it smells like him. It’s comforting and everything I need right now.

The bed dips beside me as Ty sits down. Running his hand
through his surfer style chestnut hair, he asks, “Do you want to talk?”

I press against the ache in my chest. “I don’t know what to say.”

“I'm not your dad or sister, Ivy. I'm not looking for comforting
words. You don’t need to pretend you're okay for me. Tell me how you
feel.”

I roll from my side to my back so I can see him. “I feel lost, and I
feel stupid for being such a wreck.”

“Babe, your mom died. Why do you feel stupid?”



Shrugging, I shake my head and swallow so I don’t cry. “I don’t
know. I'm supposed to be more together. Don’t I have a reputation for
having a cold heart?”

“No, that means you don’t cry when whatever boy band breaks up,
not that you’re made of stone and don’t cry for your mom.”

I love that he doesn’t know the names of any relevant boy bands.

Iris has always been the emotional one. I'm the logical one. Unless
something really affects my life, I'm not going to cry over it. What I
rock at doing, though, is stressing and overthinking.

“Iris hasn’t cried once that I know of,” I tell him. “And all I've done
is cry. It’s like we've reversed roles.” Dad and I arrived at their house
eleven days ago, the day Mom died. Iris was like a robot. She got up,
showered, dressed, and ate. She tidied and watched TV. Iris continued
her routine as usual, but it was all in silence as if Dad and I weren’t
there. She only started talking properly again this morning.

“Everyone handles grief differently.”

I look up at his ceiling. Everyone deals with all sorts of things
differently; I just didn’t realize that Iris and I would walk through this
totally out of character. We may look the same, besides her hair being
about five inches longer, but we’re nothing alike. Now we’re swapping
parts of our personality?

Sighing, I stare straight into his eyes and whisper, “I don’t know
how to help her. I barely know her anymore.”

“You can’t fix it. You only have to be there for her. There’s nothing
anyone can do to accelerate the grief process; you have to let it
happen.”

I don’t like that at all. I like my control. If there’s a problem, I find
a solution. I don’t handle it well when there’s nothing I can do.

He chuckles. “You’ll learn how to do that, I promise.”

Sighing, I blink rapidly as tears sting the backs of my eyes. “My
mom is gone.”

“I know, and I'm so sorry.”
Get it together.



“Mom asked me to visit for the weekend last month,” I tell him.
“Ivy, don’t do this.”

“I told her I couldn’t because I was spending the weekend at the
pool to prepare for a swim meet I missed because she died.”

“Ivy,” he groans. “You had stuff to do, and it’s not like that’s never
happened before.”

I sigh into the sinking feeling in my gut. “Logically, I understand
that.”

“There’s no way you could have known what would happen, babe.”

I'm not all that good at forgiving myself. Everyone else, sure, but
not myself.

Ty shakes his head. “You can’t live up to the standards you hold
yourself to. No one’s perfect.”

All right, I'll give him that. But I constantly strive for perfect. The
perfect grades, fastest swimmer, solid circle of friends, real
relationships. I'm setting myself up to fail, I get that, and I would stop
if I could.

“It feels like Iris is only back to visit. We haven'’t lived together in
six years.”

His fingertips brush my blond hair. “You’ll all adjust, I promise.”

We will but we shouldn’t have to. Mom was too young to die. Iris
and I are too young to be without her. “I want things to go back to the
way they were.”

“You don’t want Iris there?” he asks softly.

“No, that’s not it. Of course I want her with us. I wish she didn’t
have to be, you know? So much has changed, and I'm not ready for any
of it. Mom is supposed to be here. Who is going to take me prom dress
shopping? She was going to scream when I graduate and totally
embarrass me. Who will cry first when I try on wedding dresses or
when I have a baby? There is so much that she’s going to miss. I don’t
know how to do it all without her.”

I have Dad, but all those things won’t be the same without Mom.
“Ivy,” he says, brushing his fingers across my face and down my



cheek. “She will be there for all of that and more.”
Yeah, only she won’t. Not in the way I need.

“Iris was in my room,” I say, changing the subject before I lose the
control I've only just regained after yesterday.

“Okay...”

“She was watching me from my room when I left to come here.”
“Did you tell her you were going out?”

“No.”

“Maybe she was curious.”

I bite my bottom lip. Maybe, but what was she doing in my room
in the first place? Hers is right next to mine, so she could see me
outside from her window too.

“Hmm,” I reply, not entirely sure where I'm going with this. I've
been in her room, so it’s not a big deal. “Yeah, maybe. It just seems
weird.”

Ty lies down beside me. “It’s not weird for her to want to be close
to you. There’s a lot of change for her, and she’s the one who’s had to
move, leaving behind all of her friends.”

I wince at his words. “Yeah, I know.”

Iris has lost so much, and if being around me and my stuff helps
her even a little bit, then it’s fine with me. Oh God, and I’'m here. She
was in my room probably wanting to be close to me, and I left.

I left her!
My heart sinks to my stomach. “I should go.”
His hand freezes on my jaw. “Already?”

“I have an hour, but...” I've already been a terrible sister, no need
to continue that.

He nods. “You need to be home with your dad and Iris.”
“Thanks for understanding, Ty.”

Well, this was brief, but worth it. We get off the bed and walk
downstairs past the line of pictures showing Ty growing up. The last
one is of us both, arms around each other smiling at the school



Christmas dance.

Ty put things into perspective for me. I've been cooped up in a
bubble of me, Dad, Iris, and Mom’s side of the family—I haven’t gotten
enough distance to give myself any clarity.

I follow him out of the house, chewing my lip as I go. I've been so
focused on me and how I feel that I haven’t really thought about Iris.
Maybe we will grow closer, and that can be the one good thing to come
out of this tragedy.

“Call me if you need anything,” he says, holding on to the edge of
the front door.

I lean in and give him a quick kiss. “I will. Thanks.” Then I turn
and run along the sidewalk all the way back to my house.

My feet hit the asphalt so hard it sends sparks of pain along my
shins, but I don’t slow down. I pass our neighbors’ houses in a blur,
their pruned hedges and rosebushes flashing by. Sucking in air that
burns, I reach out and almost slam right into the front door. Bowing
my head, I grip the door handle, my lungs screaming for the oxygen
I've deprived them of during my sprint.

“Dad? Iris?” I call as I walk into the house.

“In the kitchen,” Dad replies.

I swing left and find Dad sitting alone at the table.

“Where’s Iris?” I ask, breathless.

“Upstairs. She didn’t want to talk.”

Oh. It was selfish of me to run off the second we pulled up. “I'm
going to check on her.”

Dad nods. “And I'll start dinner. What do you want?”

I shrug. This past eleven days have been nutrient free. We've
grabbed whatever food we could manage, usually sandwiches and
takeout. I feel hungry, but when food is placed in front of me, I can
barely stomach a bite.

“Anything,” I reply, heading upstairs.

Iris must feel so lost. I don’t know if she’s had much contact with
her friends, but I do know I haven’t seen her on her phone at all. She



needs them now, probably more than she needs me and Dad.

I climb the stairs, tying my long wavy hair in a knot on top of my
head, and knock on her door. “Iris, it’s me. Can I come in?”

“Sure,” she replies.

Okay, I was expecting some resistance.

I open the door and offer a small smile as I head into the room.
She’s sitting on the edge of her bed, doing nothing. Her long hair fans
around her body like a cloak.

“Dumb question, but...how do you feel?” I ask.

She shrugs one shoulder. “I'm not sure there’s a word for it.” Her
eyes are sunken, ringed with dark circles that make her look a lot older
than she is. I don’t think she’s sleeping well either.

We have the same shade of dark blond hair and the same pale blue
eyes.

“Well, do you need anything?” Besides the obvious.

“I'm good.”

Raising my eyebrows, I move deeper into her room. “Are you?”

She meets my gaze. “Are you?”

“No, I'm not.” I wring my hands. “We can talk...if you want?”

We don’t talk, not about real, deep stuff, anyway. She has her
friends for that, and I have mine. It’s actually kind of sad how we’ve
missed out on that close twin bond. It’s the only thing I regret about
staying with Dad when Iris moved away with Mom.

She tilts her head. “Can we talk?”

“Well, I know that’s not usually our thing, but it can be. I mean,
I'm willing...and we are twins.”

“We shared a womb, share a birthday and DNA, but I've never felt
like a twin. We never talk.”

Okay, ouch. We used to talk when we were little. I remember being
five and sneaking into each other’s room at night. We didn’t share
because we were too different—her room candy pink and mine ocean
blue. But it didn’t matter after dark; we would make a den out of
blankets, grab our flashlights, and talk about random fairy-tale things



our imaginations would conjure.

Iris was going to marry a British prince and eventually become
queen, and I was going to travel the world in an old Mustang like the
one our grandad used to own.

Somewhere over time and our parents’ separation, our silly
dreams died, and we stopped sharing any new ones.

“Do you want to talk, Iris?”

Her haunted eyes look right through me. “I want so much more
than that.”



Neither of us speaks for what feels like hours. The silence stretches,
and I pull my bottom lip between my teeth.

This shouldn’t be so awkward.
“What do you mean you want so much more than that?”
What more is there to have if we’re talking?

She finally moves and shuffles back on the bed until her back hits
the wall. Clearing her throat, she says, “Obviously I mean I want to be
sisters. Properly. We've never stopped being twins, but we stopped
being friends.”

I blink twice before I reply. “I want that too. I don’t enjoy feeling
like I only have a sibling during school holidays.” Iris and I need to
stick together. We might be worlds apart, but we have both lost the
same mom.

She gives me a fleeting smile. “Maybe you should sit down then.”

“Okay.” I let go of my hands and sit on her bed. But that’s about as
far as I know where to go with this. Words still evade me. Or the right
ones do, anyway. I could have a thousand different conversations
about shows on Netflix, books, and swimming. I'm not sure any of that
is going to help me right now.

“Will you tell me about school and your friends? I assume I'll be
enrolling.”

“Oh. Yeah, okay.” Of course she’s going to have to enroll at my
high school. I didn’t think of that, but she can’t go to her old one; it’s
over an hour away. “So, you've met Haley and Sophie. I trust those
girls with my life.”

Iris smiles. “I remember Haley and Sophie from last summer.



They seemed nice.”

“They are.” We met when we joined the swim team as freshmen
and have been besties ever since.

“Do you think they’ll mind me hanging around with you?”
“You’re my sister. Of course they won’t mind.”

“Thanks, Ivy. What about your boyfriend?”

“Ty. You’ll get along with him too.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t make myself a third wheel. It would just be
nice to spend time with you. I...I don’t want to be alone right now.”

I shake my head. “I'm not worried about that, Iris. You can hang
with me whenever you want.” Since the first day of high school, Haley,
Sophie, and I have been inseparable. I don’t mind adding a fourth to
our group, and I don’t think they would either. Iris will probably make
her own friends fast enough anyway; she’s a cheerleader, not a
swimmer like me and my friends. We have a cheerleading squad that
I'm sure Iris can get on. Ty plays football, so he’ll be able to introduce
her to the team and hopefully make it easier for her to join. That’s if
she wants to continue cheerleading.

“Is there anyone I need to look out for at school? Like, the mean
girls?”

I turn my nose up. “Ellie, cheer captain, so many blond highlights
I'm surprised her hair hasn’t fallen out, can be a bit snobby, but she’s
harmless.”

Why does she want to talk about people at school and not Mom? I
understand that she wants to make the transition as smooth as
possible—there is no getting away from this situation—but we’ve only
been home for twenty minutes.

“Iris, you do know that everything will be fine, don’t you?”

She presses her lips together and looks away.

“You can tell me how you're feeling. You're not going through this
alone.”

Iris doesn’t move an inch; her body is so still I move closer to see if
she’s still breathing. Her chest rises.



“I miss her,” I say. “I don’t see her for weeks, sometimes months,
but I already miss her so much, I don’t know if I'll ever get past it.”

“Ivy,” she whispers, her voice calm and cold. “Can we not do this
right now, please?”

I take a breath, closing my eyes. “Sure, okay.”

“I’'m sorry. If you want to talk about her, talk to Dad.”

Dad’s a good listener. But he can’t understand the way Iris can.
I open my eyes and give her a smile. “Whenever you're ready.”

Her pale eyes watch me closely, like we’re playing chess and she’s
planning her next move. She’s pretty unreadable to me. We haven’t
spent nearly enough time together over the last six years for me to
know what all her expressions mean.

“Thank you, Ivy,” she replies a little too formally to be sincere.
Back up, she needs time. “I'll leave you to it, then,” I say.

Iris doesn’t move or respond, so I get up. Okay, I'll go. Turning
around, I walk out of her room and pull the door shut.

What just happened there?

“Ivy, Iris,” Dad shouts. “Pizza will be here soon.”

“Okay, Dad,” I reply, running down the stairs.

“I’'m worried about her,” I tell him.

He looks over his shoulder as he gets plates from the cupboard.
“Iris?”

Duh. “Yeah, she’s acting strange.”

“Ivy...”

“No, I get how that sounds, and I know what’s going on. But she
was more interested in talking about school and my friends. She’s

talking about fitting in and having a new life here. Don’t you think
that’s too soon?”

He shrugs. “This is new for all of us, Ivy. If that’s what helps her at
the minute, can it be bad?”

“Yes! Maybe. I can’t imagine going back to school yet, let alone a
new school.” Though I don’t have much choice. College scouts need to



see me at my best. I have to get back in the pool if I want to go to
Stanford. Dad can’t afford to send me there, so I need a scholarship.
To be perfect in the pool, I can’t afford any more time off.

He tilts his head. “Honey, don’t overthink this. We're all doing the
best we can. Let her cope in her way.”

“By pretending?”

“If that’s what she needs, I think we can give her a little more time.
Why is this bothering you so much? It’s very early days.”

I shrug. “I guess I thought we could talk about it, you know? We're
going through the same thing.” I need to talk about Mom. I need more
than the few weeks each year I spent with her.

“You're trying to fix this,” he says. “You see everything so black-
and-white. I love that you have always been good at solving problems,
sometimes before they even become problems, but there is no quick fix
here. You can’t do anything for Iris until she wants you to, so please
focus on what you need. Do you want me to arrange grief counseling? I
think it would be a good idea for you.”

For me. Not for me and Iris. He’s worried that I'll try and fix my
grief too fast and make things worse. There’s a rush with me because I
hate when my life is off balance. Iris isn’t ready to start at all.

“Yes,” I reply. I'm all for talking through your issues, but I don’t
think a chat with Ty or my friends is going to work here. Therapy with
a trained professional is the solution, so I want to do it. The sooner I
can stop feeling like I'm treading water, the better.

“There is no fast-track with grief, though, Ivy,” Dad says, reading
my intention.

That’s not true. Anything can be accelerated if done properly. I
want to remember Mom without the heavy sadness and bitter anger.
It’s not fair that she’s gone.

“That’s not what I'm doing,” I lie.

He doesn’t believe me, but he doesn’t get time to say so because
the doorbell rings.

Saved by pizza.



In the end, no one ate much of the two large pizzas Dad ordered. I
think he had about four slices—nowhere near his record—while Iris
and I picked at one each.

I'm disappointed in myself, because I can eat pizza, but my
stomach rejected every bite. When Iris and I were younger, we would
eat two slices each, then have two for breakfast. We must have been
four or so and thought we were cool. We’d eat a whole pizza between
us, and the fact that it was over two days didn’t take away from our
amazement that we were so little and could do it.

Eating seems like such an odd thing to do when your world has
been rocked. The same as other mundane things like household
chores. It’s all so pointless. I want to go to the therapist now, at ten-
thirty at night, so I can get this over with and have things resemble
some sort of normal again.

I'm in the bathroom, looking at my exhausted reflection in the
mirror. Staring back at me are dull blue eyes. I don’t remember the
last time I got more than five hours of solid sleep, and it’s been worse
since Mom died. My mind doesn’t shut off easily; I'm constantly
thinking of things I need to do. I can usually tone it down if I train in
the pool a couple extra times in the week or go for a long run.

Swimming is my first love. When I'm in the pool, I'm free. There is
nothing but me and the water.

If there was a pool open now, I would go. Actually, going back to
school is looking like a good idea, just for the access to the pool. But
Dad wants me to take the rest of the week off and return when he
enrolls Iris. I wanted that, too, but the thought of spending the next
five days indoors, pretending things aren’t as bad as they are and



talking about friends, is suffocating.
I run my hands over my face. A few more days...you can make it.

Leaving the bathroom, I cross the hall. Iris must still be awake; I
can hear movement from her room. There’s no point in trying to talk
to her again. Dad is right—she has to be ready to deal with Mom’s
death.

“Night,” I say over my shoulder to Iris as I open my door.

Something in her room falls to the floor with a heavy thud. “Night,
Ivy!” she replies.

Frowning, I turn toward her room. “You okay?”

“Just dropped a book.”

I grip my door handle. I don’t think she’s willingly read a book
since we were five. Unless that’s another change in her.

Does she even have books here? I haven’t noticed any, but I don’t
exactly take inventory of her room.

The noise was loud, though. What are her books made from,
stone?

What is she doing in there, and why did it sound like a lie when
she told me she dropped a book? I mean, unless she dropped it from
the ceiling.

“Okay,” I say, and close myself in my room.

Nerves flutter in my stomach. I push my palm into the center of
my belly and wince. I don’t enjoy feeling like something is majorly off,
besides the obvious, and I don’t know what it could be.

I don’t trust my instincts right now, because I could well be feeling
anxious over this being a situation that I have no control over.

Okay, you seriously need to sleep.

Shaking away as many of the swirling thoughts as I can, I climb
into bed. This is the part where I lie awake for ages, my mind spinning
with a million thoughts, each one of them fighting for time. It’s where I
make plans to silence the thoughts and worries, one by one.

I curl onto my side and tug my quilt up to my chin.

My eyes flit closed, and Mom’s face enters my mind. She’s been a



prominent thought since she died, but there’s nothing I can do about
that. I can usually work through a problem in my head until it’s solved
and then move on to the next. Mom is a sticking point. I would do
anything to have her back, but that can never happen. We're not in
some fantasy novel.

Every night, I see her and think about her until I want to scream
because I miss her so much.

I roll onto my stomach as if a change in position will make
everything fall out of my head so I can sleep.

Next door, Iris moves around her room. Her footsteps aren’t as
light as she’s trying to make them. If she’s even trying to be quiet.
Something scrapes across the carpet. It’s almost eleven at night. Who
rearranges furniture this late?

Unless she’s taken up yoga.

But who does that after they’'ve gone to bed? Maybe she does sleep
yoga. Okay, I'm ridiculous.

I wish I could get some sleep. My thoughts would be much more
rational.

Another thump hits my wall from her side.

For real? I already have countless thoughts that prevent me from
falling asleep quickly as it is. I don’t need Iris doing...whatever it is
she’s doing keeping me up too.

I don’t want to get out of bed because I just got comfortable, so I
pick up my phone and text Iris.

Everything okay?

She takes a minute to reply.

Fine. Why?

Oh, playing it like that, are we?



The banging?

Sorry, just organizing some things. I'll be quiet now

Organizing what at this hour? She’s not starting school yet; there
will be plenty of time to make changes to her room.

Do you need help?

Yeah, I'm being polite. It’ll be so annoying if she accepts my offer.

No, thanks. I'm kind of private about my room and my things.

I relax my muscles and sigh. Good, I'm glad that I don’t have to
move. My body pulses with the ache of the day and sitting in some
awkward position earlier.

Okay. Night.

I love how she’s private and her room is off-limits but she has no
issue walking into my space. Double standards much?

Putting my phone back on my nightstand, I close my eyes and
wait.

Outside, the patter of rain slowly hits my window. It’s soothing,
the constant yet intermittent taps against the glass. The rain is always
the best thing to take my mind off...well, my mind. I've tried listening
to rain forest noises, but it does nothing for me.

I focus on the rain and breathe deeply until I eventually fall asleep.



Stretching my arms above my head, I yawn. It’s early—6:05. The rain
helped me fall asleep, but I woke up at 3:30 and was drifting in and
out for the rest of the night—or morning. Whatever.

I'm tired. Fortunately, I'm used to being tired.

Mom kept popping back in my head in the early hours, consuming
every thought. Some of them were facts; some took on a fictional route
and ran with it. I know how she died, so why did my mind keep
conjuring thoughts and images of her being hit or being drowned?
Why did I think about her recovering from the fall and running away?
That one was the cruelest, because there is no chance of her coming
home. She didn’t recover; I've seen her lifeless body. Which, in
hindsight, isn’t smart for someone with an overactive imagination.

She would never leave us by choice. Nothing could scare her away
from her family.

So I tossed and turned for that whole time, worrying that I'll never
get Mom out of my head. I don’t want to picture her lying on the
ground bleeding. Or whatever else I dream up.

The grief process needs to begin now; maybe then I'll get some
peace. Or at the very least, I'll stop seeing my mom dead in different
scenarios. I'll take that.

My feet hit the carpet as I swing out of bed. I curl my toes, feeling
the thick pile under my bare feet.

I practically drag my heavy legs downstairs in search of caffeine.

The house is still and quiet. At this hour it always appears empty,
like no one is living here at all. Dad and I don’t have much stuff, so the
house is a little on the bare side since Mom took all the house “bling,”



as she called it.
I walk into the kitchen and raise my hand for the light switch.
“Morning,” Iris says.

Her chipper voice makes me jump. I flick the light on as my heart
races, and Iris smiles. The blinds are shut, so it’s still pretty dark.

She laughs. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”
“What are you doing here?” I ask, taking a breath.
“I live here now, Ivy.”

God, my heart is still thumping. “No, I mean, in the kitchen.
Sitting in the dark.”

“I woke up and couldn’t get back to sleep.”

“But why are you sitting in the dark?”

“I like it.”

She likes sitting alone in the dark in total silence.
“Uh, okay. Do you want coffee?” I ask.

Folding her arms, she rests them on the counter and watches me.
“Please. It’s nice to have someone make the coffee for me. Mom
sometimes did it before she went for a run.”

“Ugh, I love running, but I couldn’t do it every day.”

“Yeah, you and Mom probably had more in common than she and
I did. You both like to exercise.”

“You cheer,” I say, grabbing two mugs from the cupboard as the
coffee brews.

“I did. Now I'm not going to be doing anything.”

I look over my shoulder. What a bleak view. “Why do you say
that?”

“Dad doesn’t want me to start school for another two weeks.” She
rolls her eyes. “Yet you can go back in four days. How is that fair?”

“He’s worried about you, Iris. You're not only dealing with Mom’s
death, but you've also had to move away from everything you’ve

known for the last six years. I'm going back to a school I know. You're
going to be the new girl.”



“I'm aware, but I'm not made of glass. I can handle a new school.
Besides, it’s not like this place is all new to me. I did live here once. In
this very house.”

She has a point. Iris was always the confident one, the kid who
played outside. Mom would sit in front and watch her play with a
couple of the neighbor’s children. Shame that they moved away years
ago, because Iris could probably do with seeing a familiar face—one
that isn’t exactly the same as hers.

“Talk to Dad. He’s always been a good listener. If you're ready to
start earlier, he’ll let you.”

At least, I think he will. He’s nowhere near as laid back as Mom
was, but he’s still not great at denying his daughters something they
want.

Her pale eyes gloss over like she’s no longer listening, or she
doesn’t believe me. She taps a manicured fingernail on the marble
countertop.

The coffeemaker stops and I put a mug down in front of her. I take
the next stool, joining her in sitting.

“How are you feeling?” I ask.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see her lips purse. She’s
uncomfortable when I talk about Mom or ask how she’s doing. It’s
been the same since Mom died. Iris has closed that part of her life
completely.

“Fine. You?” she replies in a sharp tone.

She doesn’t want to talk, and she doesn’t want me to talk. “Yeah,
I'm good. I'm going to call a therapist today. Have you thought about
talking to someone?”

“Nope. But good for you.”

“Okay,” I reply, wrapping my hands lightly around the hot mug.
“What do you want to do today?”

“I want to go out. No offense, but this house is kind of depressing.
Now that I'm living here full-time, we need to decorate.”

“Go for it.” Iris has good taste; she decorated Mom’s house with



her. It doesn’t bother me if she wants to hang art or scatter throw
cushions on the sofas. Dad is a major minimalist and he loves his
gadgets, but I'm sure he wouldn’t mind giving the house a little more
personality.

“What are you girls doing up so early?”

Iris and I look to the doorway, where Dad is standing. His arms
are folded like he’s ready to give us the third degree. He’s suspicious,
but I don’t know why.

“We couldn’t sleep,” I tell him.

“You're huddled together like when you were little and wanted
something. Power in numbers?”

Iris laughs and flicks her hair over her shoulder. “We don’t want
anything, Dad.”

“Maybe not right now. What do you want to eat?”

“Do you have Pop-Tarts?” Iris asks. “I haven’t had those in years.”

I sigh. “I can’t go a week without having them.”

Iris raises her eyebrows. “You got the better metabolism. I have to
eat perfectly for this.” She gestures down her body with her hand.

I don’t think there’s any difference in size. We both keep active,
but Iris puts a lot more pressure on herself.

“Neither of you needs to change a thing,” Dad says. He’s very
diplomatic. “I'll get the Pop-Tarts.”

“There’s coffee in the pot, Dad,” I tell him. “So, I'd like to make an
appointment with that therapist today. You still have the number,
right?”

Dad slowly turns around. “Of course. I'll give Dr. Rajan a call. She
comes highly recommended. Iris?”

Iris looks up and blinks slowly. “Yes, Dad?” she asks as if she
doesn’t know where he’s going.

“Would you like me to make you an appointment too? It doesn’t
have to be the same therapist.”

“No, thanks.” She smiles tightly, her eyes dropping back to her
coffee mug.



I don’t know what it says about a therapist when they can see you
immediately. Or, more to the point, what it says about me when she
wants to see me immediately.

Either way, I'm in my bedroom getting dressed because Dr. Rajan
managed to squeeze me in this morning.

Does Dad know that I haven’t slept as well since Mom died, so he
begged her for an emergency appointment? That would be incredibly
embarrassing.

It was Dad who answered her questions; he was on his phone with
her for ages. In his office, of course, so I don’t know what he said. All I
know is that he came back after speaking to her at nine and I have an
hour to get to my appointment.

I'm overthinking. She probably had a cancellation. I have taken
plenty of appointments for my hair last-minute because someone
canceled.

I zip my skinny jeans and tug a dark gray tank top over my head. I
have Ty’s hoodie in case it gets cooler. Actually, I have a lot of Ty’s
hoodies here. Also, now my hoodies. The sun has scorched away any
sign of last night’s rain, though, so I think it’s going to be hot.

My phone rings and Ty’s name flashes on the screen. I texted him
about three minutes ago to tell him I’'m off to have my head examined.

My session with Dr. Rajan is predominately about bereavement,
but I'm not naive enough to think that’s where it’s going to end. Not
when I have a twin who moved home. I think she’s going to say things
and ask questions that go way beyond my mom’s death. Maybe lots of
them are connected. Maybe I'm overthinking. Again.



If I could get an off switch for my brain, that would be aces.

“Hey, Ty,” I say into the phone.

“Right now? You're going to see someone right now?”

His voice is rushed, and he sounds like he’s on high alert. He’s
worried. Ty knows that I find it hard to switch off and that I don’t sleep
well. But that’s nothing new. That’s always been me. He’s worried this
rush-job therapy session is more than the doctor having time to see me
SO soon.

I think I actually don’t want to know. Ignorance can be bliss and
all that.

“Like, right now. I'm slipping my shoes on as we speak. What do I
say to her?”

“Um...I don’t know. Let her ask the questions if you’re not sure
where to start. What happened last night or this morning to make this
happen so suddenly?”

“Nothing, really. She has a session free this morning, I guess.”

I don’t want to worry him. Before me, he didn’t worry much about
anything. Ty is super laid back, except when it comes to me. It’s sweet,
but I hate that I cause him stress.

“Okay,” he says hesitantly. “You can talk to me, too, you know? I
get that you want to speak to a professional, and I'm all for it, but I'm
here.”

“I know you are, Ty, and I appreciate it.”

But I don’t want to completely fall apart in front of you. Ty has
always been supportive and understanding, but we’re teenagers in
high school, and we don’t need our lives to be dark and heavy.

I can deal with the sleepless nights. During the day it’s not so bad.
I can still be me and swim and hang with my friends. My chipper
attitude begins to fade in the early evening, but by that point I'm
usually home. I'll get used to it if I'm to have even less sleep long-term.

“Call me when you’re done?”

“I will. Love you,” I say.

“Love you, babe.”



I hang up, put my phone in my bag, along with my water bottle,
and grab my car keys off my dresser. Time to face therapy.

I walk downstairs with my heart thudding and palms sweating.
This is something I want, so why do I feel so anxious? If I want to sit in
silence for an hour, I can. There’s no pressure. At least, I hope there
won't be.

My idea of therapy is limited to what I’'ve watched on TV, but the
therapists definitely don’t force you to talk if you don’t want to.

Still, if I’'m considering sitting in silence, why am I even going?

I know I'll talk. It’s how you heal, how you move on from whatever

you're grieving. If there’s one thing I like, it’s a solution to wrap up a
problem in a neat little bow.

“Dad, I'm leaving,” I shout as I reach the bottom of the stairs.

His office door opens down the hall and then his footsteps thud on
the wooden floor. Dad works in insurance and deals mostly with large
companies. Or something like that. He seems to be busy all the time
and had to build an office on the house to work from home. It’s where
he spends most of his time.

“Are you sure you don’t want me to take you?”

“No thanks, I'll be fine.”

He steps forward and wraps me in a hug. His arms squeeze a touch
too hard, and I wince.

“You're crushing me,” I squeak.

“Sorry.” He lets go and takes a step back. “I'm proud of you, Ivy.”

“Thanks, Dad. Hey, where’s Iris?”

“She went to her room, so I thought I would get some work done,”
he says. “You’d better go, or you’ll be late.”

Maybe I want to be late. So late that I have to reschedule. But
that’s a dumb idea, because if I keep putting it off, I'll always have this
first-session anxiety. Once I'm past that, things will be easier. “Later,
Dad.”

I turn around and walk out of the house super slowly. Today I
don’t feel in a hurry to get anywhere.



My thumb slips over the unlock button on my key fob. I shake my
hand and press the button again. This time my car clicks, and I get in.

You can do this, Ivy.

Mom would want me to do this. She would be right behind me,
spurring me on. She and Dad have always been my biggest

cheerleaders, and although I didn’t live with her for most of the year,
I've always been sure that she has my back.

I feel her with me now. In this car, willing me to start the engine
and take the first step to helping myself.

So that’s what I do. I turn the key in the ignition and pull off the
drive.

Dr. Rajan’s office is about thirty minutes away, so I crank the radio
and let the music calm my frayed nerves.

Thirty-six minutes later, thanks to traffic, I pull into the parking
lot, and the nerves are back with a vengeance.



Dr. Rajan is waiting for me inside. I have four minutes until my
session starts. My hand is curled tightly around the steering wheel
while my stomach buzzes. This is something that I need to do, and I
want to do, but that doesn’t make going in there and talking about my
mom’s death any easier.

Above me, the sky clouds over and shines bright gray. It’s going to
rain hard. I should get in there before it starts, but my body won’t
move.

Okay, stop being a baby.
I let go of the steering wheel, tug the door handle, and push the

door open. The very second my foot touches the ground, I feel the first
cold drop of water splat on the tip of my nose.

I get out, slam my door shut, and make a run for the building.
Dr. Rajan looks up as I rush into the foyer.

She smiles, her dark eyes shining with kindness. “You must be Ivy
Mason?”

“Yeah.” I smooth my hair down. “Hi, Dr. Rajan.”

“Please, call me Meera. Before we start, can I offer you a glass of
water?” she says, leading me into her office.

I have a feeling I'll need a drink if I'm going to be talking for an
hour. “Water would be great, thanks,” I reply, threading my fingers
together behind my back.

Meera’s office is nice. It’s large enough for a dark oak desk and two
brown leather sofas. The dark is softened with pale blue, pink, and
white artwork and accessories. Her credentials are framed on the wall
behind one of the sofas.



“Come on in and get comfortable.”
“Which one?” I ask, looking between both sofas.
“Whichever one you want.”

Stepping slowly, I choose the closer one and sit down. Meera
places my water on the coffee table in the middle.

“Thanks.”

She smiles again as she sits opposite me. “Would you like a
blanket?”

“Ummmm,” I say uncertainly. Why would I need a blanket? It’s
warm today.

She looks at a soft fleece cream blanket on the arm of the chair
beside me. “Feel free to use the blanket. I want you to be as relaxed
and comfortable as possible. A lot of my clients choose to cover
themselves during our sessions.”

“Lots of people have used this?”

Meera laughs. “I have ten blankets and they’re washed after every
use. It’s up to you, but it’s there should you want it.”

I press my lips together. Was I making a face at her blanket? It’s a
nice touch, I suppose. But I don’t want it.

“This session is all about you, Ivy. We'll go at your pace. You can
talk about whatever you want. I won’t push. If I ask a question that you
don’t feel safe answering, please let me know, and we’ll move on.”

I nod and clench my trembling hands. “I...I don’t know where to
start.”

“May I start?”

“Yeah,” I whisper.

“Your dad said that you recently lost your mom. Can we talk about
her?”

A smile touches my lips as tears sting my eyes. “She was awesome.
I remember laughing every day with her. When I was ten, she and my
dad divorced. I felt like I should go with her—you know, moms often
get custody and all that—but I couldn’t leave my dad.”

“Do you regret that decision?”



“No, but I wish I had spent more time with her. My twin sister,
Iris, lived with Mom, and as we got older, we both spent less time with
our other parent.”

“Teenagers have lives of their own, friends and activities. It’s rare
that a person spends as much time with their parents when they reach
teenage years. You did nothing abnormal, and I'm sure your mom
understood.”

“Oh, she definitely understood, but I feel bad.”

She nods. “What was your relationship with her like?”

“It was good. We spoke often, but I went to my dad with any
problems I had. I guess living away from her shifted our relationship.”
I frown. “I think we became a little more like friends.”

“How did you feel about that?”

I shrug. “I never really thought about it. Besides missing her being
at home, I didn’t feel like I was missing a mom, if that makes sense.
She would discipline and all that, but only when she absolutely needed
to.”

“How is your relationship with Iris? Did it change like the
relationship with your mom did?”

“Despite everyone assuming twins are joined at the hip, we weren’t
particularly close,” I say. “Iris is very...people-y.”

Meera chuckles under her breath. “And you’re not?”

“I like my group of friends. I prefer a small circle of people I trust.”
“Wise.”

I think so too.

“Iris doesn’t have anyone now. She was popular and always
hanging around with a massive crew, but she doesn’t talk to anyone
from her old school anymore. It’s crazy how someone who was always
surrounded by people doesn’t have a single friend left.”

“She has you.”
“Yeah, but she doesn’t know me.”

“Well, only you and Iris can change that. Is it something you
want?”



“Mom would have loved it if we were closer.”
“But is it what you want?”

“Itis.”

She lifts an eyebrow. “I'm sensing a ‘but,” Ivy.”
“Intuitive.”

Smiling, she says, “I would hope so.”

“Things have changed a lot. I'm still getting my head around losing
Mom, and now my sister has moved home. I want her with me and
Dad, but I'm not used to her being there.” Lowering my head, I add,
“And I feel awful for feeling like that.”

“I don’t know, I think most people would feel the same, to a
certain degree. You can want your sister with you while wishing the
circumstances were different. If she wasn’t living with you, that would
mean your mom was still here. No one can deny that would be the best
scenario.”

“Yeah, I suppose.” I still feel bad, though. “She hasn’t cried yet.”

“That’s not uncommon. Some people need more time. What about
you, Ivy? How do you feel?”

Suddenly, the blanket seems like a great idea. It’s not to keep you
warm,; it’s an emotional blanket, and I want to wrap it around me and
curl into a ball.

Meera waits a second before saying, “Ivy, that’s there for you. I got
it out of the closet before you arrived.”

I chew on my bottom lip like it’s steak. Meera is silent, waiting to
see if I go for it.

This is stupid. I shouldn’t need a damn blanket to talk about my
mom’s death. But I do. Gripping the blanket, I tug it over my lap and
keep my eyes low.

That was ridiculous.
I raise my eyes because there’s silence.

Meera doesn’t react. She watches me with the same expression as
before.

“I miss her,” I whisper. “This summer she was going to take me



and Iris to Europe for two weeks. She had been to London, Berlin, and
Paris and wanted to show us. I was so excited to share that experience
with her. I wanted that time together.” I take a deep breath. “I want
that so much.”

Meera’s smile is full of sympathy. “Do you think that maybe you
could take a trip to Europe with your sister one day?”

I shrug. “I'm not sure if Iris would want to. She’s not really up for
anything to do with Mom right now.”

“Well, it doesn’t have to be a now thing.”
“No, I suppose we could do it in the future. Maybe.”
“Why do you not sound convinced that it’s a possibility?”

Frowning, I search for an answer to her question. We won’t always
be strangers; she’s here to stay now. “There’s just...something there. I
feel a total disconnect with her, and it’s only gotten worse since Mom
died. She doesn’t seem real with me.”

“If Iris and her friends have cut ties so easily, do you think she
knows how to be real with her peers?”

Oh. I squirm on the sofa. “No, maybe she doesn’t.”

That’s really sad. How lonely it must be to not have someone you
can confide in. I don’t know what I would do without Sophie, Haley,
and Ty. I love my family, but my friends are the people I talk to about
important things. I need them.

Iris doesn’t have anyone.

What is she keeping to herself that she wants to share? I think I
would go crazy if I kept all my secrets to myself.

“I don’t like to think of her with no one to talk to.”
“Are you able to let her know that she can talk to you?”

“Yeah, I told her she can talk to me anytime. Didn’t go so
well....She turned me down.”

“She’s not used to sharing her thoughts and feelings. If working on
your relationship with your sister is something you want, take it slow.
There has to be a level of trust with a person before you open up.”

I smile. “It took me, Sophie, and Haley about six months before we



spoke about real stuff. The day we did, though, it was like opening a
dam. They definitely know me better than anyone else. Even Ty.”

“Ty is your boyfriend?”

“Yeah.”

“Have you been able to talk to him or your friends about your
mom?”

“A little. I haven’t seen them much since the day she died. Dad and
I left, and we were there a week and a half. I'm not going back to
school until Monday. Dad didn’t want anyone to come over just yet.”

“He wants to give Iris time to settle in first?”

“That’s what he said.”

“You don’t believe him?”

“I believe him, but I think he doesn’t want to see anyone just yet
either. He’s been quiet and withdrawn. And he has stubble now.”

“He was with your mother for a long time.”
“Did he tell you that?” I ask.

“He answered a few basic questions when he booked your
appointment.”

“I feel like things are falling apart. I know it’s been no time at all,
but I hate waiting for it to get better. Dad and Iris don’t think they
need to talk to anyone. How are they going to heal without it? I don’t
want to walk around with this...fear forever.”

“Is the heaviness because you haven’t healed or because you’re
worried they won’t?”

I pull the blanket up a little. “Both. I feel a tiny bit better that I've
taken the first step, but I won’t ever be totally comfortable at home if
they’re not happy.”

She smiles. “Does it affect you when there’s something you can’t
fix?”

I take a breath. “Like you wouldn’t believe. It’s a horrible feeling
that’s always there. I can forget it for a little while, but there’s this, I
don’t know...tugging feeling in my chest that keeps reminding me
something is wrong.”



“We can work on that. Give you some tools to help ease the feeling.
There will be a lot of things in your life that are out of your control.”

Yeah, that’s what scares me the most.
“Shouldn’t we be talking about my mom?”
Meera tilts her head. “It’s all relevant, Ivy, I promise you.”

It doesn’t feel very relevant anymore. Her words feel like an itchy
sweater I can’t take off. There is so much more I need to work on than
just my grief.

I swallow. “I need to take a break.”

Meera nods. “All right. I'm sorry I pushed too hard. Take your
time.”

I reach out and grab my glass of water.
Everything is off.



By the time I arrive home after therapy, I'm questioning whether it
worked. I'm not sure I feel any better than I did before I went. Dad was
right. Therapy really isn’t a quick fix. Not that I was naive enough to
believe that one session would solve all my problems, but, you know, it
would have been nice.

If I could jump into a pool right now and swim my problems away,
I wouldn’t hesitate.

Dad is waiting for me when I walk into the living room. He’s
sitting on the sofa, watching the door. The gray hairs near his temples
have increased, but Dad has always taken care of himself. Although he
could easily pass as ten years younger, he’s definitely aged over these
last two weeks. The stubble is still there, which isn’t helping.

“Hey, Dad. Where’s Iris?”

He looks over his shoulder and clears his throat. “Locked in her
room.”

That doesn’t sound good. Like, actually locked or she just doesn’t
want to see anyone?

Sitting up straighter, he asks, “How was therapy?”

That’s a pretty loaded question. One I'm not entirely sure how to
answer.

“Well, it was interesting.”

He nods. “Interesting? Ivy, you have always been good at
expressing your emotions. Is interesting a good thing?”

I drop down next to him. “I think it will be good, but right now it

feels exhausting. Kind of like I ran a marathon, turned around, and
ran back. My whole body just wants to be horizontal.”



“I think that’s therapy. Talking about your life and your problems
can be tiring.”

How would you know? My dad has many talents, but admitting
he has any weaknesses is not one of them. I don’t think he has ever
spoken to anyone about any of his problems. It was certainly a point of
contention with Mom. It was one of the things I often heard them
arguing about, right up until they split.

“So...do you think you’ll go too, Dad? Meera was surprisingly easy
to talk to.” When she wasn’t pressing too hard.

“I won’t pretend that everything is okay, but I don’t need therapy.”

Yes, you do.

“You really believe that?” I ask, curling my fingers into my palms.
“Because I know Mom’s death has affected you more than you let us

»

See.

“Ivy, I loved your mom because she gave me you and Iris. I'm sad
that she’s gone and that you will grow up without her, but I am okay.
This is about you two. I want to help you.”

Classic Dad move. Nice to see that not everything around here has
changed.

“Fine,” I reply, conceding, because Dad can be stubborn when he
wants to be. I don’t think I'll be able to convince him to talk to anyone.

“Do you want to discuss your session?”
“Not really,” I reply.

He holds his hands up. “Fair enough. Promise you’ll let me know if
you change your mind. I'm always here for you.”

“Yeah, I promise.”
“Good.”

Dad hands me the remote, and for the rest of the morning and into
the afternoon, we watch movies. Iris doesn’t come downstairs once.

When our second movie finishes, Dad stretches. “All right, it’s
almost five. What do you want for dinner?”

“Burgers and lots of fries.” Today calls for carbs.
“Your comfort meal.”



I shrug. “Seems like a good day for it.”
“T’ll place the order soon. Will you see what Iris wants?”

Standing, I raise an eyebrow “And by that you mean find out if
she’s okay.”

He laughs and scratches his stubble-covered jaw. If he wants me to
believe he’s fine, he’s going to have to take better care of himself again.

“T'll admit, I'm not very good at talking to your sister.”

I give him a sympathetic smile. “You’ll get better at it. I'm kind of
hoping I will too.”

“You at least have the whole teen thing working in your favor.”

“The whole teen thing? You really need to stop trying to be down
with the kids, Dad.”

“Noted,” he says with a smirk. “Now go talk to her.”

I want to help Iris, but I feel the responsibility pressing down on
my shoulders like I'm giving someone a freakin’ piggyback. Holding on
to the bannister as I walk upstairs, I purse my lips, trying to think of
what to say to her.

Iris is in her room listening to music. I hover outside her closed
door with my hand raised. I need to find out what she wants to eat, but
for some reason, I can’t convince myself to knock.

Besides sitting in the kitchen before sunrise, she has barely left her
bedroom. Meera’s words pop back into my head. Do you think she
knows how to be real?

Is that why she hides in her room? We're twin strangers and she
hasn’t made friends here yet, so she doesn’t even have anyone to
pretend with. She’s all alone, and that thought makes me queasy.

With a deep breath, I swing my hand forward and let my knuckles
rap on her door. “Iris, can I come in?”

The music cuts off. I lean closer to the door. She can’t pretend to
not be in there.

“Sure,” she replies.

I open the door and step inside. “Wow, things look different in
here.” Her bed, chair, and drawers are in different places, and all the



posters on her walls are gone. “Ah, you finally caved and moved the
bed to the right place,” I joke.

Our bedrooms are the same size, with the closet and window in the
same place. My bed is on the far wall near the window, and hers used
to be on the opposite side. We used to argue about it. She thought it
was stupid to be near a window in case someone came in, and I
thought it was stupid to not be in case you need to quickly get out.

Her jaw tightens. “I wanted a change, Ivy, that’s all.”

“Okay,” I reply cautiously. She did not take that as a joke. “Dad is
ordering dinner. It’s a burger, salads, pizza place. I personally
recommend the guacamole cheese burger.”

“I can’t eat burgers.”

“You can’t?” Is that a thing?

“Do they have grilled chicken salad?”

“Probably. I didn’t know you don’t like burgers anymore.”

Now that she’s said it, I don’t remember the last time I saw her eat
one. Certainly not since we started high school.

“I like burgers. I don’t eat them.”

“Right. T'll tell Dad you want the salad.” Man, I have a lot of
respect for people who can completely cut certain foods out of their
diet. I still need to have the junk food sometimes. “So...what have you
been doing in here?” Besides rearranging the furniture.

Her blue eyes stare at me. “I've been on my laptop and listening to
music.”

“Oh, yeah? You been catching up with your friends?”

I'm treading on thin ice here. She hasn’t been doing that; she
hasn’t mentioned anyone, and I haven’t seen her use her cell once. But
I want her to say that. I want something from her, something real.

“Not really.”
“I’'m sure they miss you.”
Stop pushing.

“Do you think?” she snips, her voice curt. She is totally over my
questions.



Well, now I don’t think they miss her. Snappy.

She had this one friend she would always go meet whenever I was
there. They seemed close, not that I actually met her or can remember
her name.

“Is everything okay, Iris? You seem stressed.”

She twists her whole body toward me. “I'm fine. I'm bored, that’s
all.”

“We probably have about an hour before food arrives. Do you want
to go for a walk?” I ask. “It might make you feel better.”

Iris smiles but it doesn’t touch her eyes. “Okay. Can I borrow a
jacket? I'm not really feeling mine right now.”

“Sure.”

I give her my denim jacket and we tell Dad what we want to order.

I still want the burger, but I decide to swap out the fries for a salad to
be slightly healthier. I'll be back in the pool next week.

“Where do you want to go?” I ask her as we walk across the road
toward the field.

“Let’s go through town. It’s so pretty with all the trees, flowers,
and shops.”

As we walk through the fields and the few trees separating us from
town, Iris says, “So...convince me therapy isn’t a waste of time.”



I'm sorry, what now?
Iris wants me to convince her that therapy isn’t pointless.

My skin prickles with heat. She may not believe that therapy
works, but that was a pretty crappy thing to say to a person who does.

“I think you have to be open to it for it to be helpful.”
She purses her glittery pink lips. “Hmm. Maybe.”

My shoulders rise. “Why do you think it’s a waste of time? Have
you ever been?”

She scoffs. “Of course not. I have no reason to sit on a couch and
get my head examined.”

Her words and her ignorance are a blow to the gut. She’s my sister;
she should be supportive. “It’s not only for that, Iris.”

“Whatever. Talking to a stranger isn’t going to fix anything.”
“Perhaps not for you!” I snap, frowning.

Why is she being so hostile? There’s no need to be...and she
brought it up first. If she doesn’t think it helps, why bring it up at all?
Other than to provoke me.

“Are you over her death?” Iris asks.

My eyebrows rise. Her cold, emotionless tone chills my blood.
Her.

Her death.

Mom’s death.

“Will I ever be?” I ask.

“That’s rhetorical, right?”

I stop in the middle of the field just before the smattering of trees.



“What’s gotten into you?”

Her shoulders hunch. “Ivy, I'm sorry.” She sighs and shakes her
head and her hair swishes side to side. “I'm not having a great day. I
apologize for being grouchy.”

Huh?

I shift from one foot to the other. “Do you want to discuss it?”

Laughing, she replies, “Wow, you really are an advocate for talking
it out, aren’t you?”

“Believe it or not, it does help. You just have to find someone
you’re comfortable speaking to.”

Her eyebrows draw together.

She doesn’t have anyone anymore.

“That person can be me,” I rush out, making it very clear that I
want her to be able to speak to me.

“I don’t mean to be rude here, but I don’t feel comfortable with
you yet.”

“No, I get that.” Honestly I don’t feel comfortable with her either. I
don’t trust her with my secrets. “We can work on it. I mean, we agreed
to try and be proper sisters, right?”

We start walking again, her carefully in heels and me comfortably
in Toms.

“I want to go out more,” she tells me.
“You could go to the library.”

Laughing, she looks up to the sky. “Not a chance. I don’t like
sitting in silence.”

Unless it’s dark and first thing in the morning...

“Well, after school a lot of us hang around at Dex’s Diner. They
have good fries and even better shakes.”

“That sounds like a lot of sugar.”

“Oh, it is. You definitely shouldn’t have too many. It’s good,
though.”

We hit the edge of town and look down along the row of stores and



restaurants. The town is super small, stores on the outside of the
square, with a big patch of grass in the middle. It’s where the town
throws all different kinds of events. Most of the residential areas are
set in a square surrounding it.

It’s all very cute, but it wasn’t big enough for Mom or Iris.

“Can we go to the diner? Do you think your friends will be there?”
she asks.

“We can go, yeah. I'll text them, but we can go anyway.”

I turn left and we head down one side of the square as I message
Ty. Dex’s is on the corner.

A few people from school are on the green in the middle, hanging
out on the benches. It’s warm today, and it makes town so much nicer.

Ty’s reply comes through, letting me know that he’s at the diner
with some of the team just as we walk up.

“They’re here,” I tell Iris, pushing the diner door open.
She fluffs her hair.

I raise my hand as they wave, no doubt talking about us. Iris
knows some of my friends, but she never bothered coming into town
when she stayed here, not unless we were going out for dinner, which
was rare.

I kind of wish that I had taken her out more; then maybe she
would already have some friends here. All the people we used to play
with as young kids have moved away or Iris has lost contact with. She’s
having to start from scratch.

“People are looking at us,” she says, standing taller.
“Small town and all that. Most people mean well.”
She shrugs. “It’s fine with me.”

Okay, then.

I recognize everyone in here. There are about twenty tables, and
most are full of people from school. The diner is painted white and
pale yellow on the inside and it always smells like fries.

“Ivy, hey,” Ty says, sliding out of a booth.
God, it is good to see him.



“Hey,” I say, wrapping my arms around him. This is normal. Being
here with Ty, even if it won’t be for long or on our own, makes me
breathe easier.

“How are you?” he asks, releasing me.

“Ugh, okay.” I turn to Iris. “Ty, Iris.”

“Hey,” he says, smiling at my twin.

She returns the smile, but it doesn’t reach her eyes. “Hi.”
He looks back at me. “Are you two joining us?”
“Probably not.”

“Ivy, it’s fine. If we wanted to sit alone, we could have stayed at the
house.”

Oh, we definitely could not have stayed at the house.

“Great,” Ty says, taking my hand and pulling me over to the table
he’s sharing with three guys from the football team.

I wish Sophie and Haley were here too.
The guys greet me and then look to my sister.

“Iris, this is Todd, Alec, and Leo. Guys, this is my sister.” I don’t
need to tell her they're on the football team; their clothes are doing
that.

“You want anything?” Ty asks as we sit down.

“I'm good, thanks. Dad is ordering food. We just needed to get out
for a while.”

“Iris?” Ty asks.
“No, thanks.” She looks around the table like she’s trying to figure

out some super-complicated math equation, focusing on each person
as she goes.

What is wrong with her this afternoon? She’s sweet one minute
and sour the next.

Now she’s observing my friends. Why? Is she planning who to take

under her wing? Plotting who will be good to own as minions? I don’t
know.
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“How did it go today?” Ty whispers when everyone else strikes up a
conversation about football. Iris is laughing at Todd. He’s the joker of
the group, the one to pull pranks in class and leave whoopee cushions
on teachers’ chairs.

I've only told him about therapy and we haven’t had a chance to
speak since I got home because, frankly, it was nice to have Dad to
myself for a while, and I didn’t want to bail to call Ty.

“It was all right. I’'m going back next week.”
“Did you lie on a sofa?”
He’s trying to lighten the mood and it’s working.

“Really, Ty?” I can’t fight the smile stretching on my face. “She
gave me a blanket. Apparently, most of her clients like to be under it.”

He turns his nose up. “You used a communal blanket?”

“Not until she assured me that she has a clean one for every
person.”

With an adorable smirk, he says, “It’s cute you believe that.”
“Don’t be gross.”
“I can’t wait until next week,” he says. “I've barely seen you.”

Smiling half-heartedly, I reply, “I'm looking forward to seeing
more of you and getting back in the pool, but not going back to
classes.”

Ty’s eyes flick up to Iris, who’s deep in conversation with Todd,
Alec, and Leo about the best excuse for cutting class. He runs a hand
through his messy chestnut hair. “Are you both coming on Monday?”

I shrug. “She wants to.”



“You cool with it, though?”

Ty is the only person who has asked if I'm okay with Iris coming to
live with me and Dad. Obviously, I am, but it’s nice to have someone
ask.

“Kind of. I think she’s using school to ignore everything else that’s
going on.”

“While you’re actively trying to work through it as fast as you can.
You know neither way is the best way.”

I roll my eyes. “I'm doing fine, Ty.” He’s always telling me to slow
down when I try to fast-track a solution. It’s not easy for me to sit back
and wait. He’s right, though—I've come unstuck a few times when I've
reacted too fast because I haven’t given myself enough time to think
something through.

Therapy is clearly the way to go with this, though, so I don’t feel
like it’s going to come back and bite me on the ass.

“I'm glad to hear that. Make sure you keep talking to me, too,
okay?”

I bump his arm with mine. “You got it. Tell me about the game I
missed this week.”

“We won.”

I take a sip of his chocolate milkshake. “Ah, very informative.”

“Ivy, are you getting something of your own to drink?” Iris asks.

Her jaw is tight and her gaze just brushes above my forehead rather
than my eyes.

We said no before, but...“I'm good, but you can if you want. We
have time.”

She turns back to Todd, Alec, and Leo, who are hanging on her
every word.

Ty chucks his arm over the back of the booth and drops his hand
in my hair. “How has Iris been since she got back with you guys?” Ty
asks as Iris heads to the counter to place an order. Leo follows her. Leo

is probably Ty’s closest friend; he confides in him a lot more than he
does with Alec and Todd.



“Honestly, it’s been like any other visit. I know it’s permanent, but
it doesn’t feel like it. The house seems fragile, though. Like we’re all
walking around scared to say too much. I hate living like that.”

“Yeah, you're not good at keeping what you want to say inside.”

My mouth falls open. “What are you trying to say, Ty?”

Todd laughs as he brushes his hand through his shoulder-length

chestnut hair. “Ivy, last month you told me my haircut made me look
like an inmate.”

“Your orange T-shirt didn’t help.”

Ty chuckles beside me. “See, babe?”

“Whatever. It’s best to be honest.”

“There’s honest, then there’s you,” Todd replies with a smirk.

“Can we move on, please? I only have forty minutes, and I want to
hear any new gossip.”

The guys fill me in on what I've missed, which, besides a few
breakups, is nothing much. But it is so good to hear about something
normal and, frankly, mundane. This is the stuff that I would usually
talk about because I was lucky enough to have nothing bigger going on
in my life.

I miss how easy and safe my life was, how small and insignificant
my old problems were. A month ago, I was wondering if the head
cheerleader, Ellie, would finally realize that Jake is also seeing a girl
from another school.

She did, and now she’s dating Logan, another guy on the football
team.

I used to care about stuff like that. It seems so crazy now.

I'd do anything to go back there.

My sister returns with a large glass of lemonade. She places it on
the table, and I watch tiny bubbles rise to the surface and pop.

Iris smiles at Leo from across the table. She raises the glass to her
lips and takes a delicate sip. “So, Leo, what position do you play?”

Ty nudges my arm, his eyes flitting between me and my sister. “All
good?”



“Yeah. Being here again, it’s good. For sure.” Ty and his friends are
my people. My world might have changed but they haven’t. The old Ivy
can still exist here.

Iris and I stay until she finishes her lemonade; then we head back
home.

We walk in silence across the field, through the trees, and across
the final field before home. I look up to the sky and feel the late sun
warming my face.

“I'm going to talk to Dad about school,” Iris says as our footsteps
crunch on the rocky driveway. “Your friends are nice, and I want to be
there.”

“Okay,” I reply. Maybe I shouldn’t have taken her out yet. Just
because we had one positive hour with Ty and his friends doesn’t
mean that school will go the same way if she’s not ready.

Iris walks ahead of me, her chin tipped up, ready for war.

It’s a tad dramatic. If she feels ready for school, Dad will be fine
with it. She doesn’t need to try to convince him of anything.

He’s a lot more reasonable than she gives him credit for.
I follow her into the house.

“You girls have a good time?” Dad asks. He’s unloading the
dishwasher.

“Yeah,” Iris replies for us both. “I have something to talk to you
about.”

His eyebrows rise. “Oh?”

“I want to go to school on Monday with Ivy.”

He puts down the plates he’s holding. “Are you sure that’s a good
idea?”

“I'm sure. Can you call tomorrow and tell them, please?”

Dad looks at me like he’s asking for help. I shrug. No one but Iris
can decide when she’s ready. I understand her need to jump into
normality. I want things to be settled too.

“Iris, do you think you might need some more time? Perhaps you
should see a therapist before you start.”



Her body visibly stiffens. I watch her fingers curl into her palms.

I bite my lip.

She narrows her eyes. “No, I don’t need that. I just want to go back
to school.”

“Dad, maybe it’s best that Iris goes to school now. It beats hanging
around the house, overthinking. Besides, I'll be there.”

Iris turns to me and smiles. “Thanks, Ivy.” She faces him again.
“See, Dad, we’ve got this figured out.”

I wouldn’t go that far. For the first time, I don’t feel like I have
anything figured out. Even when Mom and Dad split up, I had it
together. I had a plan and it really was for the best. Mom dying wasn’t
best in any reality.

“Well, if you think you’ll be okay,” he says. It was never going to
take him long to cave. He’s powerless when it comes to something Iris
or I want. Though it seems he has a little more power with me.

“T'll be fine. I promise. Like Ivy said, we’ll be together. It’s not like
I'm doing any of this on my own.”

Then why do I feel like I'm doing this on my own? Iris won’t even
say Mom’s name. She won’t talk about her old house, school, or
friends. Dad, too, is refusing to accept that he needs to speak about
Mom’s death and how it’s affecting him.

So who am I doing all this with?

At least I have Meera now. It was so nice to have someone listen. I
don’t have to tread on eggshells around her, too afraid to mention my
own mom. Meera welcomes it. She knows, as do I, that I have to speak
about Mom. I have to keep her alive in my life somehow.

“Okay,” he tells her.
“Yay.” Iris claps her hands together. “Thanks, Dad.”
He smiles, but he looks worried.

This is new territory for all of us, but he is going to need to be the
strict but fair dad to her as well. How much grace is he going to give
her before he goes full-on dad? If he didn’t want me to start back at
school yet, I wouldn’t be starting. There are some things he won’t



compromise on, and if thinks he’s doing the best thing for me, that’s it;
there is no changing his mind.

The doorbell rings.
“I'll get it,” Iris says, grabbing the cash off the counter.

I turn to him. “You know it’s ultimately up to you when she starts
back at school, right?”

Tilting his head, he says, “Don’t complicate things.”
“How am I doing that?”

Sighing, he says, “We need to have a level of understanding with
her, Ivy. I can count on you for that, too, can’t I?”

“Yeah,” I reply with a frown. “You can count on me.”

That didn’t really answer my question, but I don’t think he actually
has an answer. By “level of understanding,” he means let her get her
own way so we don’t upset her.

That sounds like a fantastic idea....
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The weekends have a bad habit of flying by too fast. Thursday and
Friday dragged, but then I blinked and it was Monday again.

My session with Meera on Friday was good, though. Exhausting
and emotional to talk about Mom so much, but good. She asked about
some of my favorite memories of Mom, and I found it so comforting to
remember how much fun we had.

Meera still thinks that Iris doesn’t know how to have genuine
friends, the ones who actually care about you and want the best for
you. I still find it super sad.

Haley and Sophie are incredibly supportive, cheering me on and
helping me train because they know how much I want a swimming
scholarship to Stanford. They don’t want it for themselves, though
they love to swim.

It’s a future to me but a hobby to them.

So now I'm determined to be that person to Iris, the one to back
her no matter what, to celebrate her achievements even when I fail.

Dad, Iris, and I are on campus, standing outside my car as the
morning sun prickles my face. I drove with Iris this morning and Dad
took his car.

I take a deep breath and squeeze my clammy hands into fists.
Once we climb the three steps, we’ll be in school. I've had two days off
and it still doesn’t feel like enough, but I have to get back to normal. I
want to move forward. My pulsing heart is trying to tell me otherwise.

Iris is doing much better than me. Much better than anyone would
have predicted. I loved my mom and it’s hell without her, but I don’t
know what I would do without Dad. He’s been the one constant in my



life.

Iris is acting like being here is just one of her weeks with us—not a
permanent move because our mom died unexpectedly.

There still have been no tears, and I'm awake a lot at night, so I
would have heard her.

“Are you two ready?” Dad asks.

Iris gives him a bright, toothy smile that lights her face. “A little
nervous, but I'm ready.”

She doesn’t look nervous.

“Let’s go,” I say. I walk ahead of them and we catch the attention
of almost everyone standing around.

Walking through the open double doors, I take a breath as what
feels like a hundred pairs of eyes snap to us, heads turning as we walk
past.

Iris and I are identical in body only. Our faces are the same, but
her hair almost touches her butt, and she likes skirts and heels and
often wears pink. I'm more of a jeans-and-T-shirt kind of girl. If the T-
shirt has a band or dumb slogan, even better.

The two girls who look the same but dress worlds apart. The twins
who were split up but forced back together by tragedy.

“Hey, Ivy,” a couple guys from Ty’s football team call over, and I
wave. Trent and Michael aren’t that close to Ty, so I only know them in
passing and don’t feel like I need to stop and chat. I just want to get
this over with and have a normal school day.

Inside the main office, Dad has to check over some paperwork
with one of the secretaries. I stay with Iris as Mrs. Lewis, the assistant
principal, hands her a schedule. I don’t think she usually deals with
admissions, but I guess we're a special case.

Iris glances around as if she’s surveying her property. Mrs. Lewis
watches her, like she’s assessing where Iris will fit in. Her leathery face
gives nothing away, but I think she knows my sister is destined for the
popular circle. She looks perfect, clearly pays attention to her
appearance, and doesn’t care much for authority.



Turning to me, Iris asks, “Do you have any of these classes, Ivy?”

I scan her schedule. As much as I want to be there for her, I'm glad
that we don’t have all of the same classes. She’s my twin, but I still
need my own time. I'll be sharing so much more now, and I want some
space.

I shake my head. “Only the first one, but I can show you where the
other classrooms are.”

Iris sinks, her body visibly shrinking. “Oh.” She takes a shaky
breath. “I...I don’t think I can do this.”

She can’t do this? Three seconds ago, she was standing like she
owned the place already. I wrap my hand around her arm. “Iris, what’s
wrong?”

She turns to me, eyes wide like she’s seen a ghost. “Ivy, I can’t.”
She looks like she wants to run back to Dad’s car.

“Okay, calm down.” I grip both of her upper arms. “It’s fine if you
don’t want to do this yet.”

Mrs. Lewis waves Dad over.

Iris’s eyes flit to Dad and then back to me. “I want to, but I can’t do
it alone.”

“You’re not alone. I'm here too.”
“But I won’t see you. I'll be alone for almost the entire time.”
I let go of her. “I'll find you at lunch.”

She takes another ragged breath that sounds like she’s breathing
through a blanket. “I'll have three classes before that. I don’t know
anyone. I can’t.”

Seriously, what is going on? I look to Dad for help, but he’s as
thrown by her reaction as me. She’s always been outgoing, making
friends in seconds. Why so scared about not knowing anyone?

“I think I should take you home and we’ll try again next week,”
Dad says.

Iris shakes her head. “It’ll only get worse if I put it off. We all know
that, right? The longer you leave something, the harder it is.”

What? I'm confused as hell. This yoyo thing she’s got going on is



giving me a headache. I didn’t have nearly enough sleep last night for
this.

The school psychologist comes over. “Iris, would you feel better if
we changed your schedule to match Ivy’s?”

What! My head snaps in her direction.

Iris’s mouth falls open. “Really? Can you do that? I would feel a lot
better with Ivy with me.”

Am I dreaming? Have I been sucked into some sort of alternate
reality? Iris doesn’t need anyone to hold her hand. All through our life
she’s been the fearless one. She rolled, crawled, climbed, and walked
first.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Iris?” Dad asks her.

She peels her eyes away from me and smiles up at Dad. “I'm sure.
If Ivy is with me, I'll be fine. I don’t want to miss any more school and
fall behind, not with everything else that’s going on. It would be too
much.”

“Then we’d love it if you could change Iris’s schedule,” Dad says.
Iris looks thrilled. “Thank you so much.”

My ears ring.

I walk out of the office in a bit of a daze five minutes later.

Iris makes a joke with Mrs. Lewis. She’s smiling and laughing. The
anxious moment has passed. Sayonara, moment. The girl is now fine.

I'm trying to process what just happened. One minute, everything
is cool—Iris is desperate to get to school and start her new life—and
the next she’s breaking down and we have all the same classes. Like,
every single time I sit at a desk, she will be there.

I'm pretty sure that no one else would be allowed to change classes
on the spot—our school is notorious for refusing to budge once a
schedule is made. What does that tell you? We're a special case
because our mom is dead. And Iris really can get whatever she wants.

Iris takes a deep breath. “Time for our first class!” She turns to
Dad. “Thanks for letting me start early.”

He gives her a hug and kisses the top of her head. “If you need



anything, call me. That goes for you too, Ivy. The school psychologist is
aware of the situation, so you can go to her any time if you want.”

Iris shrugs. “I'll be fine. Ready, Ivy?”
“Yeah, let’s go. Later, Dad.”
Laughing, he replies, “Later.”

I guide Iris through the corridors toward our first class. We have a
little time since we got to school super early, so I'm hoping I'll spot Ty.

“This school is tiny,” Iris says.

“Yep.” It’s about half the size of Iris’s school in the city. I love it,
though. I'm not a city girl. I love forests and fields too much to be in a
place that’s super built up. And I love that I know, or know of, pretty
much everyone in this school. It makes it harder to keep a secret, but if
you’re into gossip, this school is for you.

Iris is most definitely into gossip. I always heard her on the phone
with her friends talking about everyone else at her school. It’s still
driving me crazy that I can’t remember her old bestie’s name. She
hasn’t mentioned her either. Or anyone else.

As we walk, Iris makes clicking sounds with her shoes, while my
Converse are silent. Her heels put her about two inches taller than me.
There is no way I could wear shoes like that all day.

I only have good coordination when I'm in the pool.
“Will you introduce me to more people?”

“Of course. If you want to take up cheerleading here, too, I can
introduce you to Ellie.”

“She’s head, right?”

“Yep.”

“Hmm,” Iris murmurs, and it almost sounded like she said, “For
now.” Well, if anyone could take the throne from Ellie, it’s my sister.
Iris has this ability to wrap people around her little finger. Growing up,
she rarely got into trouble, easily talking her way out of situations that
I couldn’t get away with. People seem to be drawn to her, to the way
she owns everything she looks at. Case in point with the schedule
thing.



“Do you think you want to join the squad?”

“Maybe. I enjoyed it before.” Then she shrugs. “But you never
know what the team’s going to be like...how you’ll fit in.”

I look at her black skirt, yellow top, and yellow heels. She looks
like Ellie and her team. That was her inner circle in the city. She’ll slot
right into their group like she created it.

“Oh, you'll fit in,” I assure her.

“What are the boys like here? I need to know who’s a snake so I
can avoid them.”

“I don’t really have a lot to do with many of them. Ty’s friends are
cool. You seemed to get along well with Leo, Alec, and Todd.”

“Yeah, they seem nice. What positions do they play?”
“Err...they play on the field. I don’t know. Ty is the quarterback.”

She laughs. “Wow, Ivy. You should really pay more attention to
Tyler’s team.”

“He doesn’t want me to pay more attention to his team. I know
where he plays, and I sit through hours of his games, but that doesn’t
mean I need to know the game.”

“You know you’re not really American if you don’t like football,
right?”

I bump her arm with mine and laugh. “That’s okay, I'd love to live
in Europe anyway.”

“Who is that?” she asks.

Following her line of sight, I spot Logan standing tall with his
footballer’s body and short, sandy hair. “Don’t go there. Logan is the
running back and Ellie’s boyfriend.”

“Okay, I'm going to ask a question now, and I don’t want you to
take it the wrong way.”

Oh, that does not sound like I'm going to take it the right way.

“Goon...,” I say.

Iris stops in the middle of the hall. “You’re not a cheerleader,

you’re not friends with Ellie, but you're dating the star of the football
team.”



“You’re wondering why he’s interested in me.”
She smirks. “Babe, you look like me, so of course I'm not.”

“I never really knew him; then one day we were both at Leo’s
house. I was Leo’s lab partner and found out he’s actually really cool.
So we were in Leo’s living room watching Texas Chainsaw Massacre,
and Ty and I talked through the whole movie. Then he asked me out.”

“Did anyone say anything about you two?”

“Why, because I'm not in the super-popular inner circle?” I shrug.
“Probably, but neither of us cares. Ty might be the quarterback, but
he’s perfectly happy to be himself. He doesn’t try to fit in and neither
do I. Everyone is really nice and inviting me to parties now, though.”
Well, everyone but Ellie.

Iris nods. “I don’t think we’'ve ever spoken so much about what’s
going on in your life before.”

“We haven’t. Maybe you can tell me more about your life soon.”

“My life starts now, so you’ll know it all anyway.” She looks up and
raises her arm. “Leo, hey.”

“Hey, Iris.” His almost black eyes are warm and sympathetic. “Ty’s
behind me somewhere.”

I look over his shoulder and sure enough, Ty walks around the
corner.

“I'm glad you’re back,” Ty says, grabbing my hand and tugging me
to him.

“Me too,” I whisper, pressing against his chest. It feels like such a
long time since I was here. I've missed Ty and my friends. I've even
missed school. “Do you have practice tonight?”

He smiles as he brushes a strand of hair from my face. “Yeah. Why
don’t you come and watch? I’'ve missed looking up and seeing you. Or
do you need to get home with Iris?”

“I can stay,” I tell him before I think about it. It’s Iris’s first day, so
I probably should go straight home with her, but I need to be here. I
need something normal, something that hasn’t changed beyond
recognition since Mom died.



I'll even watch football practice for that feeling.
“You sure?”

“Definitely. I've missed watching you running around a patch of
grass, throwing a bag of air.”

Ty chuckles and flicks the end of my nose. “I'll make a football fan
of you eventually.”

“I like the snacks.”

Ty’s family go all out for big games. Dad and I have been to their
tailgates a couple of times. Ty’s mom makes football-themed food and
everything. It’s kind of ridiculous to me, but everything she makes
tastes amazing, so go team.

He glances above my head. “How’s it going with the sister?”
“Okay. She has the same schedule as me.”

“That’s good. It’ll help her settle in faster, right?” He tilts his head.
“Not that she’s going to need any help.”

Twisting my head, I look over my shoulder. “No, I guess not.”

Ellie and Logan have joined Leo and Iris. My sister is charismatic,
laughing, flicking her super-long hair over her shoulder and waving
her hands as she talks to them.

“Have you heard when the scout is coming?” Ty asks.

I take a breath and lay my head on his shoulder. “Nope. I just want
it over because it’s stressing me out, but I need more time to practice.”

His arm snakes around my back. “Babe, you're in. There is no way
Stanford wouldn’t want you.”

“There are tons of amazing swimmers.”

“It’s not just about that. You can do it all; you're passionate and
focused. Don’t stress, swim.”

He’s right about all of that. But the boyfriend or girlfriend of every
other teen desperate for a scholarship is just as sure as Ty.

“Stanford won’t be as fun if you're not there too.”
He shrugs. “Doesn’t matter where we are, Ivy. I got you.”
“Long distance is stupid.”



Laughing, he nods. “It’ll suck not seeing you every day but there
are these things called phones—”

“Ha ha,” I mutter dryly. “For that 'm making you FaceTime me
every night so it’s like we’re living together even if you turn traitorous
and pick a different college.”

The bell pierces through the school, signaling the start of classes.
“Go to class, Ivy,” he says with a smirk and humor in his green eyes.
“T'll see you at lunch?”

“Definitely.”

I kiss him before he heads in the opposite direction.
“Ready, Iris?”

“Uh-huh. Later, guys,” she says to Ellie, Logan, and Leo.

“Looks like you don’t need me to introduce you to anyone. Did you
speak to Ellie about joining the team?”

“I figured high school is high school no matter where you are. And
no, I didn’t mention it. I don’t even know if I want to do it yet. One
step at a time.”

Okay, I'm kind of glad that she’s taking her time with this one. Iris
seems to want to jump headfirst into her new life. At least she’s not
filling her schedule to the max before she’s comfortable here.

There is a reason why Iris left with Mom. Even at the age of ten,
she wanted more. She wanted the city life. The pace is different here.

We walk into class and Iris introduces herself to the teacher. I take
my seat.

Why did she need to be on the same schedule as me again?

The only thing she’s needed me for so far is to show her where to
go. I could have done that and gone to my next class. There is always
going to be someone around who will tell you where a room is.

She doesn’t need me. Her reaction to her original schedule was an
act. Iris wants to be in my classes for some other reason.

Why?



12

Iris and I are meeting up with Ty and Leo at lunch. They’re waiting for
us in the cafeteria because Iris wanted to touch up her makeup before
we join them. So I've spent the last five minutes in the bathroom
watching my sister apply mascara. 'm hungry and cranky.

“Okay,” Iris says, pressing her lips together after applying a layer
of pink gloss right before she eats. Where’s the sense there?

My stomach rumbles. “You're done now?” I ask her, my tone not
quite as light as I intended.

She slips the gloss in her bag. “I am. Let’s go to lunch. Is there
much of a selection?”

“It’s not too bad. There was a lot of campaigning for healthier
meals a year ago, which helped. I'm sure you’ll find something.”

Iris opens the bathroom door and we walk out. “Good. I hate it
when cafeteria food looks like cafeteria food.”

“When did I say it doesn’t look like cafeteria food?”

She laughs. “Do you usually sit with Ty?”

“Most of the time, yeah. Sophie and Haley too.”

“Do you think they’ll mind me joining you?”

I lead Iris to the cafeteria. “They definitely won’t mind.”

She smiles. “I'm glad I'm here. It’s kind of cool to chill with you
again, so thanks for letting me in your crew.”

“Of course.”

As weird as it is, I am enjoying having Iris back. I did miss her
when we lived apart, despite not really hanging out together. If we
share friends, we’ll get to spend more time together. Maybe we can



pull some twin switches on the teachers and our friends. We both
missed out on that one. That’s got to be a perk of being an identical
twin, right?

Ellie steps in front of us, flicking her heavily highlighted hair. “Iris,
sit with us?” she asks. “You too, Ivy.”

I would rather eat in the bathroom.

Maybe that’s a bit harsh.

But not really.

“Oh, we're meeting Tyler and Leo,” Iris replies. “Why don’t you
join us?”

I side-eye my sister. Come on!

“Do you mind, Ivy?” Ellie says. “I know how you like Ty all to
yourself.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

Ellie shrugs. “He just used to sit with us more often before you.”

“Oh, you mean the way Logan used to hang at Ty’s until he started
dating you?”

Iris laughs, nudging my arm.

Nope. I'm not being nice to Ellie when she’s being a bitch. I don’t
care if she is Queen Bee.

Ellie just laughs. “Touché, Ivy. Is it okay that we sit with you?”

I force a smile. “It’s fine.”

Sometimes I think that Ellie likes me. Or at least likes that I fight
back. It must get old having people agree with you all the time.

Hey, we're all just trying to survive high school, right?

I head to grab some food. I pick up a bottle of water and a plate of
fries. Yes, I'm having a plate of carbs. They’re comforting, and I need
that right now.

Iris and I are the talk of the school. It’'ll blow over fast, I know that,
but I hate being the center of attention. All I want is to get through the
day with no drama so I can chill with Ty and my friends, or swim.

Ty raises his eyebrows as he sees us approach.



I shake my head. Don't ask.

He knows that Ellie and I aren’t close. He sees through her fake
nice-girl act. She works so hard being popular that she probably
doesn’t show one honest trait.

Is that what life was like for Iris too? Faking it to make it? What’s
the point of being popular if you’re never yourself?

Placing my food next to Ty’s, I sit down.
“Fries, Ivy?” he asks, smirking at my pitiful lunch.

“One of those days,” I reply. There have been a lot of them
recently. I should have picked something sweet up too, because now I
have to deal with Ellie while I eat.

I push the scout to the back of my mind. Fries won’t ruin my
chances. I'm back in the pool soon and will train harder than before.

“How is Ivy so thin, right?” Iris says, leaning across me.
I move back and pray her long hair doesn’t touch my food.

Ty frowns at her, but before anyone can say another word, she’s
gone, turned to the side and chatting to Ellie.

I run and swim and don’t usually binge on carbs, that’s how. There
is no way I could cut out fries and chocolate permanently. I'd be
walking around growling and punching people.

“How’s it going?” Ty asks.
“Not too bad. People keep looking at me and Iris, though.” Like

right now. I can see at least three people at nearby tables glancing
over.

He shrugs. “They’ll move on soon.”

“I wish they would move on now.” I pop a fry into my mouth.
“Clara in my PE class actually stammered when she said hi.”

“It’s not always easy to find the right words. I've been there. When
it first happened, I felt like I was saying everything wrong,” he admits.

“You weren’t at all. You were perfect.”
His mouth curves in a smile. “Clara wasn’t being rude.”

“Yeah, I know. It’s just hard.” I take a breath as the void in my
heart grows. It’s bad enough that I'm missing my mom so much, but I



have to hear whispers about it at school too.

“Do you want to get out of here?” he asks.

“No, I'm fine,” I reply, picking up a fry even though my stomach
rolls at the thought of food now. Iris seems to be doing much better
than me, but I still can’t leave her on her own.

“You're not,” he whispers.

No, I'm not. I need to get through the day, though, so I'm going to
pretend. When school is out, I can sit on the field and watch Ty play
for a while. That time on my own in silence calls to me.

I haven’t seen Haley or Sophie yet, not since I passed them in the
hall, but they said they’d meet me here.

The distance between me and Ty is about three inches, but it feels
a lot wider. He wants me to leave with him, to put myself first and take
some time away from a situation that’s making me uncomfortable.

Ty thinks only of me, and I don’t have that luxury anymore. I have
to think like a twin now. At least until Iris makes her own friends.
Which looks like it will take all of three minutes to do.

Juggling the grief, all of the changes, and trying to get back to

some kind of normality is exhausting. I feel like I could sleep for a
whole day.

“Ivy,” Haley calls. I look over my shoulder as my two best friends
bound toward me.

Sophie, a step behind Haley, smiles and it lights up her dark
brown eyes. Her hair is so light it’s almost white. I love the contrast
between her hair and eyes, but she doesn’t, so she always wears her
hair in a ponytail.

Haley gives me a hug from behind. “How are you?” she asks,
taking a seat next to Ty while Sophie sits opposite me.

“I’'m fine,” I tell them.

Sophie’s dark eyes glare. We don’t lie to each other, and I totally
just did. They know, but they also know that I'll talk about it when
we’re not in a room full of people who breathe gossip.

Sophie and Haley introduce themselves to Iris and spark random



small talk with her.

Haley scoops her tight black ringlets into her hands and pushes
them behind her ears. It’s useless, though, because her hair falls
straight back down. I love Haley’s hair. Her whole family has the curls,
her older brother opting for a full Afro. She once asked me to
straighten it for her, and I almost cried while doing it.

We both insisted that night that Haley should fully embrace her
African American hair, and she’s never straightened it again.

Iris laughs at something Sophie said but I didn’t hear. My sister is
much better at holding conversations while the world falls apart than I
am. I can get through, I can go to class and do the work, but I can’t fool
people.

Nothing is okay right now, and I'm scared it never will be again.
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My shoulders sag as the relief to leave the day behind washes over me.
Ty is out on the field with his team. So far no one has moved much—
there has been a lot of talking.

Like, just run.

It doesn’t bother me that I'm watching him stand still, though. I'm
glad for some peace, no matter how I get it.

I stretch my legs out in front of me on the bench. There’s a book in
my bag and a packet of M&M’s. All I need to keep myself occupied for
the next hour. I've been looking forward to this moment since this
morning.

Iris is watching Ellie and the girls at cheer practice. She heads
straight for the spotlight. I don’t know if she’s there with the aim of
getting on the team or not, but I don’t particularly care. As long as
she’s happy.

I open the candy and dig my hand in.

The sun above beats down on my face. If I lie down, I could
probably fall asleep right now.

I don’t trust Ty and his friends to not draw on my face, though. I
would totally do it to them. So I'm staying awake and enjoying the
silence while it lasts.

But it doesn’t last long because I hear my name being called.
“Hey,” Iris says, sitting down beside me.

“Hi. I thought you were watching cheerleading practice,” I say with
a frown.

She shrugs. “I was, but I've seen it all before.”
“Right. So do you understand what’s going on in this game, then?”



“Of course I do. I love football.”

I love Ty, and I don’t mind watching it when he’s playing, but I can
never quite follow what’s happening.

“Good, then help me out!”
She laughs. “Don’t worry, sis, you’ll soon learn every rule.”

“Dad and Ty have tried explaining before too, but I just don’t
really like it.”

Iris rolls her eyes. “Your boyfriend is the quarterback and you
don’t even like football.”

“Ty doesn’t like to swim.”

We like the same films and music. We're both horrible at bowling
but go anyway. We love Halloween but he thinks couples’ costumes
and even matching costumes are lame, though I definitely would have
gone as Pennywise and Georgie last year. He couldn’t be convinced,
though, so he was Michael Myers and I was Sally from The Nightmare
Before Christmas.

We can’t like all of the same things, but we like enough for us to
work.

She shakes her head. “Ivy, Ivy, Ivy.”

“What? I'm not going to pretend to like something.”

“Why not?”

“Because I'm not a deceitful shrew!”

Rolling her eyes, she digs around in her bag. “It’s not deceitful.”
“You've pretended to like things you don’t for a guy before?”
“Sure.”

“Weren’t you bored?”

“Ugh. Totally. But he was so cute.”

Yeah, I couldn’t do it. I'd go crazy sitting down having a
conversation about something I don’t like for date after date. My face
would give me away too. I'm crap at lying.

“And how did that end?”

She laughs and slides her lip gloss wand across her bottom lip. “I



ditched him after a month. His friend was hotter.”
Lovely.
“Did you have more in common with the friend?”
“Not really. He liked The Walking Dead, which helped.”
“One show. That’s all you talked about?”
“At least this one topic was one we mutually enjoyed.”

That’s awesome. No wonder her relationships haven’t worked out.
She’s picking guys based purely on looks and pretending she likes
what they like.

Is that how she picks friends too? Because she sure has found it
easy to leave...ugh, no, her name still isn’t coming to me, but Iris left
her behind.

“So...who on the team is single?”

“Leo and Todd for sure. Ty and Logan are not. I have no idea
about the rest of them.”

“You know the relationship status of only four people?”

“This might shock you, but I don’t take a tally.”

“Oh, girl, you have got to high-school better.”

Frowning, I put my book down. “I'm sorry, what? Do it better?”

“This is your life for four years, Ivy. You still have one and a half
left. To survive high school, you need to own high school.”

“No offense, Iris, but you sound insane right now.”

She puts her lip gloss away and twists her body. The football field
is forgotten. Hunting down her next squeeze has taken a backseat,
because she’s about to school me.

Not that I want or need it.

“It’s not insane to want to make the best of your time here. We

have to do it, so why not do it right? You can coast through under the
radar or you can have a freakin’ party.”

“But what do you get in the end? Because you’ll leave school with a
diploma and a bunch of empty memories.”

“Stop living in the future, Ivy. We're here now. If you want



something, take it. That’s exactly what I plan on doing.”
“You're taking the school?”

“It took me all of five seconds to get Ellie to want to be my bestie.
That is the circle that will give you the best experience. Who cares if
you leave with nothing but a diploma? Everyone knows you meet your
lifelong friends in college.”

Not to be naive or anything, but I plan on being friends with
Sophie and Haley beyond senior year.

“So is that why you’ve ditched everyone in the city?” My eyes
widen at my words. I did not mean for that to come out. Especially in
the way it came out.

I raise my palms. “Iris, I didn’t mean it.”

She looks away and takes a breath. “It’s not like that.”

“I know. Of course, there is more to it.”

“This is my life now. I have to make this work. It’s that simple.”

“Yeah, I get that. Dad would let you have your friends over and go
there anytime you want.”

“Not sure I want to go back there.”

“Understandable. It’s going to be hard when we have to pack up
Mom’s stuff.”

Iris freezes. “I don’t want to do that. Mom’s friends have offered to
doit.”

I glance at her, half keeping an eye on what Ty is doing. Which is
standing still talking. They take forever to get into practice. “I don’t
like the idea of someone else going through her things. Besides, you
still have some stuff there too.”

“I'll do my room. You can do hers if you want. Her friends won’t
mind either way.”

My stomach dips.

“Okay,” I reply. “Maybe we can go together one weekend. It should
be us. You can fill your room here with more of your pink stuff and
makeup.”

A smile stretches across her face. “I do miss all of my stuff.”



I flinch. Her stuff is what she misses from that house.
Stop reading into it.

“They’re playing,” she says, shifting to get more comfortable on
the bench.

I watch her vacant eyes for a second before turning my head to Ty
and swallowing a lump in my throat.
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Iris and I wait for Ty while he changes after practice, standing outside
the front doors in silence. She’s scrolling through Instagram like she’s
looking for something specific.

“Do you want to take the car?” I ask her.

Her thumb jams into her screen and her eyes flick to mine. “Take
your car?”

“Yeah, so you can go home. I'm going to dinner with Ty.”

“Oh.” She shakes her head. “I didn’t realize you were going on a
date with him after. I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to be a third wheel.”

“You’re not a third wheel. I was going to take you home first, but if
you take the car, it saves you waiting around now. Ty will drive me
home after.”

“Right. Sure, I can do that...and you can go on your date.”

Her voice is low, barely above a whisper. She licks her lips and
drops her phone into her bag.

“Okay,” I say. “I won’t be late home.”
She tilts her head. “Do you ever miss curfew?”

“Not much.” I happen to like being able to leave the house, and the
chances of that happening decrease dramatically if I break curfew. “Do
you?” I ask her.

A tight smile curls her lips. “Of course I don’t.”

Yep, she definitely sneaks out. But to where? Surely she hasn’t
snuck out here? She must mean at Mom’s.

“Spill, Iris!”
“Sorry, I need to leave.” She holds her hand out, palm up, and



raises her eyebrow.

Sighing, I drop the keys into her hand. She curls her fingers
around them. “Thanks. Have fun.”

I watch her as she walks down the steps toward the parking lot.
She has a skip in her step, which is a stark contrast to her hunched
posture when I told her to go home because I'm going out with Ty.

What changed?
No matter how hard I try, I can’t quite figure her out.

“Hey, where’s Iris going?” Ty asks, throwing his arm around my
waist.

Jumping at his sudden appearance, I look up at him. “Home. You
can give me a ride back to mine after dinner, right?”

Lifting his eyebrow, he replies, “You need to ask?”

I don’t, but you know, it’s polite. “Take me to dinner, then. I'm
starving.”

“Diner or somewhere you don’t get served fries in a plastic
basket?”

“Don’t hate on the baskets. They’ve served us well for years.”

Ty shakes his head. “You're so easy.”

We start walking, falling into the same pace since he’s not letting
go of me. “I'm not sure if that’s an insult or not.”

“You know what I mean, Ivy. But I can rephrase. You're so laid
back.” He snorts. “Most of the time.”

Ah, he fixed it. I was beginning to think that he doesn’t know me. I
might be laid back about where we eat or where we go on dates—
basically I don’t care what we do—but with just about everything else
in my life, I'm going out of my mind.

“Yeah, yeah. Ivy overthinks,” I mutter.

“You overthink and stress when there’s never any reason to.
There’s nothing you don’t get done. School, swim team, whatever you
want.”

That’s right. But it’s because I stress and overthink that it all gets
done. I don’t remember the last time I didn’t worry about something I



was doing. Whether that’s at school or stressing over an argument
with one of my friends.

Logically, I know things will work out one way or another. But I've
never been fantastic with logic when I'm in the middle of anything
remotely important.

Maybe I should put Meera on speed dial.

“What the...” I crane my neck, watching Iris drive out of the
parking lot.

“You want to clue me in?” Ty asks, following where I'm looking.
“Iris turned left out of the lot, not right.”

“Maybe she had something to do first? She might be picking up
some dinner.”

I stare up at him. She’s been here a week, and this is her first day
at school. What could she be doing?

“Okay, maybe not,” he adds.

“She’s secretive and she’s doing weird things at night.”

We reach his car and get in. I wait until Ty starts the engine.
“What things?”

Something she said a minute ago has me frowning. “I think she’s
sneaking out.”

“You think that’s weird?” he asks. “I don’t think I know one person
who hasn’t. Besides you.”

“I've never had to. Besides, I would definitely get caught.”

Laughing, he tears out of the parking lot and heads right, toward
the diner. “You know what, I think you would too. You're a horrible
liar. Your dad would never believe whatever excuse you thought up.”

I don’t think the inability to lie is a bad thing, but it certainly
doesn’t help when Dad asks if I've ever had a drink or if I've cut classes
at school. He’s never punished me, so he must believe me.

“But if she’s sneaking out here, where is she going?”
Ty shrugs like I'm overreacting.
“Tyler! She doesn’t know anyone.”



His eyebrows rise. “You Tylered me.”

“Because you’re not taking this seriously. Do you think we should
turn around and follow her?” I ask, biting my lip.

“No. Why would you want to?”
“Because I'm nosy.”

“Really, Ivy,” Ty says, chuckling. He makes a left at the light and
the square isn’t too far away. I'm so hungry; it better not be busy
tonight.

“Sorry. I'll forget my sister for a while. I enjoyed watching you
practice tonight.”

“You mean you tolerated it?”

“I tolerated it in a very enjoyable manner. It was warm out but not
too hot. I had a book and you ran a lot more than the last time I
watched.”

Laughing, he shakes his head. “So you really want to follow Iris?
Because we could get the burger and fries to go.”

“You want to spend our date hunting down my twin sister?”
He shrugs. “It’s something different.”
“It’s different, sure.”

Pulling into a parking space outside the diner, he smirks. “We’ve
never stalked anyone together before.”

I frown. “Have you stalked anyone on your own before?”
“Only you.”
My eyebrows shoot up. “What?”

“‘Stalked’ is a stretch. I've followed you at school. It was before we
got together, back when I wanted to ask you out but was too chicken.”

“Where did you follow me to, you creep?” I ask, playfully slapping
his arm as my jaw drops.

“To the pool.”
Why did I not know this?

“Wait, is that the day I literally bumped into you outside the
changing rooms?”



His grin widens, which answers my question for me. “I needed a
reason to talk to you.”

“We had two of the same classes together, Ty. You needed me to
whack my head against yours to start a conversation?”

“I hadn’t planned for your lack of concentration.”

We get out of the car and head inside. As much as I want to know
what Iris is up to, I’d rather just chill with Ty. My sister is taking up so
much of my mind lately. There is something wrong, that I'm sure of,
but I doubt I'll figure it out by following her once.

“I wasn’t expecting someone to be standing right outside the
door.”

Ty opens the door for me, and we head inside to find a table. “I
wasn’t right outside. Besides, you were at Leo’s party that weekend
and the rest is history.”

He definitely was standing right outside the door. I remember it
very clearly because I slammed into him and wanted the whole world
to swallow me. Ty had been on my radar for months prior to our
bump. He was the only guy in school that I thought was hot; he was fit
and didn’t exclude anyone based on who they hung out with. He still
doesn’t, and I love that about him most.

We came from different circles and made one that works for us
both.

Okay, so he’s dragged me into his circle a little more than I
originally hoped, but not all of his friends are intolerable. I actually
like quite a few of them, and I don’t really like anyone.

As we walk to a booth, Ellie passes us with a group of her friends.
“I'm meeting Iris, girls. I'll see you all later.”

I turn and narrow my eyes. What? She’s meeting Iris where? They
only met today.

“Come on,” Ty says, grabbing my hand. “We can borderline break
some laws another time. None of our crew are here, and I kind of like
the idea of having you all to myself tonight.”

“Yeah, I'm in,” I tell him, taking one last glance back at Ellie
leaving to meet Iris...at some secret place for some secret reason.



They’re strangers. This is weird. Why doesn’t Ty think it’s weird?

What are they doing, and why didn’t she tell me they were meeting
up?



15

When I get home from dinner with Ty, Dad is shut away in his office
and Iris must be upstairs since my car is in the driveway. I can hear
music coming from her room.

I want to run straight up there and grill her on where she’s been
with Ellie, but I don’t think I'm supposed to know. The more time I
spend with my sister, the less I think I know her. She has secrets.
They’re probably not even good ones—part of me thinks she tries
really hard to appear deep and mysterious. She probably just hung out
with Ellie at her house for an hour.

Still...what are they doing?

In my room, I grab my pajamas and take a towel from the linen
closet on the way to the bathroom.

Iris is playing Katy Perry as I walk past. I wish I could spy on her.
I'm not going to—that would be creepy and weird. But she’s so
protective of her room. I haven’t been invited inside since she moved
back in.

I shower, dry off, and get into my pajamas before hanging up the
towel and heading out of the bathroom. I tiptoe past Iris’s room and
hover by the door.

The music is still playing, Lady Gaga this time. But every ten
seconds or so, the music cuts out for a beep.

She’s messaging someone. Ellie? One of her old friends?

It didn’t take Iris long to not need me. Which we all knew would
happen, so I'm still unsure why she had to have the same schedule.
But whatever.

I debate knocking and seeing if she will let me in, but I don’t really



have a reason. She hasn’t said good night to me before unless we
passed each other, so it would be weird to start that.

Ah, screw it. I'm going to knock anyway.
I raise my hand at the same time the door swings open.
“Ivy, you almost punched me!” Iris squeals.

I let out a nervous laugh. “I didn’t hear you walking over your
music.”

“Well, I'm sorry if I disturbed you.”
“That’s not why I'm knocking,” I tell her. “I wanted to check in.”
She shrugs. “I saw you a few hours ago, Ivy. Nothing’s changed.”

Yeah, and I saw you drive off in the opposite direction of our
house.

“Have you been in here all night?”

“Mmm-hmmm. I like my room.” She steps forward, forcing me
back, and pulls her door closed. “It’s my safe space.”

Safe from what?
“I kind of hope the whole house is that for you.”
She looks toward the stairs. “This house is still yours and Dad’s.”

“Iris,” 1 say, the shock in my voice crystal clear. “It’s yours too.
Even when you weren’t living here. You said that you want to decorate.
Why don’t you do that?”

Scoffing, she replies, “I need to use the bathroom. Don’t worry
about it, vy, I'm fine.”

She pushes past me and disappears into the bathroom.

I blink and turn to watch her close the door.

What the hell was that about?

Her bedroom door isn’t closed all the way. I could stick my head
through the gap and take a peek.

I look back. She’ll be in there at least a few minutes if she’s
brushing her teeth and washing her face...and maybe she’ll even take a
shower. With no clue of what I'm even looking for, though, is it worth
it? She probably doesn’t have a voodoo doll of me. For whatever



reason, I'm the source of her anger this evening. I can live with that for
a while.

It’s not like I don’t have anger too. Mine is more spread across the
entire situation. Why did Mom have to run so close to the edge of the
bridge? Why did it have to be raining the night before when the
weather had been dry for weeks? Why us?

There is so much I miss about her, and it seems like each day
something else comes up. We usually send a voice message every week
to fully catch up if we haven’t managed to talk. I haven’t had a voice
message in one month, to the day.

Thinking of my mom gives me courage, and slowly I stick my head
through the gap and peer into my sister’s room. Everything seems the
same. Her light is off, which means the only light in there is what is
pouring in from outside.

Then I spot something different. An old, retro-style leather
suitcase sitting on her bed. I haven’t seen that before. It could have
been in one of her boxes she brought from Mom’s. Iris didn’t want any
help packing or unpacking her things. Dad and I only helped to carry
big cardboard boxes.

What could she have in there?
Down the hall, the toilet flushes.

Gasping, I leap back and dash into my room and quietly close my
door almost all the way. My heart pounds against my rib cage.

No more snooping unless she’s out of the house.

I tiptoe backward and get into bed. I hear the water running in the
shower. Tapping my fingers on my stomach, I lie still. I could go back
to her room, but my pulse is racing.

I want Iris to trust me. That’s unlikely to happen if she catches me
looking through her things. Despite her helping herself to my clothes
whenever she likes.

So I wait. My phone is charging and I can’t see the time, but it feels
like she has been in the shower for hours.

Finally, the water cuts off.



She takes her time drying off and getting changed. A few minutes
later, the bathroom door opens. I bite my lip and turn my head toward
the wall.

I hear Iris’s soft footsteps on the carpet. She walks along the hall
past my door. Is she going downstairs? It would be nice for Dad if she
went to see him. He constantly looks worried about her.

I hear her door close.
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I didn’t sleep well, and I have my twin to thank for that. At least I
didn’t spend the first hour of lying in bed thinking about how much I
miss Mom. Instead I was trying to figure out why Iris was so angry at
me last night. And I keep coming up blank.

New day, new mood. All morning, she’s been chipper. We're at
school and her irritation toward me yesterday seems to be forgotten.

Iris walks a step ahead of me down the hall toward the lockers.

“Sophie!” Iris calls. She turns and lifts her hand, her ponytail
swinging from side to side. “See you later, Ivy.”

Wait. Was I just dismissed?
Charming.

“Bye,” I say, watching Iris skip off to one of my best friends and
frowning.

All right.

Sophie gives me a little wave, but as soon as Iris reaches her, their
heads are together and they’re in deep conversation.

I shake my head and hang a right down the hall that leads to the
pool. Getting in the water will help.

Pushing the door to the changing room, I walk inside and spot
Haley with a towel around her.

“Hey,” I say.

Her head whips around and she grips the towel in her fist. “God,
Ivy, you made me jump.” Her hair is tamed in a tight bun.

“Sorry,” I say, laughing. “You okay?”
“Yeah, I just need to get my time up.”



“I'd recommend working on getting it down.”

She rolls her eyes and pulls her jeans on under her towel. “I'm not
getting any faster. I haven’t been improving.”
“Plateaus are normal. We've all been there.”

“Yours lasted weeks and since then you’ve been swimming like a
fish.”

It was more like months and it felt like years. Everyone tried
giving me pep talks and I know how much it didn’t actually help. It felt
more like Hey, you might suck now, but you won’t always. Yeah,
thanks for that, champ. No help at all. “Haley, you're an awesome
swimmer. Don’t be too hard on yourself.”

“Hmm. I'll figure it out. Coach said I can practice a couple of
mornings too.”

I hate that she’s struggling with this.

“You want to head to the community pool this weekend? Or I can
come in early and swim with you next week.”

Her dark eyes fly to me. “Ivy, you don’t need to fix this.”

“That’s not what I'm trying to do. You helped me and I just want to
help you.”

Dropping her towel, she puts on her bra at lightning speed and
tugs a T-shirt over her head. I watch her with a frown as she stuffs her
towel in her locker and grabs her bag from the bench.

Taking a breath, she says, “Ignore me, I'm having an off day. You
all right?”

She’s having more and more off days recently.

“Yeah, I'm good. Sure you're okay?”

She nods. “Yeah, I'll see you later.”

Okay. She’s frustrated. That wasn’t about me. It’s so hard when
you’re doing everything you can but you’re not improving. You have to
push through.

I shove the changing room door open and walk around the lockers

to Coach’s office. I can see her through the glass, sitting at her desk
and chewing her lip. She does that when she’s worrying about



something.

Is she worried about having this chat with me? Whatever the chat
is going to be about. I don’t think I've done anything wrong. In fact,
I'm swimming more and getting faster.

Raising my hand, I rap on the door.

She swivels on her seat and makes a sharp gesture with her head
for me to come in.

Here goes nothing.

“Hi, Coach. You wanted to see me?”

“Come and sit down, Ivy.”

“All right.” I step toward the seat opposite her desk and sit down.
“Is everything okay?”

Coach smiles as she lets her shoulder-length brown hair out of a
hair tie. “Yes, relax, Ivy. I can hear your mind freaking out.”

My shoulders slump on a long exhale. “So, what do you need to see
me about?”

“I just wanted to check in. You've just got back, and your first
practice is coming up.”

“Oh. I'm fine, ready to jump in. I need to get in the pool.”

“I'm glad you’re finding the outlet you need when you get in that
water, but are you getting help outside of it?”

We're all encouraged to leave whatever issues we have at the side
of the pool when we get in. I wasn’t aware that it’s suddenly the wrong
thing to do. Frowning, I shift in my seat and clear my throat. “Yeah.
Are you okay for me to come back?”

She shakes her head and places her palms on her desk. “I think the
question is, are you okay with it, Ivy. You know that if you need some
time, that’s all right.”

“I have a therapist,” I tell her. “Look, I'm not going to pretend that
I'm okay because I'm not. I miss my mom, and I’'m not sure this hole
in my chest is ever going to heal, but I'm dealing with it. When I come
to school, I want to focus on everything I need to do, not just in the
pool.”



“That makes sense,” Coach says with a warm smile. “I want you to
know that this is coming purely from a place of concern. You've had a
lot to deal with.”

“Yeah, well, I still do. Iris is home, and everything is different. But
I know when I'm swimming, nothing will be difficult for a little while.”

“Does your sister swim?”

I shrug. “A little.” Where is this going?

She holds her palms up and presses her thin lips together. “Okay, I
get it. This is your thing.”

Yeah, it is.

I dip my head.

“The panic in your eyes tells me a lot, Ivy.”

“I like that I have something for myself. We’re sharing a lot these

days. But you know if she was a strong swimmer, I would recommend
her.”

She picks up a full mug of black coffee. “That’s exactly why you’re
where you are right now.”

“Nothing to do with all the practice, then?”
Laughing, she shakes her head. “You better get to class.”

“Okay, see you this afternoon.” I pause. “Since I've missed a couple
of weeks, I thought maybe I should come in today for an extra
practice.”

She lifts her eyes to mine. “Of course. I'll see you in the pool in the
morning as well, Ivy.”

I put my tray down on the table at lunch. Iris, Haley, and Sophie look
up. They all have the same grilled chicken salad and water in front of
them. Sophie eats healthily most of the time, but I've never seen her
eat a salad.

“Hey,” I say, unscrewing my water bottle cap.

Haley gives me a tight smile, her full lips flattening with the effort.



She’s still annoyed from earlier then. I wasn’t suggesting that I
have all the answers or I'm the best swimmer out there. Jeez, I just
want to help.

“Did you get whatever you need from Coach this morning?” Sophie
asks me.

“Yeah. She was just checking in and seeing how I'm doing. We
spoke a little about me wanting to get back in the pool, and I'm going
to have an extra swim tomorrow morning.”

Haley arches her eyebrow almost to her hairline.
What is her deal?

“If you want to swim alone, Haley, I can do alternate mornings.” I
take a sip of water, trying not to take her attitude personally.

“Is Coach watching you?” she asks.

“Yes, why?”

What else would she do during practice? It’s one thing to swim in
the mornings just for myself, we've all done that occasionally, but if

we’re practicing, Coach is poolside with her stopwatch. Besides, it’s not
like she can let us swim without a member of trained staff there.

She shrugs. “Nothing. I'm being stupid.”

“What’s wrong?” I ask her. “Is it something I've done?”
“It’s not all about you, Ivy,” Iris teases.

At least, I think she’s joking.

I turn to my sister. “I never said it was.”

Iris raises her hands and then goes back to her salad.

Stabbing a tomato with venom, Haley lifts her eyes. “You haven’t
done anything, Ivy. It’s awesome to see you going so fast and kicking
butt in the water. But it’s hard at the same time because I feel like I'm
failing.”

“But you're not failing,” I tell her. “Take the pressure off. Trust me,
you’ll be surprised what that does for you.”

Early last year when I hit my plateau, I was super stressed. The
more I worried that I couldn’t improve, the worse it got. I had to reset
and forget about times before I got better.



“Yeah,” Sophie says. “But that’s harder to do when we have a
million meets coming up.”

Slight exaggeration.

“You're worried too, Soph?”

“Not everyone is the star, Ivy,” Sophie replies. There is no jealousy
or malice in her tone, but I didn’t realize they felt this way. Have they
been discussing it?

I take a bite of my chicken salad wrap. What do I say to that? I'm
not going to apologize for working my ass off to get where I am.
Nothing was handed to me. I've put the hard work in, and I deserve to
be the anchor.

“Well,” Iris says breezily. “This is uncomfortable.” She turns to
Haley and Sophie. “You guys are just as good as Ivy. Believe you can
beat her, push yourself, and you can.”

“Yeah, right,” Haley says. “I can’t move any faster right now. I'd
never beat her.”

“Guys, we're not competing against each other,” I say, trying to
remind them what really matters here. Neither Sophie nor Haley
wants to take swimming further than high school. They both want it as
a fallback in case they need it for college, but they have never been too
worried about being the fastest before.

Why now?

“Come on, Ivy,” Sophie says. “We all want to be the best.”

“Damn straight!” Iris exclaims. “You want it, babe, you take it.”

It’s all I can do not to kick her. Why is she rooting for someone
else?

My heart sinks as I realize that my twin wants me to lose.



17/

Two weeks have passed very slowly. We're almost at the end of
another school week. Iris has been a nightmare through every class the
last three days. If she’s not whispering to me, she’s tapping her pen on
her books or humming to herself.

She didn’t do it the first week, so I don’t know what is going on
with her.

It feels intentional—like she knows I only work my best with very
few distractions and she’s trying to mess me up. But why? Not to
mention that she barely does any work, so now I'm stressing about her
passing her classes. What’s going to happen if she fails?

I have a session with Meera straight after school, and then I'm
free. I have a full weekend planned, though, so there won’t be much
relaxing. Tomorrow I’'m spending the morning in the pool with Haley
and Sophie; then in the evening I'm going out with Ty. On Sunday,
Nan and Grandad are visiting.

It will be the first time we’ve seen them since Mom’s funeral, and I
know Dad is nervous about having his ex-in-laws over. We were going
to spend the day at their house, but Iris doesn’t want to go back into
the city.

She doesn’t seem to want to go anywhere near memories of Mom.

Dad must be a little frustrated with her, but he never says a word. I
think she could do pretty much anything right now and he would let
her off. But it’s only a matter of time before he goes full dad-mode on
her. She’s not going to like all the rules she’s about to have imposed. I
can’t wait for that day, because then at least we’ll be on the normal
track, out of this tiptoeing around her limbo stage.



Mom didn’t have a curfew, though I think if it was past midnight
on a school day she might have called. I remember so many times
when I’d visit, Iris would come home around one in the morning.

As long as Mom knew where we were, she didn’t mind how long
we were out. Though I can’t imagine Iris stayed at her friends’ houses
all night. Over the past two years, Iris had started visiting us for
shorter periods. Her three weeks turned into two. She would give the
excuse of events happening back home, but in reality, it was probably
because she didn’t have the freedom or the friends here.

She doesn’t seem to have that problem here now, though. She’s
latched very well on to my friends and they seem to be annoyed at me.
I don’t even know what to do with that, but I'm sure it’ll blow over.

Haley and I are researching in the library. I don’t know where Iris
is, but she was walking with Ellie, so I assume they’re together in here
somewhere.

It’s nice to have Haley to myself for a while.

“What time are we meeting at the pool tomorrow?” I ask.
“Around nine?”

“Cool. Do you need a ride?”

“No, I'll walk. I could use the exercise to loosen me up.”

I glance at her out of the corner of my eye. “Are you and Soph
really worried about swimming?”

“It’s just hard this year, Ivy. I feel like you and a couple others
have progressed so much, and I haven’t. I don’t know how long Coach
will let that slide. At what point does she have other girls try out?”

“I don’t think that will happen. Besides, if it does, you and Soph
still aren’t even close to being the weakest swimmers.”

She rolls her eyes. “Not yet, but give it another year.”

“Look, if you're that worried, why don’t you add another practice?
Join me on Wednesdays too.”

“See, that’s the thing. When do I get time to chill? Time to do
schoolwork?”

You make time. I have to be strict with myself because I lose three



afternoons a week to swimming, plus now a Friday with Meera. “Study
and do homework first. I don’t swim on a Saturday or Sunday unless I
want to.”

She chews on her bottom lip. “I want to get better, but I don’t want
to lose my social life.”

“Well, you only really hang out with me and Sophie anyway, and
we’ll be at practice with you.”

“How do you fit Ty in too?”

I shrug. “Mostly Saturdays and Sundays. You have to make a
decision, Haley. It’s either worth it to you or it’s not.”

She slumps in her seat. “What do you think I should do?”

“I don’t want you to leave the team, but I don’t want you to be
unhappy either.”

“None of this would have happened if Iris hadn’t mentioned our
times.”

I put down the pen I'm holding. “What?”

Haley sighs. “Oh, she didn’t mean anything by it. We were talking
about who’s the fastest and all that. I realized that you had improved
so much, and I hadn’t. Before that, I never really thought about it. I
just swam.”

“I'm sorry she did that,” I say, frowning.

“Forget 1 said anything,” Haley tells me. “I mean, she wasn’t
prying or calling anyone out.”

“Still a crappy thing to do.”

Haley shakes her head, her mass of hair bouncing back and forth.
“She didn’t realize you’ve flown past us.”

I rub the back of my neck. This is so awkward. Iris has royally put
her foot in it.

I'm all for healthy competition, but we never worried about our

times before, not between each other. Other girls on the team, sure,
but we’re best friends and it doesn’t matter. Or it shouldn’t.

Iris must have known it would cause problems between us. She’s a
cheerleader and knows all about competition. She would have known



they would feel like I'm racing ahead and they’re getting left behind.
Iris did that on purpose. She wants to cause a rift.



13

I get home from therapy and Iris is watching The Bachelor. She has
her feet kicked up on the coffee table and is holding a Diet Pepsi in her
hand.

“Hey,” I say. “I’'d ask what you’re up to but it’s obvious.”

She looks up and smiles. “There is so much drama on this show. I
love it.”

I'd never guess.

“There’s always so much fakeness, bitching, and backstabbing.
They might pretend to be nice to each other, but you can see they just
want to rip each other’s hair extensions out,” I say, crossing my arms.

“You need to be able to switch off, Ivy. It’s just a show.”
“Sure. A dumb one.”

“Are you going to watch it with me or not?”

“Of course I am.”

Iris laughs and turns her attention back to the TV. Well,
hallelujah. That went well. We had a tiny little conversation, but it was
a nice one. There was no sarcasm. I didn’t feel like she’s secretly
laughing behind my back or eye rolling in her head.

I should mention what happened today. Iris definitely would have
known that bringing up our swim times could cause a rift.

“Sophie and Haley seemed a little annoyed with me today,” I tell
her, keeping my eyes on the screen so I appear more casual than I feel.

“Why?”
“They mentioned you spoke about our times.”
Her back straightens. “And why did that make them annoyed with



you?”
“They mentioned how far I've come in comparison. I think it made
them feel like they’re not good enough.”

“Well, how was I supposed to know talking about the thing you're
all passionate about would be bad?”

“I'm not saying you did anything wrong. I know you wouldn’t
intentionally try to cause issues between them and me.” Or I want to
think that, anyway.

“Of course I wouldn’t,” she replies. Her voice is thick with emotion
like she’s trying not to cry. Her identical pale eyes are calm, though.
“Are you guys okay now?”

“Yeah, we’re good.”

Her smile is tight. “Well, no harm done, then.”

There was harm done. Sophie, Haley, and I have the best
friendship and Iris is creating little fractures in it. She might not be
doing big things to hurt us, but even tiny fractures cause breaks if you
inflict too many.

“Ah, I bet she ditches this guy for the new one,” Iris says, pointing
to the TV and leaning forward.

She’s done with me for now, over the conversation, and doesn’t
care about Haley and Sophie. Yet, she’s quick to join us for lunch and
meet up with them when she’s not with Ellie. What exactly does she
want from my friends?

“I can’t wait to see Nan and Grandad on Sunday,” I tell her.

“Huh?” She looks over, doing a double take before returning to
The Bachelor. “Oh, right. Yeah, me too.”

“Do you speak to them much? I only really text. Does Nan try to
use emojis with you too?”

“Ivy, really!” she snaps.

Whoa, and there it is. Her frustration over a dumb conversation
about emojis. Anything to do with Mom and her side of the family
ultimately leads to her snapping or going quiet.

“What? I was only asking you a question.”



“During my TV show.”

“Hey, you were just talking too.” I tap my thumb and index finger
together and run them across my lips, telling her I'll be quiet.

Iris sinks back against the cushion behind her and crosses her
arms.

Whatever is going on with my twin, it needs to improve.

The tension radiating off Iris is suffocating. My stomach is heavy,
and I'm sitting so still. Although I like watching the drama unfold on
reality TV shows like this one, I can’t stand to be sitting next to my
sister feeling like I've done something wrong.

When I'm stressing or have anxiety over a situation, I feel it
physically, from the twist in my stomach to the ache between my eyes.
When I was eight, my mom went on anxiety meds. She never told me
or Iris but I heard her discussing it with Dad. I knew something was
up because she was acting different, sleeping a lot and snapping. They
were the wrong meds, I understand that now, but back then all I knew
was that Mom started taking medication and she and Dad argued
more.

Iris is definitely covering up her pain...but what can I do about it
until she’s ready to talk?

Absolutely nothing. So I'll wait patiently.

Well. I'll wait.

When I get up in the morning, I freeze. The drawer on my desk is
open. Not even just a little but, like, several inches open. It was closed
last night. I remember putting my pencil case away after completing
homework.

Was Iris in my room last night? How late did she wait up? Did she
keep peeking through my door to see when I'd drifted off? What was
she looking for, anyway? I didn’t fall asleep until sometime after two,
so she must have stayed up past that.

I tiptoe toward the desk and peek through the gap as if something



is going to jump out at me. My poster of the Killers stares down at me.
Shame I can’t ask them what they saw last night. There isn’t much in
the drawer besides some photos and other random crap I've collected
over the years. Nothing of value to anyone but me.

Iris doesn’t need money. Can she really be that interested in notes
from Ty or pictures of me, Haley, and Sophie? She wants to get closer
to my friends but surely sneaking peeks at letters between us isn’t the
way to go.

Reaching out, I pull the handle and the drawer slides open. I rifle
through but there was a lot in here, and I don’t think I'd even notice
something missing.

Slamming the drawer shut, I sigh. What am I even supposed to
do?

If I tell Dad, Iris will deny it. She’ll tell me I obviously didn’t close
it properly because that is more believable than her going through my
things at two in the morning. Or whenever she was being a sneak.

Maybe she needed to borrow something. But at that hour?

I get changed, brush my teeth, and grab my swimming bag before
heading downstairs. I'll need to eat if I'm going to be in and out of the
pool all morning.

Dad is in the kitchen making pancakes and washing berries when I
get downstairs.

“Morning,” I say, leaning against the counter.

He looks over his shoulder. “Morning, Ivy.”

“You're cooking breakfast.”

“I do that occasionally. You want pancakes?”

“Please. What are your plans for this morning?”

“I’'m meeting up with Ken to watch soccer.”

“Cool. You need to get out more...and not go to the office.”
“Noted, Ivy. Is your sister up yet?”

No, she’s probably too tired after her snooping session last night.
“T haven’t seen her,” I tell him.

“I'm up,” Iris says as she walks into the room. “Ooh, those smell



nice, Dad.”
I turn around. “Hey. How did you sleep?”

Her eyes have the faint tell of dark circles. Not enough to be
obvious, but if you're looking like I am, you can see that she didn’t
sleep well last night.

“Great,” she replies with a toothy smile. “You?”

I nod, staring into her eyes and willing myself to switch on that
twin telepathic thing we’re supposed to have. “You hungry? Because
Dad has made about a thousand pancakes.”

“There’s an extra mouth to feed now,” he mutters.

“Yes, one. You've made enough for ten.”

There is a big stack and he’s adding more batter to the pan.
“Hmm. You can snack on them later.”

I'm supposed to maintain a relatively healthy diet, but sure, I'll eat
pancakes all day.

Cheat days are still a thing, right?

I devour four pancakes and a handful of strawberries, raspberries,
and blueberries. I'm going to burn it off in an hour.

Iris and I sit at the table with a cup of coffee as Dad finishes up
with breakfast.

“What time are you home?” she asks.

“Probably around midday. Ty and I are going out around seven.
Why, did you want to do something?”

She shakes her head. “I was just wondering. I'm meeting Ellie and
we’re going out for the afternoon.”

“Oh, cool.”

Dad looks over, the spatula still in his hand. “What are you doing
with Ellie?”

She shrugs. “Hanging out. I think we’re having lunch at the diner.”

“Okay,” he replies.

Are you serious? If I'd said that, he would have asked me where I
was going. He would need locations and the names of everyone I



planned to meet up with.
Why does Iris get off with an “okay” to her vague reply?
It’s totally unfair.

“I need to head out,” I say flatly, putting my dishes in the
dishwasher. Dad and Iris mutter a quick bye, and I leave as fast as I
can so I don’t snap and say something that’s going to make this
situation harder.

I drive to the pool and arrive five minutes later because traffic was
light. It’s not actually open yet, so I wait in the car and watch the road
for Haley and Sophie.

It only takes a couple of seconds for Haley to pull up in her silver
Beetle complete with pink fluffy dice. It’s a much cooler car than my
“safe” Volvo but it is like Edward Cullen’s one in Twilight. I thought
she and Sophie would come together since they live close, but Sophie
isn’t with her.

Opening the door, I get out and she does too.

“Morning. Ready to swim your ass off?” she says.

“Definitely. Is Sophie coming?”

“Yeah, she’s going out with Sam after, so we came separately. I
think she’s walking.”

“Okay.”

Sam and Sophie have been dating for three months and he seems
cool. He’s not into sports or anything, so I rarely see him around
school. He’s more into computer games.

“Ivy...do you really think I can get, like, considerably better? I feel
like I'm wasting my time.”

I shake my head. “You’re not wasting your time. We’ll get you
there. You just have to be prepared to work harder.”

“Tam.”

“You've got this.”

With a small smile, she nods. “Hey, how are you doing?”

“I'm okay.”

“You miss her.”



I lower my gaze. “All the time.”

Haley wraps her arm around my shoulder. “It’s going to be okay.”
I lift my eyes to her. “Thank you.”

Sophie pulls into the parking lot and Haley drops her arm.

We look over and she has a big grin for us. Getting out of her car,
she says, “Morning, losers! Let’s do this.”

“You drove.”

“Yeah. I figure I'll need the energy for swimming,” she says.
“Damn straight. Ready to win?” I ask.

“We both are,” Haley says.

Good. Things are back to normal with them. I bite my lip as I feel
ten pounds lighter.

“I'm going to need a massive lunch after this,” Sophie tells us,
wrapping her arm around my and Haley’s shoulder as we head to the
pool.

“Don’t eat too much—we’re out with Iris tonight,” Haley replies.
My head snaps in Haley’s direction.

What? They’re doing what with Iris?

“Oh? Iris didn’t mention anything to me this morning.”

Haley looks over her shoulder; my shock has set me back a step or
two.

“You’d probably already left your house. She only sent us a new
group message about ten minutes ago.”

A what now? I'm not in this new group.
Why does Iris need a group chat with my friends?
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Iris is going out with Haley and Sophie without me. That’s all I could
think about during our swim. Sure, I managed to get it together long
enough to give them some pointers, things they couldn’t see
themselves, and they left feeling more positive, but my head wasn’t in
it.

Coaching is one of my favorite things to do, but today Iris ruined
that.

Why is she going out with my friends? Iris definitely invited them
out tonight because she knew I couldn’t go. I don’t get why she would
do that.

When I get home, she’s in my room, borrowing one of my T-shirts
since we haven’t packed up Mom’s house yet. Still, she brought almost
her whole wardrobe with her.

“What about this?” she asks, spinning around in my favorite
Maroon 5 T-shirt.

“Do you even like them? You know it’s only okay to wear band T-
shirts if you listen to them, right?”

Her shoulder lifts in a lazy shrug as she pulls the T-shirt over her
head. “I like the lead singer.”

There is no point in arguing this.

“Looks good on you,” I tell her, opting for maturity.
“That’s because I look like you.”

“You were born first, so technically I look like you.”

That makes her laugh. The first proper laugh that has her body
shaking. “Well, yeah. I'm the original and you’re the imposter.”

Not sure I would go that far, but I like the teasing. It’s so...normal.



“Or you weren’t quite perfect, so Mother Nature had to try again.”
Her grin widens. “No, I don’t think that’s it.”

She looks like a perfect mixture between the two of us, like she’s
trying to bridge the gap. Her yellow pencil skirt and my band tee. It’s
cool but doesn’t look like the top half is her.

“Where are you guys going?” I ask.
“Movies. What about you and Tyler?”
“I have no idea. He won’t tell me.”

Her eyes widen. “Really? I would hate that. How do you know
what to wear?”

“Jeans and a T-shirt.”

“Ivy! You should make an effort.”

“I put more curls in my hair, didn’t I?”
“He’s your boyfriend.”

“And we’ve been together long enough that neither of us feels the
need to impress the other anymore. It’'s a good place to be.” Ty
wouldn’t care if he saw me before I put makeup on. He doesn’t care
when I've just got out of the pool with no makeup on! He won’t care if
I'm wearing jeans or a dress, or if my hair is tied up or curled all
pretty.

Iris bites her lip, staring off into the distance. “That must be nice.”

“Yeah, it is. We've never really talked about boys before. Is there
anyone back at your old school?”

She shakes her head slowly. “No, I dated a little, but nothing went
anywhere.”

“Well, there are a couple of cute and nice guys at our school.
Besides, we're only sixteen. Plenty of time to play the field.”

“Yep. Plenty of time for me to nab the one I want.” She purses her
pink-tinted lips. “No one has caught my eye yet, though.”

“Well, when someone does, he’d be crazy not to want you.”
“We could double-date.”

I hate formal double dates. It would have to be something casual



we would do with a group. The only time I've felt awkward with Ty is
when we went to dinner with one of his teammates and his girlfriend.

“Sounds good. What time are you meeting Sophie and Haley?”

“I need to leave soon. Can I take your car?”

“Um, okay. Ty is picking me up, so I won’t need it.”

“He’s the perfect boyfriend,” she says quietly, almost to herself, as
she’s not looking at me anymore. Grabbing my leather jacket off my

chair, Iris wiggles her fingers in a Mean Girls—style wave. “See you
later.”

That’s fine, sis, I didn’t want to wear that jacket anyway.

I finish getting ready in my room, hearing Iris start my car and
drive away. It’s weird. I don’t mind sharing friends, but we’re so
different, and she has nothing in common with Haley and Sophie,
other than that they’re best friends with her twin.

She should be out with Ellie and her gang of merry cheerleaders.

And, no, I'm not jealous. This whole sharing everything with my
sister is very new to me. I haven’t had to do it in six years.

It bothers me that she’s suddenly wanting to hang out with me and
my friends when she never has before. She spent four weeks here every
summer and didn’t once want to come out with us.

Maybe it is genuine. Mom’s death could have changed what she
wants in friends. I'm not saying Ellie and her friends are faking it, but
they all look and behave in the same way. Iris might not want to have
to change who she is to fit in anymore.

That or she’s totally trying to wedge herself between me and my
friends.

Biting my lip, I glance toward her room as if I'll be able to see
through the wall. She left already. I could be in and out in minutes.
Tiptoeing out of my room, I tilt my head to the stairs.

The house is silent. Dad will be in his office, doing whatever it is
people working in insurance do.



I hear the roar of an engine as Ty rolls up on the gravel outside. A date
with him is the distraction I need, especially after an hour of math
homework. He is very good at putting things into perspective when my
mind runs away.

“See you later,” I call to Dad as I rush downstairs and out of the
house.

“Back by ten!” he shouts as if I've suddenly forgotten the weekend
curfew he set a whole year ago.

I close the front door and jog to Ty’s car.

“Eager,” he teases as I get in and buckle the seat belt. He leans
over and gives me a Kkiss. Ty looks amazing in a plain white tee and
dark jeans. His messy hair has been tamed against its will. Thankfully
his surfer style is breaking through; he looks like he’s only arrived at
the beach rather than his usual coming-home-from-it mess.

I love both.

“Where are we going?”

He sits back in his seat. “Movies.”

Oh great.

Seeing my face, he frowns. “You don’t want to?”
“Iris is there with Haley and Sophie.”

Raising an eyebrow, he questions, “And that means we need to
boycott the place?”

“Don’t you think it’s weird that she’s going out with them on her
own?”

“Not really...,” he replies.
“Tyler!”

He holds his hands up. “Babe, I'm not sure what you want me to
say. I don’t think it’s weird. She’s friends with them too and you’re out
with me tonight. Are you saying you don’t want them to be friends?”

I bite my lip. Damn, I'm in the wrong here.

“Ivy, what’s going on?” he asks. “You've been acting weird about
Iris since she got here.”

Wow. Looking to my right, I scowl at him. Shouldn’t he be on my



side?

“Don’t give me the death stare. You're too cute and it doesn’t work.
I'm trying to understand why you’re so hostile toward her.”

“I’'m not,” I defend. How am I the hostile one?

“Do you not want her here?”

Sighing, I reply, “Of course I do.”

“You don’t want to share anything with her?”

“I don’t mind sharing.”

He rubs his hand over his face. “You need to help me out, here.”

“I'm being unreasonable.”

“Yes, you are, but why?” he presses.

Throwing my hands up, I reply, “I don’t have an answer,
Ty, okay?”

I hate feeling like this, like my own sister is playing a game. But I
do.

He looks away. “Movies or somewhere else?”

“Do you already have tickets?”

Shaking his head, he puts the car in drive.

Although he’s denied having the tickets, his lack of a verbal no tells
me he has.

“A movie sounds good. As long as you don’t refuse M&M’s and
then try to eat mine.”

His lips tug into a grin, and I know I've won him back. The earlier
frustration with our conversation is gone. “That’s tradition.”

Ty drives down the winding country lanes toward the movie
theater with a casual smile on his face. He holds the steering wheel
with one hand and the other is curled around mine.

“Do you think you’ll make the gala next month?” I ask him.
“Haven’t missed one yet.”

“I know, but training is going to get crazy for you soon. You have
way too many games coming up.”

With a small shake of his head, he says, “I'll be there, Ivy.”



He likes swimming about as much as I like football.
“Well maybe I'll share my M&M'’s with you tonight then.”
Ty laughs as we pull up at the theater.

I sit straighter as I immediately spot Iris, Haley, and Sophie
outside. They’re huddled together and laugh in unison. Sophie and
Haley are a little more dressed up than usual. Haley is wearing skinny
jeans and a blue and white striped shirt. Sophie has an orange summer
dress, hair still tied high on her head.

They look like they belong with Iris and Ellie.
Ty side-eyes me but he doesn’t mention them.

He thinks I'm being unreasonable, and I hate that. I wish it didn’t
bother me, but I'm not usually wrong when my gut tells me something
is off. Though, clearly, I'm the only one who thinks that.

He parks the car and we get out. I slam the door with slightly too
much force, but he doesn’t say anything. I wince. It’s not his car’s fault.

Ty walks around the car and wraps his arm around my waist. “We
are going to have a good night.”

It’s almost like he’s pleading with me.

I bump him with my hip. “Obviously. Maybe after we can go to the
lake and jump in fully clothed.”

“One time, Ivy, and it was so cold I almost lost my toes.”

That time was last October; the lake is considerably warmer now.
But I didn’t bring a change of clothes with me.

Ty leads me to the snacks, and I assume he’s bought tickets online.
“Popcorn and M&M’s?”

I lift my eyebrow, and he chuckles.

We get the same snacks and drinks every time, so there’s no need
for him to ask.

“Ivy, you're here too,” Iris says.

My body recoils, and I look to my side. Where did she come from?
“T am, yep.”

“That’s so funny.”



Amazing what she finds amusing.
I smile. “Where are Sophie and Haley?”

“They went ahead with our popcorn. I came back to use the
bathroom and saw you. Are you watching Buried too?”

“That’s what you’re watching?” Iris and Sophie hate scary movies.

She shrugs. “The trailer didn’t look that bad. Hey, do you two want
to sit with us?”

“They prebook the seats, so we might not be able to,” I tell her.

Shaking her head, her smile widens. “I'm such an idiot. You're on a
date. I'll see you after.” Turning on her heel like she’s auditioning for
ballet, she jogs in the direction of the screens, not the bathrooms.

“If looks could kill, your sister would be dead,” Ty says, handing
me a box of popcorn and my Coke.

I blink away the narrow eyes I was giving Iris. “Thanks for this.”

“Everything okay?”

“Sure.”

Not really. Why did she come back if she didn’t need the toilet?

Ty shows his ticket receipt on his phone and we head to Screen 8.
“We’re near the back, the double seats on their own,” he tells me as we
navigate walking in the dark. Behind us the screen is already playing
trailers. We never get here too early; I hate finishing my popcorn
before the movie has even started.

Ty caught on pretty quickly to arrive ten minutes late when
coming with me.

We find our seats, and I try to ignore the urge to look around.
We're right near the wall, out of the way. I should focus on Ty and not
worry about where Iris is.

So why can’t I?
The tips of my fingers pad against my leg.
“What’s wrong?” Ty whispers in my ear.

I keep my head straight, looking at the screen. “Nothing,” I reply,
and take his hand with my other. Ty squeezes, and I feel my shoulders
relax.



That doesn’t last long, though. As soon as the movie starts and Ty
is engrossed, my eyes wander. I scan the darkness, looking for her.

My gaze halts and my grip on Ty tightens as I find her across the
other side of the darkened theater...staring back at me.
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In the morning, I wake at six and get straight up. Nan and Grandad
won’t be here until ten, but I want to be ready. It’s going to be weird
having them here, but I'm also excited about it. It’s been just me, Dad,
and Iris for three weeks now. She’s seen our grandparents a lot more
than she’s seen me and Dad since our parents split, so hopefully they
will be able to get through to her.

I take a quick shower, get dressed, blow-dry my hair, making my
blond waves more pronounced, and put on a light layer of neutral
makeup. Nan always goes on about how Iris and I are naturally pretty
and don’t need anything, but I don’t feel very confident without a little
on.

When I get downstairs, Dad is in the kitchen, scrubbing the
countertop.

“Morning, Dad. That looks clean to me.”

He looks over his shoulder and smiles. “Right. It’s not like your
nan and grandad have never been here before.”

His stubble is gone and he’s wearing a new shirt. He looks like the
dad I know.

“Nope, so chill.”

“What do you want for breakfast?”

“I'll just grab some cereal in a minute. Is Iris up?”

“I haven’t seen her yet. I'll wake her in an hour if she’s not.”

I turn my nose up. “You think she’s asleep? She’s been getting up
earlier than me.”

“She has? I didn’t know that was possible.”
For the next two hours, I watch Dad clean and rearrange things. I



have never seen him so nervous before. Iris came down about thirty
minutes after me, her hair and makeup looking runway ready.

When the doorbell rings, Iris doesn’t even look up from her phone.

“Ivy!” Nan coos, wrapping me in a tight hug that stops me
breathing while simultaneously making me feel safe. “How are you,
darling?”

“I'm doing okay,” I tell her, and give Grandad a hug too.

They both look a little older and their eyes a little duller. That’s not
surprising, though; they lost a daughter.

“How are you two?”

“Oh, darling, we’re hanging in there,” Nan replies. Dad shakes
Grandad’s hand and hugs Nan. They all seem kind of stiff, like they’re
strangers. Iris hugs them but then hangs back, like she doesn’t want to
get too close.

“Time to start lunch,” Nan says, picking up some grocery bags.

“You know it’s ten in the morning, right?” I ask.

“Yes,” Dad says. “And I thought I would take us all out to eat.”

Nan waves her hand. “Nonsense. I'm making pasta and sauce from
scratch. My granddaughters can help me.”

Oh, I have missed cooking with Nan. She’s a bit much in the
kitchen—food is her passion—but I love it. Besides, I'm not going to
learn how to cook from Dad, and I can already dial for takeout.

I follow Nan into the kitchen. I get the feeling that she is
separating us, taking on the girls while Grandad talks to Dad.

They’re probably worried about how we’re coping. All of her texts
are geared toward finding out as much information as possible without
actually pushing. She asks a lot about what we’re doing, if we’re
spending time together, if we need to talk to a female adult in the
family. All of the embarrassing conversations already happened with
Mom, so I don’t know what we would specifically need a female for.

I look back over and see Iris hovering by the door.

“Ivy, grab the canned tomatoes and the herbs. Iris, you can get a
bowl and start mixing the ingredients for the pasta.”



I put the bags on the counter and take out what we need.
“T’ll put on a pot of coffee and we can have some girl time in here.”
Girl time is code for her grilling us and finding out if we’re okay.

Iris hasn’t moved from the doorway. “The bowls are in that
drawer,” I say, pointing to a cabinet.

She gives a small shake of her head. “I don’t like cooking.”

Nan turns to her. “It’s not about the cooking. It’'s about us
spending time together. That’s even more important now your mom is
gone.”

I lower my head as my heart tears a little bit. God, I would love to
cook with Mom just one more time.

Iris folds her arms. “We’ve never done this, or not since we were
little, anyway. Why do we need to do it now just because Mom is gone?
I'm not pretending. You two are on your own.”

Turning on her heel, she stalks out of the room.

Sighing, Nan begins measuring out coffee grounds. “She’s hurt and
angry.”

“She won’t talk about Mom,” I tell Nan.

“She will, Ivy. Give her time.” Nan wraps her arm around my
waist. “Why don’t we make lunch and Iris can join in or not when she’s
ready.”

Nan mixes the dough while I begin chopping fresh oregano and
basil.

“I'm worried about her,” I say to Nan, keeping my voice low so
Dad won’t hear. He and Grandad are talking about sports.

“I know,” she says. “Your sister has never been very good at
dealing with major events. She either shouts and cries or ignores it
entirely.”

“I've been struggling to find some way to help her.” I pause. “I
guess I was kind of hoping you might have some good advice.”

Nan sighs. “I'll continue to reach out to her, but I can’t force her to
listen. Your mom was having issues with her too.”

I put the knife down. “She was? What kind of issues?”



“Iris was acting out, and your mom wasn’t sure why.”
“Nothing had happened?”

“Not that I or your mom was aware of. She spoke to a few of her
teachers and no one had noticed anything off at school besides some
shifting in friendships, but that was nothing out of the ordinary.”

Frowning, I pop my hip against the counter. “When Iris first got
here and we were talking about my friends, I told her that I have a
small friendship group and prefer that. She said she had that too. I
didn’t think much about it because she’d just moved away, but she
hasn’t mentioned anyone back in the city,” I say. “Plus, my therapist
said something interesting.”

“Oh?”
“Yeah, she said that Iris might not know how to be real around

people because her friendships at school were based on hanging
around with the people who would keep her popular.”

Nan puts the fresh dough through her chrome pasta maker and
turns the wheel. “You think something happened with her friends?”

I shrug. “Maybe she was cast out or something. It’s kind of weird
that she’s cut them all out of her life since moving here. Even if you
eventually grew apart, you would be in contact to begin with.”

“T’ll talk to her,” Nan says. “I don’t want you to worry yourself with
this, Ivy. You need to look after yourself too.”

I smile, but I don’t agree with her. It’s so much easier to help
someone else rather than myself, and I want nothing more than to
make sure my sister is okay.

When lunch is ready, we all eat in the dining room. Iris joins us for
twenty minutes and then escapes back to her room. No one but me
seems to mind. Iris needs time and all that. I think it’s kind of rude
and crappy on her part, but apparently I'm wrong.
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Mondays have never been my favorite, but after the weekend, I was
happy to go to school. I'm drained from being the one to hold
conversations with Nan and Grandad. Not to mention that I still can’t
quite figure out what was going on between Iris and Mom before she
died.

Iris follows me to the pool after classes let out. “Are you sure you
don’t mind me tagging along?”

“Nope,” I tell her.

“Really? Because I don’t want you to think I'm wedging myself into
your crew.”

I take her wrist and stop walking. Iris stops too. Be the bigger
person here. “We’re sisters and we have to stick together. Mom would
want that. Listen, I should get in there. Coach will be ready to start and
I'm already cutting it close.”

Iris bites her lip, her eyes watering.

“What?” I ask. Oh, please don'’t cry. 1 don’t do well with crying,
never knowing what to say to make it better.

“It’s just...” She averts her eyes and takes a breath. “Gosh, ignore
me!” She glances back.

“No, what’s wrong? Do you want to go and see the guidance
counselor?”

“Not at all. It’s dumb and unimportant.”
“It’s not. Tell me, Iris.”

She shrugs. “It just hit me that I don’t have much going on. You're
the star of the swim team.”

“And you’ve been here two minutes, and everyone loves you.”



She laughs.

“Mom would be proud of how you're trying at school, Iris,” I tell
her.

Her eyes flicker with annoyance. Every time I've mentioned
anything to do with Mom, she’s built a wall around herself. I won’t
ever stop talking about her, but I also won'’t expect Iris to be okay with
it. Dad is right, she’ll get there when she’s ready.

“Thanks, Ivy. Now, show me how awesome you are at swimming.”

Iris follows me inside the changing room.

My teammates are all ready before I even put my bag down.

“Ivy,” Coach says. “Nice of you to join us.”

I wince. “Sorry. I'll be quick,” I reply, heading for my locker. I
could tell her I was talking to my sister—we’ve been offered all sorts of
leniency short-term—but I don’t want to use my mom’s death as an
excuse for letting myself down. I'm not late to classes or swim practice.
I hand homework in on time. Okay, so I do that mostly because my
dad would ground me if my grades slip and I won’t be allowed to
swim, but still.

Besides, the last detention I got for talking in class was so boring.

I strip my clothes, my hands shaking slightly from being late. I
need to be out there now. Everyone has left; it’s only me and Iris in the
changing room. Late to me is loss of control.

I open my locker to grab my towel. Instantly my nose stings from
the putrid smell that slams into my face.

“Oh my God,” I mumble through my hand as I step back.
Iris steps around the open door of my locker. “What’s that?”

I drop my hand and glance at her out of the corner of my eye.
“Something dead? I think it’s under my towel.”

We sometimes get mice in the school but it’s been a long time
since one made it into the building. Is that what’s under my towel?

Slowly, because I don’t actually want to do this, I reach my arm
out and my fingers brush the towel.

“Don’t touch it, Ivy.”



“I wasn’t planning on touching it!” I hiss.

Iris grips her hair in her fist at the side of her head as if the dead
animal is going to leap up and bury itself in her shiny curls.

Breathing lightly through my nose, I pull the towel. Iris squeals
and I jump back, slamming into the row of lockers behind me as the
mouse thuds to the floor.

“Oh my God, so gross,” I exclaim, shuddering as I think about how
I need to burn my towel now.

“Ivy, what’s taking so long?” Coach says, popping her head back
into the changing room.

Iris holds her hands up. “Mouse in Ivy’s locker.”

“Dead,” I add.

Coach walks over to us with a frown. “Poor guy must have gotten
himself trapped. I'll take it out. Iris, you can go through and take a
seat.”

“Okay.”

Iris looks back as she heads toward the pool. “Do you have a spare
towel?”

“No, but Coach does.”

“See you out there.”

Shuddering, I slip my swimsuit on, tie my hair up, and tug my
goggles onto my head. My heart is thankfully slowing down after
almost having the dead mouse fall on my feet.

How did it manage to get in there? And what did it die of? It could
have starved over the weekend maybe.

Poor mouse.

The team is at the edge of the pool when I get out there. I power-
walk toward them, looking for Iris out of the corner of my eye. She’s
sitting alone. There aren’t usually people watching practice.

“Ivy, you're up,” Coach says as she returns to us. I don’t know
where she put the mouse, I'm just glad it’s gone.

“Okay,” I reply. So I'm not going to get a recap of what she was
saying, but they were only here for a couple of minutes, so it was



probably a pep talk. I don’t need one of those; I just need to get in the
water.

I step onto the block and pull the goggles over my eyes.

Bending my knees, I launch forward and dive in. The second my
head is under, I'm free. I push hard, lap after lap, challenging myself to
beat my times.

There are so many great swimmers on the team, but I couldn’t care
less about beating them. Dad has always told me to swim for me, even
when I’'m swimming competitively.

I swim, gliding through the water like I was made to do this. Every
stroke of my arms brings me a sense of peace I long for every day. I
could do this forever.

Coach calls it when practice is over, and I climb out of the pool.
Now back to a reality where my mom is gone.

“Ivy, that was amazing!” Iris gushes as I meet up with her outside
the pool.

I rushed getting dressed, so my hair is still damp, but I can shower
when I'm back home. I didn’t want to leave Iris waiting around for me
longer than necessary.

It’s been cool to have her here watching. My conversation with
Nan still plays in my mind. Iris might have lost something before she
lost Mom. That has to make the breathtaking sting of losing Mom even
WOTSE.

I grin at her. “Thanks.”

“I would love to be able to swim like that.”
“You can swim.”

“Yeah, but not like that.”

“Maybe we should head to the community pool one weekend, and
I'll give you some pointers.”

“You would do that?”
“Sure.”

She links arms with me as we head out of school. “Want to get
grab some dinner out? Dad’s cooking isn’t bad but...”



I laugh. “Yeah, he tries. There’s a new restaurant called the Cove
we could try.”

“I've heard it’s nice.”
“You're into seafood, right?”
She nods. “I love seafood.”

Seafood was Mom’s favorite too. I press my lips together before I
voice that thought. Iris doesn’t take well to talk about Mom.

“Dad gave me a fifty this morning, so dinner is on him,” she says.

Okay, where’s my fifty? I won’t be voicing that thought either or
I'll sound like a brat. Dad has given me way more money than he’s
given Iris over the years because, obviously, Mom and Dad didn’t pay
each other child support.

“Perfect,” I say, trying to keep my voice light. We reach my car and
get in.

“Did you have to try out for the swim team?” she asks after we’ve
been driving in silence for a mile.

“Uh-huh.”

“Hmm.” She’s staring out the window. “I spoke to Ellie about
cheerleading at lunch today. Well, she actually spoke to me about
joining.”

“Really?” I knew Rosemary Anderson left last month and they
hadn’t replaced her yet.

“Ellie and her friends are exactly like my friends back home.
Fitting in with them is so easy.”

It doesn’t sound like she wants to fit in with them.
“You want to make friends, right? I mean, you have with Ellie.”
She shrugs. “Sure.”

“But I mean, if you don’t want to cheer, you shouldn’t do it,” I tell
her.

Her eyes glaze over like she’s repeating my words in her mind and
trying to make sense of them.

She blinks and smiles. “No, I want to.”

[13



As much as I love it when a person doesn’t need someone else, we
all want friends. I don’t know why Iris is being so blasé about it. She
had friends in the city. They might not have been as real as what I've
got with Haley and Sophie, but she knows what it’s like to have
friends.

No one wants to be alone. Not really.
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Tuesdays are usually pretty quiet, only today I've thrown in another
session in the pool after school. But I don’t care that I've lost one of my
free evenings because last night was kind of cool. At least nothing dead
dropped out of my locker again.

Iris and I enjoyed dinner at the Cove, and we talked. Not about
Mom or anything heavy, but it was still nice. When she’s being the
rational version of herself, I like her. She has been shying away from
giving me any credit for swimming, even going as far as making me
feel bad about it, but after watching my practice yesterday, she’s
practically been waving her pom-poms.

Speaking of which, she was meeting up with Ellie today to tell her
she does want to be on the team.

I'm happy about that too. Iris will have a hobby, something that’s
all hers to focus on. She won’t worry about my friends or what I have.

Kicking like my life depends on it, I reach the edge and pull myself
out of the pool. My legs shake and my arms feel like jelly. I've
overdone it. Stumbling into the changing room, I lean against the tile
in the first shower cubicle and wait for my heart rate to return to
normal. I pushed it too hard, but I beat my personal best time.

I got my personal best!
It’s worth every second of the muscle burn.

The elation of swimming faster has a goofy smile stretching across
my face. This feeling is addictive, knowing I'm strong enough to push
my body and achieve my goals.

I shut the water off, the last of the chlorine spiraling down the
drain.



Closing my eyes, I slide down the wall as the muscles in my thighs
throb and my breath rasps from my lungs.

I'm going to ache tomorrow, but I don’t care. It has been a long
time since I've pushed this hard. If Coach could see me right now, she
would say I've gone too far. After swimming I should still be able to
walk, so it’s a good thing I kept it together until I got into the changing
room.

The harder I pushed, the more everything else fell away. There was
no dead Mom in the background, no sister pushing boundaries, no dad
pretending he’s unaffected by it all.

I would spend my life swimming like that if I felt the same
complete freedom.

Flicking my eyes open, I wiggle my toes. I have to get up and leave.
Coach will be going home soon. The showers and changing room are
eerily silent. I've had the longest shower of my life, so it won’t be
surprising if the rest of the team have left.

I place my palms on the floor and push myself up. Bracing against
the wall, I give my legs a minute to support my weight. I need to get
home and eat.

Iris picked a great day to need the car. The walk isn’t far, but I'm
exhausted. I step out of the shower and grab my towel from the peg.
Wrapping it around me, I lean against the wall again.

Maybe I need to do some sort of weight training to improve my
strength.

Or maybe I need to work up to swimming like an actual fish.

I stand still with my towel around me as if I've frozen on the spot. I
don’t have the energy to dry myself. Damn, I need some food.

Pushing myself, I walk out of the cubicle and head to my locker.

“Coach?” I call out, only to be met by silence. She doesn’t leave
before us. “Coach, are you here?”

On unsteady legs, I walk to the next row of lockers and peer into

her office through the window. It’s empty and her computer screen is
black.



Great. She probably thought everyone was gone while I was sitting
in the shower with the water turned off.

Well, it’s not a big deal. The doors is locked into the pool but not
into school, so I'm not trapped in the changing room. I dash back to
my locker, drop my towel, and tug my clothes on.

Dad is out, so he’s not expecting me home. Which is good because
I'm going to be later than usual tonight. He calls about ten minutes
after five if I'm not home on practice days. It’s thirteen minutes past
now.

The fatigue is really slowing me down. I need to start
running regularly again. I don’t class myself as unfit in the slightest,
but I need to be able to swim as hard as I did today without feeling like
I'm going to die.

I grab my bag, sling it over my shoulder, and leave the changing
room. My hair sits damp against my back. The corridor is empty. The
janitor will be around here somewhere and there are usually teachers
who stay later than this, but I don’t see any now.

My heart beats faster as my footsteps echo through the air. I keep
my head down and head to the door.

The sky is dark, and thick gray clouds hover above, waiting to
rupture and soak me. I could call Iris, but I heard her talking about
going out with Ellie. Ty is having dinner with his grandparents, Sophie
has extra tutoring in Spanish, and Haley is shopping with her mom.

I'm going to get wet. Good thing I have a great rapport with water.

I jog across the street at the crossing and head for the fields.

Above me, the sky rumbles. I knew a storm was close. Fantastic.

Leaning forward, I up my pace despite my burning thighs
screaming in protest. It’s so dark with the sun hidden away as if it’s
lost the fight to the storm.

Once I'm across one field, trees lining the second one make it so
much darker out. I usually walk through the middle since it’s a more
direct route and the forest isn’t too thick, but I'm not stupid. It’s dark,
I'm alone, and I've seen plenty of horror movies.

Curling my arms around my stomach, I walk faster. Above me, in



the trees, a flock of birds flee from the branches. The flapping of their
wings makes me jump. I step back, head shooting up to see about fifty
of them flying toward town.

My eyes flit shut, and I press my palm to my racing heart.

The sky lights up with a bright silver fork overhead, followed by
another crackling rumble. The storm is almost on top of me.

Screw it, I need to get home. I turn to my side and stomp into the
trees. I'll be out the other side in less than a minute. We don’t have a
lot of forest in town, only a few patches of trees here and there. It just
happens that the widest one separates my house from school. During
winter, you can pretty much see straight through them.

I tread carefully, placing my feet between broken branches and
rocks. There is kind of a man-made path, but I missed it because I
tried to be smart and go around.

Drops of water patter down on the leaves above me. As of now, I'm
protected by the trees, but I can already see the clearing and then it’s
wide-open fields.

Thunder booms, making me gasp. The trees cast shadows on the
ground as lightning makes the sky glow.

Behind me, a branch cracks like it’s succumbed to the weight of a
person. I whip my head around. My eyes dart back and forth but all I
can see is more trees. The rain falls harder, dripping through the trees
and onto my head.

You're paranoid. Keep moving.

With trembling hands, I step close to the edge of the tree line and
push my hands behind me in case I bump into a tree.

I should have called Iris.

Now I'm in a field, getting wet and hearing noises because the
second it gets dark, my mind starts playing games. The rain pours
harder, pelting my skin, but I don’t turn around and run because
something is in the trees.

This is ridiculous!

You're being ridiculous.



Just go home, Ivy.
Another crunch cuts through the sound of water hitting the

ground. I swing my head to my left. I slow my breathing as I try to
eliminate every noise I can so I can hear better.

There is no one there.
There is no one there!

I'm drenched. Water cascades down my face, making it difficult to
see. I wipe my eyes with the back of my hand. I want to run but fear
burns through my body, rooting me to the spot and preventing me
from moving.

I would have seen someone by now if I wasn’t alone. The forest is
eerily dark, but the trees aren’t particularly thick. Though the storm
makes it ten times harder to see.

God, I need to get home.

Turning around, I scan the area again, taking everything in so fast
I'm sure I'm not really seeing anything at all. My heart races so fast my
head feels light.

Go. You're alone and paranoid.

Leaping forward, I get a good boost and sprint out of the field and
into the forest. My lungs scream for oxygen, but I can’t slow down to
allow it. I pelt between trees, raising my arms and keeping them in
front of me in case I fall.

I whimper as I see the clearing ahead. My house is so close.

Behind me, a branch crunches, sending a chill through my spine.

No.

Keep going.

I push myself faster, force my fatigued legs to move quicker than
ever before. The rain hits my body with such force it hurts, but I don’t

care. The weather is getting worse, rain pelting my face through the
trees.

Wiping my eyes, I stumble. I shove my hands out and hiss as my
palms dig into broken twigs. Lifting my head, I look over my shoulder.

Get up, Ivy!



I push myself to my feet and wipe my hands against my trousers.

My heart beats wildly as I whip my head around, turning in a
circle.

Something is here.

My breath catches as a shadow darts between the trees.

What was that?

I back up and hit a tree as my eyes search everywhere.

It’s probably a deer.

Where is it?

In front of me, somewhere between the rolling thunder, I hear the
snap of wood and I jump.

Oh God. Go!

Shoving off the tree, I sprint again.

Pain shoots the length of my shins with each frantic step.

Reaching the edge of the forest, I pant. Come on, youre almost
there.

The muscles in my thighs scream in protest of my speed, but I
push harder, faster until my lungs burn, and I see red spots around
bullets of rain.

With the trees now behind me, I whimper. I made it, but I can’t
breathe easy. I still have to get across the field and find my house key
in my bag. I want to look back but I can’t afford to slow down and be
caught.

With one final push, I leap over the stream, my knee jarring as I
hit the ground on the other side. Pain slices through my leg.

Crying out, I grip the strap of my bag tighter and push on. My
house is in view.

I run faster, cutting through the second field and down the side of
my house. Slamming my hands down, I leap over the low-level wall in
the back garden.

Collapsing in a heap on the soggy grass, I burst. Fat tears fall from
my eyes as I pant.



I turn my head and look up but there’s nothing there.

Pushing myself to my feet, I stumble to the back door and dig
around in my bag for my key.

I'm such an idiot. There was no one out there. The noise probably
was just a deer.

But a tall one?

Letting myself into the house, I lean back against the door and
bury my head in my hands, gasping for air.
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It took me longer than I'd like to admit to pull myself together, but I
did it.

I feel like a fool, freaking out over nothing. I'm so glad no one saw
me fall to pieces like that. I would never live it down.

After another shower, I feel much better.

Dad sent us a text in our group chat. He’s going to be home late—
after eleven. And he expects us to believe it’s a business dinner. So I
put on my most comfortable pajamas and ate dinner, and now I'm
curled up on the sofa alone with a blanket watching TV. My heart rate
has returned to normal and my tears washed away in the shower.

Could it have been a person following me? But who would want to
scare me like that?

It’s eight. Iris should be home—but since she knows Dad’s out, I
doubt she’ll be back for a couple hours yet. She has no regard for his
rules, and he’s not strong enough to risk upsetting her.

Tomorrow, when Dad asks, Iris will say she was home at eight and
expect me to cover for her. I will because the last thing I need is more
tension in the house. Meera told me to allow Iris some adjustment
time and warned me she could be difficult as she comes to terms with
how things are now. There’s a lot to settle for my sister. If I react to
her, it could make things worse long-term.

I don’t want that. All I want is my nice little life back, so I'll let
things slide for now to keep the peace I'm so desperate for.

Closing my eyes, I snuggle into a scatter cushion Iris picked up last
week and in seconds, I drift straight to sleep.

And then, suddenly, I'm startled awake. I grip the blanket and



scramble to sit up.

Iris laughs, her hands on her hips. “Sorry, I shut the door too hard.
I didn’t realize you were asleep there.”

She doesn’t look sorry, with a slight grin and amusement in her
eyes.

I tap my cell and the time lights up: 10:48.

“Get lots of studying done?” I ask.

Smirking, she drops down on the sofa next to mine. “Yep. And
then we hung out at the diner. How was practice?”

“It was great. I beat my best time.”

“That’s awesome, Ivy! What did you do after? Please tell me you
haven’t been here watching Riverdale all night.”

“Er, I have.”

Iris shakes her head. “You should have come out with us.”

“That’s okay. I was kind of beat after practice. I still am,” I say,
pressing the back of my hand to my mouth as I yawn.

“Did you get wet walking home? I didn’t realize the time until it
was six, and I figured you’d be home by then.”

“I got drenched but it was okay. What did you do after the diner
closed?” Nine is when they close the doors on weeknights. Iris has
been out almost an extra two hours.

“We just hung around the square.”
In the rain? Where did she really go?
“When do you think Dad will be back?” she asks.

I shrug and grab my bottle of water from the coffee table. “No
idea.”

Iris sinks back into the sofa. “He’d tell us if he was on a date,
wouldn’t he?”

I shrug. “Over the last couple of years, he’s been open about when
he dates. Before that I knew nothing. I would have thought he would
say, but he hasn’t.” It’s definitely odd since we tell each other
everything. Maybe he’s not dating. His workload has increased
recently, so it could be that. Maybe.



“Ivy, do you think he should be dating now?”
“Yeah. Why shouldn’t he?”

“Well...because of Mom,” she deadpans, as if I'm the one who’s
said something ridiculous.

I can understand how she feels uncomfortable, but our parents
were long divorced. “They’ve been apart for six years, Iris.”

“I know that. But there has been a lot of change, and is bringing
someone else into the equation right now really a good idea? I know
I've had enough change to last me at least another ten years. Don’t you
feel the same?”

“I...” How do I feel about it? I haven’t really given it much thought.
“Maybe.”

“Think about how weird it would be to get to know this woman
when we're still grieving and all getting used to living together again. I
can’t imagine setting another place at the table until we’re more
settled.” Her eyes fill with tears. “Does that make me a totally selfish
bitch?”

My stomach rolls with nausea, shocking me because I'm always
happy for whatever Dad has going on in his private life if it makes him

happy.
This time I'm not. Iris is right...the thought of him bringing
someone home makes my head feel like exploding.

“It doesn’t make you a bitch,” I say, my voice raspy like I'm
recovering from a sore throat. “I don’t like the thought of someone
new yet either.”

I barely have my head above water as it is. I miss Mom, everything
is unsettled at home, and I can’t shake the feeling that something else
is coming. I'm not emotionally ready for anything else. I need a pause
button on life because I've reached my limit for now.

“Do you think we should talk to him together?” Iris asks. “We
could explain how we feel, tell him that we’re not opposed to him
dating but we’re not ready for it just yet.”

My stomach knots. “Can we ask that of him?”



She frowns. “We’re not asking anything. We're telling him how we
feel, being honest like he demands from us, and he can decide what he
does from there.”

“The decision he will make is to not see anyone until we’re
settled.” I know that for sure. Dad puts being a father first, he always
has, so if he knows me and Iris aren’t okay with more change, he won’t
do anything to change our lives.

“Good. That’s how it needs to be right now.”
“I don’t know, Iris...”

“No. Look, I'm not trying to be unreasonable. We’re not saying he
has to die alone; we just want him to hold off bringing someone new
into our lives.” She speaks so powerfully, like she’s a professional
public speaker. Her voice is clear, and every word is said with absolute
conviction.

No wonder she has people eating out of her hand.

I inhale long and deep. In for four. Out for four.

I'm not sure about this. I do agree that we need time. At the
moment, I don’t want to get to know a woman my dad is seeing. He’s
been separated from Mom for a long time, so it’s not that, but I don’t
want the change yet.

“Okay,” I concede. “We’ll talk to him when he gets home.”

“You’re with me? Really? I don’t want to start this conversation
with Dad and have you back down. We do this together or not at all.”

“I've got you, Iris. I agree that it’s too soon to have someone else
coming around the house.” I'm fine with him dating; I'm not fine with
him introducing anyone new to my life yet.

Her shoulders slump. “Good. How should we tell him?”
“We just say it. He values honesty. Besides, I've never been that
good at skirting around an issue.”

Until now, when I don’t tell Dad about some of the weird stuff Iris
has done. I can talk to my dad about anything. He’s always very open,
even when I don’t want him to be, so why can’t I bring myself to tell
him that Iris is inserting herself into my life a little too much?



He would listen. But I'm scared he would tell me I’'m overreacting.

Meera says it’s natural for her to hold on to someone so tightly
after losing Mom. I just have to ride it out until she’s confident enough
to let go.

“Sounds good. I like to be straight up too.” She grins. “I guess I get
that from Dad.”

The front door swings open. Dad looks up at us and smiles, and
my heart sinks. “Hey, girls. How was your day?”

Iris looks at me.

“Good,” I say. “I beat my time in the pool, but now I'm exhausted.”
“Ivy, that’s great. I'm proud of you.”

I beam, my chest filling with warmth. “Thanks, Dad.”

“How about you, Iris?” he asks, setting his laptop bag down and
kicking off his shoes.

She shrugs. “I didn’t beat my time in the pool.”
Grinning, Dad shakes his head. “School was okay?”

“It was fine. Nothing much happened. Actually, can Ivy and I talk
to you?” Iris asks as she ties her long hair into a bun on the top of her
head.

Showtime, then.

I pull my bottom lip between my teeth. All Dad has done recently
is work and make sure Iris and I are okay. He’s having a hard time
with Mom’s death, despite what he says, and we’re about to tell him we
don’t want him to date. What if he is dating and he likes her? If she’s
helping him adjust to his ex-wife dying, his other daughter moving in,
and supporting us both, should we really take that away?

I can’t talk to Iris, but if Dad’s happiness is at stake, I will deal
with another person coming here.

It’s not just about Dad, though. If I tell him I will be okay with him
dating, I'm telling Iris her feelings don’t matter.

I'm going to give myself a headache.

Choosing between people I love makes me nauseous.

“Well,” Iris says. “Ivy and I have noticed a few things about you



recently, and we're worried that you’re seeing someone.”

Why would you go straight in by saying we’re worried about it? I
mean, we are, but let’s not put him on the defensive right from the
start.

“I see,” he says, his eyes flicking from her to me. “Ivy?”

“We want you to be happy, Dad.” Iris nods along, agreeing with
me. “We...we just aren’t ready for more change. If things are getting
serious with this woman, we’ll eventually have to meet her, right?”

Dad slaps his chest as he clears his throat. “I am seeing someone,”
he confirms. “And things are going well. She is in agreement with me
that we shouldn’t introduce you all until our lives have settled down.”

So he does have a girlfriend.

I push my hair behind my shoulder. “Can I ask her name?”
“Rachel.”

Iris turns her head. “You're serious with her?”

He nods. “It is going that way. She’s a wonderful woman, and I
think you will both like her, but I'm not pushing anything. When
you’re ready, you can meet her.”

“I'm not ready,” Iris says, her eyes narrowing. “I'm not even close
to being ready.” She looks at me, her eyes wide like she’s petrified he’s
going to move her in.

“It’s okay,” I tell her. “No one expects you to be ready yet.”

“Iris,” Dad says. “There is no rush, I promise you. We’ll follow your
lead. Yours and Ivy’s. Rachel and I would never force you two to do
anything you’re uncomfortable with.”

“When do you even have time to date, anyway? You're either at the
office or here with us. We need you way more than she does.” Her face
reddens, and I don’t know if it’s because she’s upset or angry.

“Iris, you and Ivy are my priority and you always will be. Rachel
understands that I need to be here as much as I can right now.”

“That’s good, because we do need you. We don’t need another
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mom.
Dad holds his hands up. “No one is trying to replace your mom.



That will never happen, okay?”

Obviously, and Iris must know that too. Emotions are a little high
right now and she’s letting hers take over.

“Damn right it won’t.”

This is the first time I've heard Iris mention Mom. It’s not a
particularly positive conversation, which is a shame, but she is saying
that she doesn’t want anyone to replace our mom.

“I care about Rachel a lot, but nothing compares to you two. You
will always be my two number ones.”

“We know that, Dad,” I tell him.

“Speak for yourself, Ivy. You've lived with Dad your entire life; you
know him much better than I do. How do I believe what he says until I
see it?”

Frowning, I reply, “Just because you haven’t lived here doesn’t
mean Dad’s not been in your life. He’s never gone back on his word
with you either.”

What has gotten into her? Hello, hostility.

“Okay, girls,” Dad says, sitting forward. “We’re not going to argue.
I'm telling you that I will put you first, Iris. I know you believe that
because you believe me. We are going to continue to be honest with
each other, and Rachel and I will give this some time before we start
seeing each other again.”

So he’s really telling us he won’t see her at all until we’re okay with
it. That seems a bit much. I don’t mind if he still goes out with her; I
just don’t want to have a new person insert themselves into our lives.
We're not ready to add someone else, especially since that person
could eventually take on a mother-type role. There’s no way to get
away with it, really; if she stays with Dad and eventually moves in,
she’ll have to play a part in the family. It wouldn’t work any other way.

“It’s late. I suggest we all get some sleep,” Dad says.

Iris clenches her jaw. She doesn’t like being told what to do. She
likes free rein and making her own decisions about when she gets
home and when she goes to bed.



Me? Well, I can’t be bothered to argue anymore. I'm still tired, I
still feel stupid from earlier, and my body hurts.

“Night,” I say to them both, and leave them to it, whatever Iris is
about to do.

When I get into bed, my muscles unlock, and I sink into the
mattress. My eyelids are heavy, and they close as soon as I pull the
quilt up to my chin.

My mind is working overtime. Does Dad love Rachel? How long
will he be able to stay away from her? It’s not fair that we ask him to
put his life on hold indefinitely. I want to wait a few months before I
meet her, but I don’t know how long Iris is thinking. It didn’t sound
like she wants him to date at all.

She was angry.

Her face, her tense posture, the sharp tone in her voice. It was as if
she thinks Dad is dating to spite her or something. I squeeze my eyes
tighter together.

I want to support Iris and make sure she’s comfortable here, but I
don’t want that to be at the expense of Dad’s happiness.

How do we manage this? And what about Rachel? If she wants to
be with my dad, she’s going to want to meet us. I hope she doesn’t
think we don’t like her already just because we’re not ready to meet
her.

My door creaks. It does that when you very first open it, only for
the first inch.

I don’t know if it’s Dad or Iris, but I don’t want to talk, so I keep
still.

With my eyes closed, my hearing is heightened. The pad of quiet
footsteps and shallow breathing sounds like it’s right in my ear. It’s
Iris.

I lay still but curl my hands into fists under my cover. What does
she want?

My heart beats faster, and I have to slow my breathing, so I don’t
give myself away.



Why is she watching me?

Another minute later, I hear her retreat and my door creaks again
as she closes it. The sliver of light let in my room from outside
disappears and I see nothing but darkness through my eyelids.
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The next morning, I'm exhausted. I barely slept at all.

Getting out of bed, I grab my phone and Ty’s hoodie from the back
of my chair. The house is silent and dark. I walk down the corridor and
downstairs.

Creepy Iris isn’t down here, so she’s still sleeping rather than
people watching. I don’t think I can face her before I've had a coffee.
I'll never get through school without a little caffeine.

I make a pot of coffee and think back to yesterday. It’s like she’s
fixated on me—sliding in with my group of friends, watching my
practice, needing to be in the same classes.

Was she like this with her old friends? It doesn’t seem like her. Iris
was always a leader. She even has Ellie waiting for her and calling her
first.

I sip my coffee. I think it’s time I check her social media. Maybe I'll
find her old bestie. Kate? Cara? I'm sure her name started with a K or a
C.

Unlocking my cell, I pull up Instagram. Back when I had time to
spend hours on my phone, I noticed how much Iris posts on there
compared to Facebook. That’s the best place to start.

Iris’s profile pops up, and I scroll through the people she’s
following. There are a lot of celebrities, a lot of people from school,
none who I recognize from visiting Mom’s. I don’t really remember all
her friends, but I think I could recognize faces.

Wait. I scroll through her friends list with a frown. Most of these
are people I know. Relatives and distant relatives we both added at
family weddings, though we knew it was unlikely we’d see them again.



A few friends of the family.
Where are her friends?

I scroll faster, my eyes quickly scanning the name and picture of
each one as my heart beats harder.

Then my mouth drops and the hairs on my forearms rise as I
realize.

She’s unfollowed all her friends from her old school.

I personally know everyone on her list. The only people she has
kept are family.

She has erased her past and the life she and Mom built with the
click of a button.

Why doesn’t she want to stay friends with the people she spent
years with?

I get needing to have a fresh start. Sometimes, when my anxiety is
running wild, I would love to run away to someplace new. But you
can’t outrun who you are. There is only so long that Iris can put off
grieving for Mom and missing her old home and friends.

I go to her Facebook profile. She hasn’t posted much at all. A lot of
people have posted on her page. Lots of sympathy over our mom’s
death.

She hasn’t replied to any of them.

I scroll back up. There must be someone from her old school who
she was close to. I click on her photos but most of them are gone. All
that is left is a picture of her and Dad she has as her profile picture
from years ago, a couple random photos of shoes she’d bought, and a
lot of selfies.

Where are the pictures of us? I remember being tagged. I
remember reading her friends’ comments about how crazy it is that we
look so alike and laughing.

Identical twins looking alike. Crazy stuff there.

I'm not a part of her old life, her old circle of friends. I'm family.
Why am I gone too? She’s left me on her friends list, at least.

Did she delete me because of her friends’ comments on our



pictures or did she not want me?

So she has been on here to remove people and pictures. Not
recently, though—she hasn’t deleted the posts from her classmates.

Ugh, I don’t know what I'm doing. What am I even looking for?

Social media isn’t going to give me any answers. I flick the TV on. I
could really use a distraction, so an early-morning Gilmore Girls
marathon sounds perfect.

At least my relationship with my sister isn’t as messy as Lorelai’s is
with her mom.

I'm on the second episode and my second coffee when I hear light
footsteps thudding downstairs.

My body tenses and I look over. Iris wears a frown as she
approaches.

“What are you doing, Ivy?”

“I couldn’t sleep,” I reply. “Coffee is still hot if you want one.”
She tilts her head. “How long have you been down here?”
“Since about five-thirty. Why?”

“Why did you wake up?” she presses.

Because I couldn’t sleep after you spent a whole minute watching
me.

I don’t go with that, though. I'm a chicken and I don’t want to
cause a fuss. She would go on the defensive, and Dad would tell me I'm
being unreasonable and need to cut her some more slack. So I go with
“I’'m not sure, just one of those nights.”

She sits down. “You seem to have a lot of those nights.”
“I've never slept well. You know that.”
“Yeah, the parents used to talk about the good sleeper and the bad
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one.
I nod. “I'm the bad one.”
“Do you need a refill?” she asks, glancing at my mug.
“No, thanks, already on my second cup.”
“Okay, be back in a minute. I love Gilmore Girls.”



I look over my shoulder as she bounds into the kitchen. I'm
envious of her energy.

We manage to watch an entire episode before we need to leave for
school. In the parking lot we bump into Ellie and Logan.

“Morning,” Ellie says, letting go of Logan and linking arms with
Iris.

“Morning, Ellie,” Iris replies.

Logan and I kind of fall into step with each other as Ellie and Iris
move to the side.

I give him a tight smile. “Logan.”

Wringing my hands, I force my eyes ahead. It’s always awkward
seeing him again after what happened last year. The party, his drunk
lips. Nope. I didn’t even want him to kiss me and now I have to keep
our secret.

He nods. “Hey, Ivy. How’s swimming?”
“Fine. Football? Ty says you're scoring more. That’s good.”
He scratches the back of his neck. “Yeah, it’'s awesome.”

This feels really uncomfortable. I wish the steps to school would
move closer.

Logan slaps his forehead. “Just remembered that I need to check
in with Coach this morning,” he says. “See you later.”

I look away quickly.

He leans over and pecks Ellie on the lips before jogging off ahead
of us.

“Got the smell of death out of your locker yet?” Ellie asks.

Now, if she was asking that to make general conversation, she
wouldn’t have asked like such a bitch. Nor would she have a smirk on
her glossy lips. She blinks her hazel eyes.

“Yes, thanks.”
“Terrible how it got in and died.”

My eyes narrow. It might be terrible, but it might not be an
accident. No, Ellie would never touch a mouse. No way. She refused to
dissect the frog in class and won’t play any sport outside in case her



manicure gets ruined.

Iris nudges her arm. “You two would get along if you spent any
time together.”

Ellie folds her arms over her chest.

I smile, but I'm sure my expression is saying much more. Ellie and
I don’t get along.

“I'm going to head in and find Ty,” I tell Iris and Ellie.

I rush through the large double doors. Ty’s not usually at school
before me unless he needs to come in early for something football
related, but I'm still looking for him in case. He’s not by his locker.
Mine is a little farther away, but I can see it and there’s no Ty in front
of it.

Damn it. I could really do with him being here. I need to know
we're okay. I'm tired and he will make things better. He’s so good at
that, even without trying.

Walking up to his locker, I lean back against it and wait.

Sophie and Haley walk toward me, but I see Sophie looking at her
phone and suddenly they turn around. I look over Haley’s shoulder.
Iris and Ellie are heading toward them.

They talk for a second and I watch, wondering what they’re
laughing about.

My heart drops as they all walk off. They definitely saw me, but
they acted like I'm not here. Sophie and Haley don’t even like Ellie.
They’ve spent hours gossiping over how she thinks she’s better than
everyone else. Why do they suddenly want to be friends with her?

What kind of influence does Iris have?
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Iris is already sitting at her desk when I get to Geography. I slide in
next to her and open my book.

Mrs. Lynden starts class, and Iris silently listens. I flick my eyes to
my sister. She usually chats through most classes and causes me to
lose focus.

Shaking my head, I turn my attention back to my book and try to
follow what we’re being taught. Which is geography, so it might as well
be a foreign language.

Iris taps her fingertips on the desk, one slightly after the other and
all so lightly I can barely hear it.

So she doesn’t want to talk to me, but she also doesn’t want to let
me focus. Excellent.

Squeezing my eyes shut, I try to block out the constant tapping. It
sounds like a mouse scuttling across the floor. I dig my fingers into the
wooden desktop and take a deep breath.

My heart skips.
She needs to stop.
I want to slam my hand down on hers.

Focus on reading. I know what page we’re on in the textbook, but
I'm not following, so I start at the top.

Why doesn’t it make sense?
Tap, tap, tap.

My eye twitches.

Focus on the book.

I press my lips together.



Out of the corner of my eye, I see Iris smiling.

Tap, tap, tap, tap, tap.

She’s doing this on purpose.

Tap, tap, tap.

“Iris, stop!” I snap, shouting so loud my body jolts at the volume.

Gasping, I turn my head to my sister. She’s staring back at me
wide-eyed. As is the rest of the class.

“Ivy, is there a problem?” Mrs. Lynden asks.

Burning with humiliation, I lower my gaze. “No, sorry.”

“Iris?”

“I have no idea what’s going on. I don’t know why she shouted at
me.” Iris looks back at me. “Are you feeling okay?”

As if she’s trying to make out that I'm the one with the problem.
“I'm fine,” I say, swallowing.

“If you need to go to the nurse, please do,” Mrs. Lynden tells me.

“I'm fine,” I repeat, sinking in my seat as my classmates whisper
about me.

I shouted out in the middle of class while the teacher was talking.
Iris was looking ahead. The taps on the table so slight and quiet that
no one else noticed.

They must think I'm crazy.

“You haven’t been sleeping,” Iris says. “Maybe you should go to the
nurse or go home.”

Mrs. Lynden walks down the aisle and stops by my desk. “Ivy,” she
says softly, lowering her voice so the whole classroom can’t hear.
“Would you like to be excused?”

No, I don’t want to be excused. I want my sister to stop messing
with me.

I rub my eyes and say, “I'm fine.”
“Well, I trust there will be no more outbursts, then.”

Looking down at my book, I nod. Iris got the better of me there,
but I won'’t let it happen again.



Class obviously passes slowly. Iris doesn’t mention anything as we
walk to English. Not that I expected her to—that would be admitting
she’s done something wrong.

But I can’t walk into English and have her do the same thing. I
can’t snap again.

“Hey,” I say, grabbing her wrist as we get closer to the door. “What
was that back there?”

She pulls her arm out of my grasp and frowns. “What was what?”

“The tapping. It’s usually constant chatter, now you're tapping.”

“Huh?”

Scoffing, I say, “Don’t play dumb. You were tapping on the desk
and that’s why I shouted. You made me look like a total idiot.”

“I didn’t even know I was doing it. Why would that make you all
crazy, anyway? Honestly, Ivy, I can’t believe you're blaming me for this
when you’re the one who freaked out in class.”

My lips part. Is she for real? “You knew what you were doing.”

She holds her palms up. “Okay, you're being ridiculous, and I can’t
talk to you when you’re like this.”

When I'm like this? Is she for real?

I watch her walk into class with her head in the air.
Bitch.

“Ivy, what happened?”

I look to my side as Ty jogs toward me.

“Ty, what are you doing here?”

“I got a text saying you screamed at Iris in class.”

Rolling my eyes, I mumble, “Great. First, I didn’t scream. Second,

she was constantly tapping her fingers on the desk, so I snapped at
her.”

His head tilts to the side, looking at me with concern brimming in
his forest-green eyes. “Babe...”

“Don’t. I shouldn’t have done that. But I'm struggling in
Geography enough as it is.”



He frowns at me. “You're getting As in Geography.”

“Yes, but I'm struggling.” Looking up to the ceiling, I take a long
breath. “Ty, I don’t know what’s going on with her.”

“Iris?”

“Yeah. But listen, we’re both late. I'll talk to you at lunch, okay?”

She’s so back and forth. Now she’s getting to my friends first thing
in the morning when they would usually look for me.

And where is her old friend? Why hasn’t she got in touch?

He grabs my hand. “Uh-uh, not happening. Something is going on
with you and we’re not going anywhere until I'm convinced that you’re
okay.”

I raise my eyebrows. “Oh really?”

“Yeah. Let’s go.”

“Ty, come on. Iris will definitely tell if I cut class.”

He shrugs. “I think the teachers will understand given the
circumstances.”

Yeah, they will, but I don’t want to use Mom’s death as an excuse. I
don’t want understanding because I lost someone I love. That doesn’t
feel right to me.

He looks around the hallway. It’s completely clear, but it won’t be
in a minute, because Iris will tell the teacher I'm out here. He takes my
hand. “Come on.”

I let him lead me away because although I don’t want to crumble
and let Mom’s death affect school, it clearly is. Before she died, I had
more patience. I would have been able to ignore Iris back there. Now
I'm unsure if my lack of patience is due to grief or my sister being
super frustrating.

We leave the school building and go to his car. He’s parked far
enough away that we won’t be seen. If we go back when the bell rings,
we should be able to blend in with the crowd.

Not that it’ll matter because our teachers will know we’re absent
from this class and they’ll ask questions.

I'm too tired to care.



I lie back against the passenger seat and close my eyes.

“Any time you want to start talking, babe...”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“I'm worried about you,” he confesses. “Losing it in class is...”

“Yeah, I know.” Out of character. Embarrassing. “And everyone is
talking about it. Do you think Mrs. Lynden will call my dad?”

“Probably not. Unless you do it again.” He winks at me. “I'm sure
Mrs. Lynden has forgotten it already.”

God, I hope so.

“She was watching me sleep.”

His head rolls to the side, facing me. “What?”

“I've heard her by my door. I pretend to be asleep.”

A frown pulls his eyebrows together. “You’re sure she’s watching
you sleep?”

“Well, I hear her breathing outside my door. Clearly I don’t see her
because I'm pretending to be asleep.”

He says nothing for the longest time. Silence stretches into
minutes. I sink lower in the seat. He thinks I'm insane. I sound like it,
so why wouldn’t he think that? Maybe I should have picked a better
time to tell him, not straight after a classroom meltdown.

“Ty, say something,” I whisper.
“I'm not sure what to say. Is Iris looking to talk?”
“While I'm asleep?”

He lifts one shoulder in another shrug. “Who knows? I'm not
really worried about Iris, though.”

I am.

“I think I should take you home.”

My eyes widen. “What? No! Dad will freak out.”

“When has your dad ever freaked out?”

“You know what I mean. If I skipped class he would, and you know
it.”

My phone buzzes in my pocket.



Oh great, it’s starting. Ty looks at my pocket and lifts his eyebrow.
Nope, I don’t really want to look at the message.

But he keeps looking at me.

Where are you? Should | go to the office?

No! I'll be in the next class. Don’t go to anyone!

“Who is it?” Ty asks.
“My twin. She’s asking where I am.”
Someone taps on the glass.

“Ivy, I need you to come with me,” the school psychologist,
Ms. Hart, says.

My mouth drops open. Did she tell? Did my sister actually tell
someone that I skipped class? Who asked the psychologist to come
and get me? Shouldn’t it be a teacher ready to chuck a punishment my
way?

Or because my mom died that means every time I screw up I need
to talk? Ms. Hart briefly explains what’s going to happen.

Ty walks in the opposite direction to us. He gets to go back to
class. I get to have a meeting. Oh, and my dad will be invited to a
meeting after school too.

Wonderful.

I'm so over school, and I'm so over my sister. I don’t care what
she’s going through; there is no reason for her to make my life
difficult.

“I needed a minute before returning to class. Ty was only trying to
help,” I tell Ms. Hart as we walk through the double doors and make a
right into her office.

“Take a seat, Ivy.”

I do as I'm told because although I want to get shouty again, that’s
not going to go down well in here.



“Please tell me Ty isn’t in trouble.”
“Tyler is fine, Ivy. You are the one I'm worried about.”
“Look, I know I should have gone to class but—"

She shakes her head. “This isn’t about class. Ivy, your dad has
informed me you are seeing a therapist, which is fantastic, but I think
it’s become clear that you need more help at school. We've been
observing you.”

Who is we?

“Why do you need my dad here to tell me that?”

“We’ve been aware that you have been struggling for a while.”
“What?”

“Your teachers have reported that you're distracted in class.”

That’s because Iris always hums or taps or whispers, and she is in
every one of my classes. “My grades haven’t slipped.”

She sits down opposite me and threads her fingers together. “And
that is great, but we can’t ignore this because it eventually could affect
your grades. Your outburst in class only shows me that I'm right. We
need to get your father involved so we can put in place the help you
need now.”

I fold my arms. “Transfer Iris out of my classes and you will see a
vast improvement.”

Her eyebrows rise.

“Or transfer me out. I don’t really care which one of us goes at this
point.”

Calm down. Youre doing a crap job of convincing her youre
okay.

The worst part is if my mom hadn’t just died, no one would
question me having one crappy moment. Now suddenly everything I
do is because I'm grieving. I can’t just have a bad day anymore.

I break eye contact with Ms. Hart because it’s pointless talking to
her. She’s made up her mind. I can only imagine what Iris said to her.

Dad will know the truth when I tell him what actually happened.
He’s always believed me.



I spend the next two class periods with her, doing work on my own
because I can only assume that I'm now not trusted to be silent in
class.

Dad has taken time off work to come here. He’s dropping
everything to attend this meeting, so that’s going to have him in a bad
mood coming through the door.

“What’s going on?” he asks as Ms. Hart lets him into the room.

“Please, take a seat,” she says.

I close my book for English Lit. It doesn’t feel much like a
Shakespeare day anyway.

Dad sits beside me on the uncomfortable brown leather chair. His
blue eyes are pinned on me. “Ivy?”

I shake my head. “Iris has been irritating me in class since, like,
the third day here. Today I snapped because I couldn’t concentrate.
Now it’s all my fault.”

That about sums it up.

Ms. Hart takes over. “Ivy’s outburst in class today prompted her
teacher to have a word with me. I found her in the car lot with Tyler
West.”

Dad raises his sandy eyebrows at me.

“I needed a minute to calm down and Ty knew that. We weren’t
going to go anywhere.”

“That’s not why we’re here, Ivy. We're worried about you.”

“You don’t need to be, Ms. Hart, but I do think I should be moved
out of Iris’s classes.”

“What?” Dad’s voice is laced with shock. “Why do you want that?
Ivy, what is going on? I wasn’t even aware you two are having issues.”

I place my hands on the desk. “I think it’s better if we have
different schedules. She doesn’t need me anymore; she’s settled in and
made friends just fine.”

Dad watches me like he thinks I've been abducted and someone

else was left in my place. “That seems very hasty. You didn’t sleep well;
you haven’t for a while.”



“Ivy, we can give you more emotional support at school if you're
finding it difficult.”

Right now, I'm finding Iris difficult.

I shake my head. “No, I don’t need that.”

“I would like to suggest that you come and see me on a regular
basis for now. I'm here for you, whenever you need.”

Dad pipes up. “I think that would be a good idea. I know Meera is
helping you, but if you’re getting stressed at school, it’ll be good for
you to talk to someone here too.”

Taking a deep breath, I force a smile. “Okay.”

Ugh, agreeing with them is like swallowing salt. But we’re not
getting anywhere. Dad is siding with Ms. Hart and Iris. No one is
seeing what she’s been doing wrong because I'm the one who reacted
to her.

Well, fine. I'll deal with it on my own.
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All of last night, Dad and Iris kept their distance. I can barely look at
her, the little liar. She wanted a reaction in the classroom, she got one,
and now she’s very smug. I want to scream, but I have to be smart
about this.

She is clever, but I'm not going to be sucked into her games. I
don’t care if she taps on every table in school. I'm going to keep my
cool and be civil. I refuse to react to her again. I'm cutting off the
oxygen.

It’s been the longest week in history, thanks to Iris and her mind
games, but it’s Friday. I'm watched constantly at school now, the
teachers waiting for another outburst and Ms. Hart dropping by
classes to see how I'm doing. Even Coach keeps her eyes on me more
than usual.

I'm trying not to be too hostile to everyone, though I feel it. My
teachers think that I'm struggling and they’re looking out for me. No
one has seen the games that Iris is playing, but that’s fine, because she
can’t continue them forever.

I keep my eyes on the floor as I walk. I can feel people staring, eyes
burning into me hoping to catch my next show. I don’t know what Iris
has said, but no one is as chatty to me anymore. All I've done is snap at
my sister in a class. How that suddenly makes me an outcast, I don’t
know. But whatever.

I don’t need these people anyway. Ty, Haley, and Sophie know me.
Whatever Iris is saying about me, and I can only imagine how she’s
making me look, it doesn’t matter.

One of the first thing that Mom and Dad taught us is that
someone’s opinion about you only matters if you care about them. At



this moment I don’t care much for Iris.
“Ivy!” Ty shouts.
I twist because his voice is deep, intense and snappy.
“What’s up?” I ask as he reaches me.
“What is this?” He holds up his phone.
Frowning, I take the cell. No.

Oh my God. It’s a picture of me and Logan. It was taken about a
year ago at a party. At the party where Logan kissed me.

I shake my head, the blood draining from my face, making me
dizzy. “Ty, I can explain.”

He takes a deep breath. “You kissed Logan.”
I stare him in the eyes. “No, I didn’t.”
“I have the picture, Ivy!”

I glance around as people walking past start to pay attention to us.
Ty shoves his phone in his pocket and folds his arms. The way he’s
looking at me, eyes narrowed and jaw tight, has my stomach churning.
His nose is scrunched like he’s disgusted.

“I can see how it looks, Ty, but I didn’t kiss him.” I take a step
closer and his body tenses. “Please. Logan was drunk at Ellie’s party
and he kissed me. I pushed him away and he realized what he’d done.
It was all over in a second.”

“If that’s what happened, why didn’t you tell me?”

“Can we go somewhere else and talk?” I plead. People have
stopped to watch.

Looks like my next show is right now.
“We’ll miss class.”

“I don’t care!” I exclaim. “Please take a walk with me. I won’t be
able to focus until we sort this out.”

His chest expands as he takes a long breath. I hate what he’s
thinking right now. He’s so mad at me his face is red. But the worst
part is the pain in his eyes.

“Fine,” he growls.



Ty turns and stalks off away from me. I follow, my heart dropping
at the possibility he won’t believe me.

“Ivy, where are you going?” Iris asks.

I barely hear her as I rush past, trying to catch up with Ty.
“Ivy?”

Looking over my shoulder, I snap, “Later!”

I don’t hear a reply because I run to catch the door. My palms slam
into the wood as it swings back from Ty practically kicking it open. I
push and slip outside.

“Tyler, will you wait up?”
He doesn’t slow at all.

“Tyler!” Gripping hold of the strap of my bag over my shoulder, I
break into a sprint and follow.

Ty runs around the corner and we’re by the side of the building,
just visible from the front doors.

“What?” he snaps.
“Stop running from me.”

“I have.” He runs his hands through his hair. “God, Ivy, you kissed
someone else.”

“No, I said I didn’t, and I was telling the truth. When I pushed
Logan away, he was shocked. Neither of us planned it and neither of us
is attracted to the other. He was so apologetic and scared that you
would find out.”

“So you chose him over me?”

“No! I didn’t want to ruin your friendship with him because of one
dumb mistake.”

“Did you kiss him back?”

“Of course I didn’t. It was instant, Ty. I shoved him so hard he
almost fell over. I need you to believe me. I would never cheat on you.”

He looks away, his green eyes frosting over.

I'm petrified that he won’t forgive me. Not for the kiss but because
I kept it secret.



“Ty, please,” I say, taking a step closer to him. My vision blurs with
tears. “Don’t turn away from me like we’re over. I'm sorry I didn’t tell
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you.
How did this happen?
“Did he ask you not to tell me or was that your idea?”
“We both kind of decided.”
“While he was drunk?”
Closing my eyes, I breathe, “We spoke the following day.”
He laughs without humor. “Of course you did.”

When I open my eyes again, he’s watching me, but I might as well
be made of glass. “Ty, you’re not listening to me.”

“Yeah, I am.”

“You might hear the words but you’re not listening. I'm sorry I
didn’t tell you before.”

“You already said that.”

“And I'll keep saying it until you believe me.”

He shakes his head, eyes downcast. “I can’t believe this.”
“Where did you get that picture?”

“It was sent to me.”

“By who?”

“I don’t know. It was a blocked number.”

I didn’t see anyone else in the basement when Logan kissed me.
But I was distracted, pushing him off and yelling at him.

A blocked number?

Whoever took it waited five months to share it with Ty. So why
now?

“You know, at first I thought it was Photoshopped. There is no way
you or Logan would have done that.”

“Ididn’t.”

“No, he did, and you lied about it.”

“What would you have done if I'd gone straight to you at that
party?”



Ty’s eyes narrow. He would have started something with Logan.

“Exactly. I'm not excusing his behavior because he never should
have done that, but he’d had too much to drink and he made a massive
mistake. He was so worried that you would hate him.”

“Ivy, he would have been worried that I would have him kicked off
the team. He couldn’t care less about me.”

“You guys are friends.”

He glares. “Not good friends. I wouldn’t tell him any real stuff, and
I wouldn’t trust him with my girlfriend.”

“I didn’t know that. But having him kicked off the team for some
stupid mistake would have been wrong.”

“You’re defending him?”

“You know I’'m not. Don’t be dramatic.”

His eyes meet mine again and he whispers, “You lied to me.”
“Ty,” I say, swiping tears as they drop. “Please, we can fix this.”
“You thought I would never find out.”

That’s exactly what I thought because too much time had passed.
We grew closer, things were working out, and I couldn’t say it.

“I hoped you wouldn’t because I didn’t want to hurt you.”

He shakes his head again. “Keeping something from me is what

hurts, Ivy. You pushing some dude away who tried to kiss you
wouldn’t.”

“Well, I didn’t know that. We had only been together three months
and you never said you didn’t really like Logan. I was trying to protect
your friendship.”

“What else are you keeping from me?”

I ball my hands. “Don’t. Maybe I used bad judgment; you do not
get to act like I'm some stranger. You know me, Ty, even if you want to
pretend that you don’t right now.”

Above us, the sky clouds over dark gray.

He looks away and inhales sharply. “You have to tell me things like
that.”



“I know. I'm sorry.”
“I need to talk to Logan.”

“This doesn’t need to be a big deal. He was drunk and super
apologetic when he realized what he’d done.”

Tucking his phone back in his pocket, he replies, “I need to talk to
him.”

Ty walks away from me, and I press my palm against the wall.

My eyes lift as the hairs on my forearms rise.

With my breath catching in my throat, I dig my nails into the
brick. Iris is by the front door of the hall, watching with a faint smile
on her devil lips.

She sent the picture. How? And why is she doing this to me?

I spend the rest of the day walking around with the heaviest
unsettled feeling in my heart. Nausea rolls in the pit of my stomach.

Iris was watching like she was waiting for this. But I can’t get my
head around it. Sure, we’ve had a few arguments and snapped at each
other, but I thought we were doing okay. There has been more good
than bad between us.

Why is she trying to irritate me in class and cause a rift between
me and Ty? And where the hell did she get that picture? She didn’t
even know my friends until she moved here, so there is no way she
took it.

Who else is behind this? No one else has a problem with me.

That I know of.

No, it has to be Iris. There are too many things happening for it
not to be.

I wince as my head throbs with an intense ache. I backed her up
with Dad not introducing Rachel to our lives. I'm trying to be a good
sister.

Why is she trying to get back at me?



2/

After my session with Meera on Friday, I head to Ellie’s pool party
with Ty. A very quiet and still sulking Ty. It’s been four days since the
entirely different kind of photo bomb was dropped on us, and
although he says he’s okay, he’s not.

All T can do is wait for him to get over it and assure him that I
won’t doubt us again. Things are so much different now compared to
when we first started dating.

If 'm honest, I thought he would get bored with me and find
someone in his circle. That led to me making a mistake.

Logan hasn’t been at school the last couple of days. Apparently,
he’s out of town with his family, but it seems a bit coincidental. He
usually has a house party when his family goes away. This time, right
after Ty finds out he tried to kiss me, he goes with them.

Iris is laughing with Ellie by the pool. They're wearing the same
color bikini—hot pink. They seem to be getting closer, though Iris
barely ever mentions her at home. She’s all about me, Sophie, and
Haley when Ellie isn’t around. So I have no idea if their friendship is
genuine or if she would sever the cord as easily as she did with her old
friends.

“Here,” Ty says, handing me a Dr Pepper.

“Thanks.”

The corner of his mouth curls in a half-smile. And that’s about as
friendly as he’s being with me. He’s distant while standing right beside
me.

Every part of my being is screaming at me to fix it, to talk to him,
to do something so we will really be okay again. But I'm scared to push



in case he decides he’s done.

Meera said he might need time to think it through. If he’s thinking
rationally, he would see that moment for what it was, but because
emotions are involved, they’re clouding his judgment.

So I basically have to wait an indefinite amount of time for the
clouds to shift.

Which sucks because I hate it when we’re in a fight.

“Are you going to swim?” I ask him.

We used to go to the local public pool a lot but since Iris arrived,
we haven’t been once.

“I'll never beat you,” he replies.

“We don’t have to race.” We’ve never raced. He just doesn’t want
to do anything with me. I glance over at my sister. “Iris and Ellie look
like the twins here.”

They even have the same white high-heeled sandals.

“They don’t have the same face,” he replies.

“You didn’t used to think Iris and I had the same face.”

He looks at me. “I can tell the difference. It would get awkward if I
couldn’t.” There is no humor to the words; he sounds like he’s making
small talk with a stranger.

I sigh. “Okay, what the hell is going on? You said you forgave me
for not telling you about Logan, but you’ve given me nothing but
attitude. It’s not okay, Ty. If you need to talk, that’s fine. If you want to
yell at me, go ahead. But stop shutting me out because that’s not how
we do things.”

Yeah, I'm not good at waiting.
“People are looking, Ivy.”

“Well, then, it’s my turn to not care who’s watching.” I cross my
arms, which would send a message of defiance a lot more successfully
if I didn’t have to be careful not to spill my soda.

I don’t need to look to know that Iris is watching. She’s
everywhere.

He flexes his jaw. “I'm still angry.”



“I've noticed. What is it going to take to get through this?”
Meera would be tutting at me right now. I don’t care.
“I don’t know, Ivy. Let’s forget it now and enjoy the party.”

That’s not going to work for me. My chest aches at the distance. I
can’t be around him when he’s like this with me; it’s not us.

“Yeah, well, I won’t be enjoying it when you can barely look at me.
I'll see you on Monday, Ty.”

I can’t stay here and pretend. Doing that, added to the feeling of
something being wrong, is making me nauseous. Ty doesn’t stop me as
I walk past him and around the side of the house. Although I came
with Ty, my house is within walking distance.

He doesn’t call out to me or follow. So that tells me everything I
need to know. I was right the first time; I need to give him time and
space.

The sun has only just begun to set. I sip my Dr Pepper as I walk.
There is no actual sidewalk, just a wide grassy path that people use.

My phone buzzes in my pocket.

It’s Iris.

Rolling my eyes, I answer the call. “What?”
“Ivy, where are you? Ty said you left.”

You watched me leave!

“Yeah, I'm not feeling it.”

“Well, hold up, I'll come with you.”

“No, stay,” I reply a little too quickly to be polite. “I mean, you
were having fun, and to be honest, I would rather be alone right now.”

“Did you and Tyler fight?”
“Not really. I just don’t feel like partying. Me and Ty will be fine.”
“Sure you're okay?” she asks.

“Yep, I'm all good. Enjoy the party, and let Sophie and Haley know
what’s happened. Tell them I'll call them tomorrow.”

“I will when they arrive. See you at home.”
“Bye,” I reply, and hang up.



Dad is out when I get home. He said he’s meeting his friends at a
bar to have a couple beers and play darts. I think he’s meeting Rachel.

I lock the front door behind me and head to the kitchen to fix a
snack. Something super unhealthy, like a massive bar of chocolate or
chips. Or both.

I'm wallowing.

I take my food into the living room and flick on the TV. Under
different circumstances, I would enjoy being home alone. But
everything being still tonight means there aren’t enough distractions
to stop my mind spinning. Ty is showing no signs of forgiving me
anytime soon. I think maybe he wants me to sweat a little first.

I suppose I can understand that. 'm the one who made the
mistake of not telling him about Logan kissing me. I should have
known that his issue would be with me lying about it. Though, in my
defense, back then, I didn’t know him as well as I do now. How was I
supposed to know Logan wasn’t a real friend? I thought I was saving
their relationship and ours, keeping secret a silly moment that meant
nothing to me or Logan.

I don’t even remember everyone who was at the party, so I don’t
know who took the picture. Or who would have given it to Iris. When
Logan kissed me, I thought we were in the basement alone. The other
guys down there had gone up first.

This is such a mess.
I pop a square of chocolate in my mouth as my phone buzzes.
It’s my group chat with Haley and Sophie.

SOPHIE: Why did you leave?
HALEY: Did you argue with Ty again?

SOPHIE: He's still mad but you shouldn’t leave. Come back
and show him you're fighting for him.



Fantastic. Now my best friends think that I'm in the wrong for
leaving.

My skin prickles. They have no idea what I'm doing. Haley is
single and Sophie has been seeing Sam for, like, three months. So for
them to judge me over this is seriously irritating.

We’re always honest with each other, even if we don’t want to hear
it, but I'm not in the wrong here. Giving Ty space is clearly what he
needs; getting in his face right now isn’t going to make things better.

Besides, Logan is due back today. I overheard Ellie talking about
him coming back at school.

I don’t think he’s going to Ellie’s party because apparently his
family doesn’t get back to town until late, but the fact that he’s coming
back is probably adding to Ty’s bad mood. Take me and Logan out of
the equation and maybe he’ll calm down.

I do hate that I'm not there with him, though.

Not that he would ever do anything.

Laying my head back on the sofa, I close my eyes. Not only is Ty
angry, but it sounds like Sophie and Haley are too. Why can no one see
this from my point of view? I curl my blanket around my body, feeling
insecure and hating it.

Closing my eyes, I feel a tear trickle down my cheek.
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“How are you feeling about seeing Ty today?” Iris asks, checking her
face in the mirror as I drive to school. She flips the sun shade up and
looks at me.

I press my lips together as my eye twitches. I don’t want her in my
car, but I have no choice. I've had to let the tapping thing in the
classroom go, as it only makes me look bad. I can’t accuse her of
sending Ty that picture, as I have no proof—which would make me in
the wrong again.

So I'm stuck...for now.

Iris asking about Ty is the first thing she’s said to me this morning,
and she’s straight into it. No small talk and asking each other how we
slept.

“Fine,” I reply, fire burning in my chest. “We spoke last night.”
Her eyebrow lifts. “All is forgiven, then?”

My heart beats a little faster. I tighten my grip around the steering
wheel. “You say that like he shouldn’t forgive me.”

“He can do what he wants.”
“But you don’t think he should.”

She hums. “You lied to him. All I'm saying is I think I would be
angry for longer than two minutes.”

“I didn’t lie to hurt him, Iris. I did it for the exact opposite reason.”
God, it’s too early for this conversation. I don’t have nearly enough
coffee in my body to discuss whether my sister thinks my boyfriend
should be cool with me now. Especially with her.

“Ellie is angry too.”
“Ellie has no reason to be angry. She wasn’t with Logan then. It’s



not like she was a nun until he came along.”

Iris folds her arms. “Youre starting to make enemies. I'm
worried.”

“Enemies? That’s a tad dramatic, don’t you think?”

“Whatever. People aren’t happy that you've been lying. People
aren’t happy that Ty is hurting.”

I glance at her briefly. “Who are these people specifically?”
“I'm not a rat.”

Are you sure about that?

“Sounds like you’re annoyed with me too.”

“Please, you're my sister, Ivy. I'm just worried that things might
start falling apart for you. Sophie and Haley didn’t have the best things
to say about you last night.”

My smile drops. “What?”

“Look, I don’t like talking about people behind their back, so I'm
not giving you a list, but those two are your best friends and that’s
unacceptable.”

“What were they saying?” I ask, my voice as low as I feel.

No, she’s lying.

She looks away. “That you shouldn’t have left Tyler at the party.”
That’s what they said to me too.

“They said you're in the wrong for the secret about Logan as well.”

Sure, I know all of this is true, but it kind of stings hearing that my
best friends are discussing it with other people too.

“Right,” I reply.
“Don’t worry, they won’t stay mad.”

Well, that’s great, but I'm not entirely sure I'm not mad at them
now. Since when do we judge each other’s mistakes?

Since now, apparently. Kind of crappy, since I didn’t judge Haley
when she ditched her ex by text. Or Sophie when she copied an essay
from the internet to pass a class she was stressed over.

“Yay, we’re here,” Iris says as I pull into the parking lot and stop



the car.

I take a quick look in the side mirror when I get out. Iris’s morning
routine takes about an hour. She’s as polished as Ellie. I go to school
much the same as when I woke up—a mess.

I did have the good sense to brush my wavy hair, but it still looks
awful, so I've tied it up. I have on a small amount of mascara and that’s
it. I can’t bring myself to care much about my appearance today.

Iris looks like a model. No one will get us mixed up today.
She’s wearing one of my T-shirts, though.
I don’t care about that today either.

We head inside together. I'm surprised Iris doesn’t want to go in
separately so her image isn’t hurt by being with me.

“There’s Tyler,” she says as we walk the corridor. He’s standing by
his locker talking to a couple of his friends. Sophie and Haley are with
them.

“I have eyes,” I say, annoyed that she’s pointing him out to me.

She puts her hands on her hips. “Ellie wants to meet me outside
the library. Do you want me to hang around with you?”

“No thanks.”
Not ever.

“Message if you need anything,” Iris says. “And remember you're
better than all of them.”

Huh? I watch her leave and shake my head. I'm what, now? Is she
trying to tell me that I'm better than my friends? So I'll ditch them and
be alone?

Ty spots me first. He slaps Leo on the back and walks away from
his teammates.

My heart races as he heads toward me. I bite my lip. His face is
straight, emotionless. I don’t know what kind of reception I'm going to
get.

“Hey,” he says.
I swallow. “Hey, Ty.”
“Ivy.” He opens his arms and tugs me to him. “Damn it, I'm sorry.”



I hug him back tightly, sure I'm about to crack a rib, but he doesn’t
complain. “You have nothing to be sorry about.”

“I do. I shut you out when I should have spoken to you. I get it,
okay. I understand why you didn’t tell me, and I should have thought
it through before reacting.”

I look up at him and smile. “I promise I won’t keep anything from
you again.”

“That sounds good to me.”

“Want to walk me to class?” I ask.

“You know I love walking you to your first class and having to run
at the speed of light to make it to mine on time.”

He’s back. The tension around his eyes has disappeared and the
leafy green is crystal clear again. His smile is easy and just for me.

“I thought so.” I let go and he takes my hand. “Are we meeting
after swim and football practice tonight?”

“Yeah, let’s go to dinner. Will Iris—”
“She’s going to Ellie’s.”
His smile grows. “Good.”

We pass Haley and Sophie. They both raise their hand in greeting.
I'm not sure if they know that I've been told what they said but it’s not
unusual for us to give a quick wave if one of us is busy or talking to
someone else.

Sophie has her hair down today. Glossy white hair sits on her
shoulders. I like it, but I wonder what changed?

“You guys okay?” Ty asks when we’re out of earshot.

“Yeah, why?”

“You tensed when we walked past. Has something happened?”
“I just heard that they’re annoyed with me.”

Ty rolls his eyes. “You guys have had fights before. They never last
long, so don’t worry.”

“I'm not worried,” I reply. I'm hurt. Even when we’re not on the
best terms, which is rare, I never talk behind their backs. I don’t know



if they got swept up in the moment because Ty was clearly unhappy
but it’s not cool.

Ty walks me to class, kisses me, then turns and runs down the hall.
“See you later, babe,” he calls over his shoulder.

I laugh to myself and head inside the classroom.

Iris and Ellie are already there. I sit by the window next to Iris.

“Ty walked you. So sweet,” Ellie says. Her voice is as fake as her
Louis Vuitton bag.

I don’t let it pass when someone takes a dig at me, but I can’t
exactly talk about her boyfriend not bothering to walk her anywhere.
Her boyfriend is Logan.

Ignoring her, I give Iris a look as the bell rings. See what you're
friends with? Ellie isn’t usually that bitchy. Not to me, anyway, but
she’ll be boiling inside because her boyfriend made a pass at me first.

That won’t go over well.

The classroom fills up quickly and a second after Mrs. Harris
walks in, Logan ducks inside and takes his seat behind me.

I feel his gaze burning the back of my head. Ty hadn’t mentioned
confronting Logan, though that’s no surprise, but I'm sure Logan
would have been told by multiple people that Ty knows.

If Logan is mad at me, he can get lost. The person who sent the
message is to blame for it coming out now.

“Ivy,” Logan whispers as Mrs. Harris gets started with the class.

I keep my eyes ahead and curl my hand around my pen. He is
going to make this class a misery.

Iris and Ellie are looking at me; I can just about see two pairs of
eyes staring. One set eerily like mine look mildly bored and the other
look ready to attack.

Can I get a do-over today?

“Ivy?” Logan whispers again.

I turn my head to the side, the window side, of course, as I don’t
want to see Ellie. “What?” I hiss.

“I need to talk to you.”



“Not now.”
“I haven’t seen Ty yet.”
Really, we’re doing this now, in the middle of class?

I shrug because I don’t care. They're going to have it out whatever
I say or do. It’s best that Ty yells at Logan a bit and then everyone
moves on.

“Who sent it?”

Yeah, good question, Logan. I have no idea.
I shrug again.

“Well, what number did it come from?”

Mrs. Harris looks over. Her eyes move along the row, unable to
figure out who’s talking.

The second she goes back to explaining...whatever she’s
explaining, Logan starts again. “We need to figure out who it was. I'm
going to kill them.”

I turn up my nose. That’s a big threat for a sixteen-year-old who
almost cried when another player kicked his shin on the field last
month.

There are lots of rumors that go around school, lots of gossip
about people’s mistakes and decisions. I've always been very happy to
stay out of it. I'm front and center of this one, and it royally sucks.

Before Ty, I was pretty much in a bubble with Haley and Sophie.
We have a few peripheral friends, but it was mostly us, hanging out,
going to movies, swimming, and shopping. Now Ty has dragged me
into his circle of friends and it’s finally creating drama that I don’t
want.

I couldn’t care less about being popular, so if the cheerleaders hate

me now because Ellie’s boyfriend kissed me for half a second before
they got together, then so be it.

They don’t want to be friends with me. Most of them aren’t even
friends with each other.



29

At lunch I sit down at a table with Sophie and Haley. Iris is nowhere to
be seen, but I think I overheard something about the cheerleaders
meeting, so she probably has other lunch plans. Good.

Sophie eats quietly, popping a pasta twist in her mouth every ten
seconds. Her hair is pushed behind her ears like she’s unsure if she
wants it down. I want to say something but she’s self-conscious, and I
don’t want to make it worse.

I squirm in my seat. “Are you two practicing after school today?
Coach is letting me use the pool.”

“You get an extra session in the pool again this week?” Sophie

presses her thin lips together like she spoke before she could stop
herself.

I drop my chicken salad wrap back on my plate. “Not to myself,
Sophie. Anyone on the team can use it as long as you let Coach know,
and I'm asking if you want to come too!”

Haley raises her dark eyebrows. “Sophie knows that. It’s just that
you seem to be in the pool a lot.”

“What, is that a problem? I'm not stopping anyone else from using
it.”

“You kind of are, Ivy. Some of the girls...” Sophie looks away,
rubbing her lips.

I tilt my head toward Haley. “Some of the girls what?”

“Nothing.”

“Nothing? Come on, Haley, what’s going on?”

She sighs harshly. “People are concerned. You've changed a lot,
and it’s making them feel uncomfortable.”



That’s not right at all. “I haven’t changed.”
“You don’t usually shout out in class.”

“So I do one thing because I was provoked, and you all think
there’s something wrong with me? Why is no one asking why I
snapped at Iris?”

“Because she tapped the table,” Sophie says, her voice monotone
and bored. “Then there’s the Ty thing.”

I shake my head. “You don’t get it. She is always disturbing me in
class, and she knows that geography is my weakest subject. Can you
not see that she was trying to irritate me? And what happened with Ty
is no one else’s business!”

“Why would Iris do that?”
I throw my hands up. “Why would I make it up?”

“I don’t think you’re making it up. We just think that you're
overreacting,” Haley says.

Nice to know my two best friends have been discussing me again.

Ty sits down at the table. He looks at me and then at them.
“Everything okay?”

Nope. The tension around the table is so thick I feel it choking me.
I press the ache in my stomach.

“Fine,” Sophie says.

“I heard you were speaking to Logan this morning,” Ty says.

God, can we not do this right now?

Sighing, I look over at him. His jaw is tight, eyes narrowed. “He
wanted to know who sent you the picture, and I told him I don’t know.
That’s all.”

But I have a pretty good idea. I would love to know how Iris found
it and who took it.

“Does it matter who sent it?”

“Yeah, it does. Why did they take that photo and why send it
now?”
Ty shrugs. “Someone wants to cause trouble for us.”



Yeah. Iris!

“Who do you think that could be?”

Haley and Sophie are listening to our conversation. I hope they
read between the lines here too.

It. Was. Iris.

He exhales and shakes his head. “I don’t know. Look, I've got to
go. I need to speak to Coach.”

“Ty...”

Standing, he leaves without looking back at me. He doesn’t need to
speak to his coach.

I slump back in my seat. Iris has succeeded in causing a rift
between me and Ty. He might believe that I didn’t cheat, and I pushed
Logan away, but he certainly hasn’t forgiven me for not telling him.

What can I do about it besides wait for him to cool down? Oh
right, nothing.

Doing nothing sucks.

“I'm not hungry anymore.” Rising to my feet, I pick up my half-
eaten lunch and head out.

I wrap a towel around myself and sit down on the bench. Today has
been rough, so I'm more than happy to have extra time in the pool. But
I had to get out because Coach needs to leave to go to her nan’s
birthday dinner.

“You okay, Ivy?” Coach asks, gripping the strap of the handbag
hanging over her shoulder.

“Yeah, I'll let myself out when I'm dressed,” I tell her. “No need to
wait.”

“Are you sure?”

Nodding, I stand up so she doesn’t worry that I'll stay there
forever. I don’t want her to know that anything is wrong because I
don’t want to talk about it.



“Okay, see you tomorrow.”

The janitor doesn’t lock up until much later in the evening,
knowing there are extracurriculars going on most days after school. I
have plenty of time to get out.

Keeping my eyes on her, I watch as she leaves and the door closes.
I'm alone. I close my eyes and inhale. My happy place is the pool, so I
picture myself a few minutes ago, flying through the water like I was
made to swim.

A loud metal thud echoes through the changing room.

Gasping, I grip the towel in my fist and swing my head in the
direction of the noise. What was that?

“Hello?” I call. “Coach?”

My heart races, thudding in my chest so hard I can hear the
whoosh of my pulse in my ears.

Someone is in here. I'm not alone.
“Coach, is that you?”

She would have answered. She knew where I was getting changed.
If it was her, she would have come straight to me and told me she was
back because she forgot something.

So if it’s not her...who is it?
Oh God, I'm naked under this towel too.
Okay, calm down, you’re not going to have to fight.

It’s probably someone on the team grabbing something from their
locker.

I tiptoe toward the end of the first row of lockers and peer around
the side.

A light tap comes from the other side of the room, like fingertips
hitting a locker. The sound is barely audible over the pounding in my
chest.

I didn’t hear wrong the first time; there definitely is someone in
here, and whoever it is wants me to be scared.

“Who’s there?” I demand, forcing my voice to be loud and strong.
I make my way back in the other direction, sticking close to the



lockers. My palms clam and I tighten the grip around the towel. This
isn’t funny.

“Iris? I-is that you?”

She’s supposed to be home; Ellie was giving her a lift. But I never
saw her leave school after class because I came straight here. There is
no reason for her to play a prank on me, though. I thought we cleared
the air earlier. Why would she be in here trying to scare me now?

“Iris!” I snap.

I freeze. The sound of light footsteps tapping on the floor steals my
breath.

What if it’s not Iris?

I need to get out of here. I glance over my shoulder to the door.
There are two rows of lockers between me and the exit. I can make
that.

Metal clinks across the room, echoing loudly. I press my back to
the locker and wince.

Who is in here?
It has to be my sister. No one else would want to scare me.
Unless...

No. Haley and Sophie are angry with me, but they wouldn’t do
this. No way.

Iris wouldn’t actually hurt me. I could walk toward the noise and
find out who it is.

That’s what I should do. But what if it’s not Iris? Ellie? She didn’t
like me before, so I dread to think how much she hates me after
finding out that Logan tried to kiss me.

I can take Ellie, though. She’s not a threat.

I take a ragged breath.

Suddenly, someone hammers on a locker over and over. The
deafening tinny thud of fists pummeling metal pierces my eardrums.
Whimpering, I shove myself off the locker and sprint toward the door.

I hold my arm out and slam into the door as I shove it open. I run
straight into something hard. A person. A scream rips from my throat



and I leap back.
“Jeez, Ivy, what’s wrong?”
Ty.
My eyes widen, and I sob.
“What happened?” he asks, stepping toward me.

I fall forward, my legs giving way. Ty catches me, his face twisted
with worry. My breathing is rough. I grip Ty and look back behind me.

“Ivy, talk to me,” he orders.

“There was someone in there with me,” I rasp.

“Who?”

I take a breath, trying to get it under control, but my heart is
thumping, adrenaline coursing through my veins. “I don’t know. I was
alone and then I kept hearing noises.”

“Coach?”

“No, I watched her leave and she didn’t come back. Besides, she

wouldn’t keep making noises and she would answer me. Someone else
is in there.”

Ty steadies me and holds me at arm’s length. “Wait right here.”
My mouth falls open as he goes into the changing room. I'm still
only in a towel. If a teacher comes past now...

I bite my lip while I wait but the changing room is silent. Using my
free hand, I wipe the damp tears under my eyes.

The door flies open and Ty smiles. “There’s no one in there, babe.”

“There was. I heard them multiple times. They were banging on
the lockers. You didn’t hear?”

He shrugs. “I heard a bang and then you ran out. Whoever it was,
they’re gone now. It was probably someone from the team playing a
prank.”

“Who would do that?” I don’t want to be all dramatic and look
super weak in front of Ty, but I was scared. I can’t imagine anyone on
the team taking it that far. They would have laughed or said something
after a minute.



“I don’t know, but don’t worry. If we find out, we’ll think of some
revenge prank, okay?”

Looking into his eyes, I search for any sign that he’s taking this
seriously. He’s not.

My heart plummets. He thinks I'm overreacting.
Maybe I am.

I do have a track record of it.

Forcing a smile, I reply, “It better be a good prank.”

“It’ll be the best. Do you want me to come in with you while you
get dressed?”

Smirking, I walk past him and shut the door, keeping him safely
on the outside.

I can tell immediately that no one is here anymore. It feels empty
and silent.

My hands tremble as I drop my towel and tug on my clothes as fast
as I can. I catch my foot inside the leg of my jeans and pull hard at the
waistband to get it through. Once I'm dressed, I pick up my bag and
scuttle out of the changing room fast. I never want to be in there after
hours without Coach again.

Ty is still waiting for me. Our fight is paused for the minute.
“All right?” he asks, staring into my eyes.
“Yeah, I'm fine.”

We walk back to my car. My hands twitch to get in Iris’s room. If
people are going to believe me about her, I need to find evidence that
she sent the photo to Ty.

And I'm pretty sure it’s in there somewhere.
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I'm so doing this. Biting my lip. I tiptoe past my door and toward Iris’s
room like I'm escaping prison.

Dad is downstairs watching football, but I don’t think he would
question me even if he caught me in Iris’s room.

Yeah, I'm snooping.
She’s out and I'm tired of being one step behind her. My last snoop
was cut short and I finally have another opportunity.

Reaching out, I push her door with the tips of my fingers and step
inside. Her room is decorated with light, neutral colors and she has
about nine throw pillows on her bed. That would drive me crazy.

Her closet door is full of clothes and I don’t think I've seen her
wear even half of them. Why buy them all, load your closet to bursting
point, then borrow your sister’s stuff? Her stuff is trendy and bright,
while I'm much more...boring.

What is she up to?

I stay close to the wall, as far away from the window as I can get in
case she comes home and sees from outside. I'm paranoid like that.

As I cross her room, I notice a drawer open a centimeter. For
someone who has nine scatter cushions and a bed runner perfectly
placed like it’s in a show home, she sure has left the closet and her
drawer out of place.

Iris doesn’t leave things lying around or forget to close something.
She makes every move and speaks every sentence with careful
planning.

Did she have to leave in a hurry? Looking over my shoulder, I
sidestep to her desk and reach my hand out. I run my finger along the



lip of the drawer and then tug.

There is no noise outside the room, and I can still hear football
downstairs. Dad would have paused it if he’d gotten up.

My eyes drop to the drawer. She has a collection of makeup
brushes, a small flashlight, and an old black flip phone. I didn’t even
know you could still buy them. I remember Nan had one and used to
let me play with it.

My fingers curl around the phone. Maybe she’s a hoarder. She has
a lot of things at Mom’s still. The house was left to me and Iris. I don’t
know what we’re going to do with it yet because Iris won’t talk about it.

I dig my thumb between the screen and keypad and flip the phone
open. It’s turned off. I hold down the ox button, but nothing happens.
No battery and I can’t see a charger. Like the great meddler she is, she
keeps the two separate. I could buy my own for it; there are probably
some on eBay.

Placing the phone back in her drawer in the exact same place,
between the puffy pink makeup brush and a stack of Post-it Notes, I
push it almost closed.

“Ivy?” Dad calls.

Jumping, I tiptoe very quickly out of Iris’s room and clear my
throat. “Yeah, Dad?”

We're still not great, but I don’t want to be in a fight with him too.

“I'm going out with Ken. There’s cash on the side table for pizza.
Have you done your homework?”

“Yeah, all done. Have a good night,” I reply.

I wait for him to leave the house because I'm pretty sure I look
guilty. When I hear the front door open and close, then hear his car
start, I head down.

As I reach the bottom, the doorbell rings.

I'm not expecting anyone. I pad over to the door quietly and peek
through the hole. Ty.

Opening up, I say, “Hey, everything okay?”
“I didn’t want to leave you alone after what happened today.”



I step to the side and let him in. “Thanks, but I really am okay.”
“Does that mean you don’t want me to stay?”

I wasn’t done being sneaky, but I need to make things right with
Ty more. Plus, if Iris is going out more often, I'll have plenty of
opportunities.

“No, stay,” I reply a little too quickly to be cool. I'm not cool when
it comes to Ty, though, especially not at the minute when things are a
little tense between us.

Chuckling, Ty kicks off his shoes and heads up to my room. I
follow.

“Have you eaten yet?” he asks as he lies down on my bed.

I pull the door half closed. “Nope, but Dad left cash for pizza. You
want our usual?”

He throws his arms over his head and smiles. “Sure.”

I sit down next to him. “Are we okay, Ty? I hate it when we’re
fighting.”

“We’re not fighting.”

“Maybe not right now, but things are off.”

With a sigh, he sits up and replies, “We’re okay. I'm trying.”

Trying to do what? Believe me?

“I need you to trust me, Ty. I would never do anything to
intentionally hurt you.”

“I do trust you. That’s not what I'm struggling with. I wish you had
told me.”

I dip my head. “I was scared to. Neither of us wanted to hurt you,
so we agreed to put it down to a dumb mistake and move on. I don’t
know why someone took a picture of it, and I don’t know why they
waited until now to send it.”

“You have a theory.”

“I don’t know who originally took it, but I do think that Iris found
it on their phone.”

He bites his lip. “Can we forget about this for a while?”



“Yeah. Movie and pizza?”

Smiling, he throws his arm around my shoulders and replies,
“Sounds good.”

Ty and I watch Iron Man and eat a stuffed-crust BBQ chicken
pizza. Halfway through Iron Man 2, Ty wraps his arm around me and
pulls me onto his lap. I sink into his embrace, feeling safe for the first
time in a while. Right now, there is no sister or distance between me
and Ty, and I love it.

Ty kisses me and I curl my fingers into his hair. My heart is racing
for the second time today but this time I like it. I pull away from his
lips and grin. “My dad will be home soon.”

“We’re not doing anything wrong.”
“You want him to catch me lying half on you?”

He narrows his eyes. “My hearing is good. I'll chuck you off when I
hear a car.”

Giggling, I press my lips against his again.

“Oh my God!” Iris’s shrill voice makes my heart stop. Ty leaps off
me, and I look up at the doorway. Where she is.

Great, she’s home.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” I snap, scowling at her.

“What are you two doing?”

“Kissing,” I reply like it’s the most obvious thing in the world. I
mean, she could see that.

Ty sits up and sighs. “What do you want, Iris?”
“I want you to get your grubby hands off my sister!”

“Hey!” I shout. “Back off and calm down!” I say, folding my arms.
“You’re overreacting.”

“No, I'm not.”
I turn to Ty. “You should go while I deal with this.”

He rolls his eyes at Iris and kisses the top of my head before
leaving my room.

“What would have happened if I hadn’t come home, Ivy? You and



Tyler were clearly not thinking straight.”

What is wrong with her? I get off the bed, push past her, and walk
downstairs.

She follows.

“Come on, Ivy, what would have happened if I hadn’t come
home?” she repeats. “He was all over you. Literally.”

I hear Ty’s car pull out of the drive.
“Our clothes were still on.”
“Yeah, but for how long?”

“Ugh, seriously!” I love Ty and we’ve been together for a long time
now, but I'm still not ready. I'm not about to lose my virginity ten
minutes before my dad gets home. I'm kind of hoping it will be a little
more special than that.

“I'm deadly serious. Are you even on contraception?”

“We’re not having sex!”

“You were about to have sex, and if you’re not taking precautions,
you’ll get pregnant!”

“What?” Dad roars.

My eyes widen, stomach bottoming out. I turn slowly.

Dad is standing in the doorway, arms folded and face red as a
tomato. If we were in a cartoon, steam would be billowing from his
ears. “Where is Tyler?”

“Dad, calm down. Nothing happened.”

I look back at Iris and she looks between me and Dad, totally
emotionless.

“Tell me what happened right now, Iris.”

“Um...” She bites her lip.

Tears pool in my eyes. “Dad, please, I can explain.”

“I'm asking Iris,” he replies tightly. “The truth. Now.”

“I came home and saw Ivy and Ty in her room.”

Dad takes a deep breath. “You know the rules, Ivy.”

“My door wasn’t closed all the way,” I tell him. “We were watching



a movie. I swear to you nothing happened.”
“What did you see, Iris?” Dad asks as if I'm no longer in the room.
“They were kissing.”

“Just kissing? Why would you two argue if they were just kissing?
Why would you worry about Ivy going on contraception or getting
pregnant if they were just kissing? I asked for the truth, and I want it
now.”

I close my eyes and want to curl inside myself.
“Tyler was on top of her.”

Oh God, I want to run away.

Dad’s teeth grind together. “You are sixteen, Ivy.”

“It wasn’t as bad as it sounds. We were lying on the bed. He was on
the bed, not directly on me.” This is a conversation I never wanted to
have.

“Go to your room, please.”

My jaw drops. “What?”

“Go to your room.”

“This is ridiculous! Iris, tell him the truth!”

“Idid, Ivy.”

“You're lying!” I shout. “Why are you doing this? What have I ever
done to you?”

“Stop trying to make me out to be the bad one here! It was you in
bed with a boy.”

Oh my God, I want to shake her!
“Enough, Ivy!” Dad snaps. “Go upstairs. Now.”

I throw my hands up. “This is unbelievable, Dad. Well done, Iris,
you got what you want.”

Storming past them both, I stomp upstairs and slam my bedroom
door.

They can both go to hell.
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When I wake up the next morning, I am still raging that Dad believed
Iris over me. Haley and Sophie listen silently, leaning forward as I dish
the details at lunchtime.

Not that she would, but Iris doesn’t care that she totally dropped
me in it with Dad. It was clearly her plan. I didn’t hear her come in,
but I bet that’s what she wanted. It’s easier to snoop and be generally
super creepy when no one knows you’re there. She hit the jackpot,
though, when she saw me and Ty kissing.

She probably knew when Dad was due home, watched from her
window as he pulled onto the drive, and then everything fell perfectly
into place for her.

I'm grounded, Ty probably won’t be welcome in my house until
he’s thirty, and Dad can barely look at me. All because our kiss looked
“too heated” to Iris. We weren’t getting carried away or doing anything
out of the ordinary for us.

In fact, her kiss with Todd at Alec’s party last weekend was way
more heated than me and Ty last night, from what I was told, anyway.
I don’t know when lying down watching a film and having the
occasional lazy kiss began to look like sex.

Iris is crazy.
She hasn’t even apologized.

Haley and Sophie give me a sympathetic look, though Sophie
doesn’t meet my eye. She’s been off with me for days now. “It’s not
even like anything was happening! That’s the part 'm most mad at. He
believed Iris over me. She’s totally blown it up, and now he doesn’t
trust me!” I rant. “I have never given him a reason to not trust me.



Ever!”

“Your dad is protective, Ivy. He’s going to imagine the worst,”
Sophie says quietly. Her hair is back up today.

“Uncool of Iris to make it sound worse, though,” Haley adds.

“So uncool,” I agree. “She’s supposed to have my back.”

Haley purses her lips. “Wait. Do you think she’s worried about
you? I mean, she was talking about contraception, right? She’s
probably scared that you’ll get pregnant.”

“Yeah, Haley’s right,” Sophie says. Her gaze is on Haley and not
me as she speaks. “Iris has always had your back. With the Logan

thing she was telling people to back off when she overheard someone
talking about you.”

What about when she heard you talking about me? Or when she
was the one spreading the details?

“That’s beside the point. Of all the things she decides to be honest
to Dad about. Hell, she wasn’t even honest—she made it seem worse!”

“Okay, you need to calm down,” Sophie mutters, holding her
hands up. “We get it.”

Haley wraps her arm around my shoulders, her wild hair tickling
my cheek. “Forget about if for now. You can make up with Iris later.”

“Why should I? She keeps defending her decision to tell Dad the
embellished version of what she saw.”

“Well, she probably did that because she was scared,” Haley
repeats. “Why else would she do it? If you're grounded, it’s much
harder for her to get around since it’s your car and you don’t like her
taking it.”

“What? I've never said I don’t like her taking my car.”

The bell rings. “Come on, let’s go,” Haley says.

Sophie waves us off as she heads to her class. Haley and I have
first class next door to each other.

Iris told them I don’t like her using my car? The sneaky bitch.

I've never been so relieved to have a session with Meera
scheduled.



I get through school in kind of a blur. The teachers are still
watching, so I force myself to ignore Iris and focus on the work. I'm
pretty sure that although I have tons of notes, I won’t be able to
understand any of them. Not that it really matters, since I'll need to
read the material again anyway.

As soon as I arrive at Meera’s office, my shoulders loosen and the
knot in my stomach unravels.

I go straight for the blanket.

“How have you been this week, Ivy?” Meera asks.

I blow out a long breath and tug the blanket higher over my lap.

“Ah,” Meera says. “Start wherever you like.”

“Iris has done something, and I think you can help me get some
clarity. I don’t think I'm overreacting, but I could be.”

“Go ahead. I'm listening.”

I don’t want to talk about the locker room thing because I have no
proof.

“So...Iris comes home early and finds me and Ty lying on my bed,
watching a movie. We were kissing and she freaked out.”

Meera cocks her head to the left. “Freaked out how?”

“She starts shouting that he shouldn’t be in my room when we'’re
home alone and he shouldn’t be on top of me.”

She raises her eyes from her notepad.

“However, Ty wasn’t actually on top of me. Like, his chest was half
on me and the rest of him was completely on the bed next to me.
Anyway, Ty leaves and we argue for a minute—me and Iris, not me and
him. She follows me downstairs when he’s gone, going on about me
not taking birth control and she thinks I'm going to get pregnant.
That’s when my dad walks into the room.”

Meera’s mouth pops open. “Oh dear.”

“Right. Ty and I were fully dressed, my hands were on his back
and his were in my hair. Like, how did she even jump there? She told

my dad he was on top of me and of course he believes her. Now Ty
can’t even come in the house, I'm not allowed at his, and the only time



I can leave is for school, swim practice, or to come here. It’s so unfair.”

“Okay, there has been a lot going on. Did you speak with Iris and
clear the air? Perhaps from her perspective your position didn’t look as
innocent as it was.”

“I told her that, but she keeps saying she’s worried. She’s not
worried!”

“What makes you think she’s not?”

“Because she’s not. She’s dated. She’s seen me sitting on Ty’s lap
before.”

Meera nods. “Do you think the fact that you two were alone in
your house is why she was uncomfortable?”

I frown. “No.”

Laughing, Meera says, “I'm only trying to work through Iris’s
reasons to see if we can get some clarity.”

Sinking into the cushion behind me, I reply, “Okay. Sorry, I'm still
worked up over it.”

“You feel that she’s let you down.”
“I feel like she’s thrown me under a bus. Only I have no idea why.”

“If she doesn’t have a motive, could you consider her reaction
genuine? Again, just questions.”

“I don’t know.” I look up. “The timing was convenient too.”
“You think she was aware your dad was almost home?”
“Perhaps. There’s not much I'm sure of anymore.”

“You're questioning your friends a lot more than usual.”

“Yeah, well after I found out Sophie and Haley have been talking
behind my back, I've been suspicious. If my best friends can do that,
anyone can.”

“How do you feel about Iris living with you now?”
“You mean, like, right now or now in general?”
She smiles. “In general.”

“Honestly, it’s fine. I think I've mostly adjusted. The only thing
that’s hard is not having much time to myself. But she’s started



hanging out with her friends more and more, so it’s all right.” I raise
my eyebrow. “I'm not jealous.”

“I wasn’t going to suggest you are. Is there a reason you felt you
need to specify that?”

“Because I know that’s how it looks.”
Meera nods.

“I just don’t understand why she would want to mess with me like
that. She knew we weren’t doing anything. She did know that.”

Meera jots something down, and I don’t know if her note makes
Iris look bad or me.

“Am I being unreasonable?”

She raises her head. “I don’t think you are, Ivy. We feel how we
feel, and you are fully entitled to that.”

Okay, that wasn’t a “Yes, I agree with you, Ivy,” so I'm not sure
what to do with it.

“How is your relationship with your dad recently? Before last
night, of course.”

“Same. He still has as much time for me as before. Though I think
he’ll be watching a lot more closely now. How do I make him trust
me?”

“You can’t make someone trust you. All you can do is use your
actions to prove that you're not lying.”

“I've done nothing but that and it’s not working.”

“What are the rules regarding boys? You said you and Tyler were
in your room home alone.”

“Oh, right. I don’t think he’s ever specifically said no to that.
There’s a no-closed-door rule...which we didn’t break. I mean, come
on, if we were going to have sex, we would have at least shut the door!”
I throw my hands up.

“Would you like some water?” Meera asks.

I press my hands together in my lap. “No, thanks. I'm calm.”
“You're angry.”

“Yeah, that too.”



“What do you think you can do to improve your relationship with
your sister and your father?”

I shrug. “Iris is still a bit of a mystery. Sometimes I just plain don’t
understand her. Dad I think will take time. Like you said, I have to
show him that he can trust me.”

“Do you think you can have an open conversation with him? I'm
sure the subject matter is what has blown this situation out of
proportion.”

I'm sure my face has just set on fire. I feel the heat tickle the top of
my head and the tips of my fingers. “Talk to my dad about sex?” I
exclaim.

She stifles a laugh. “I think it’s a good way of showing him your
maturity. Are you ready for that step with Ty?”

“NO.”
“I’'m sure your dad will be happy to hear that.”

“Show him I'm not an immature kid and he might believe I'm
not?”

“Something like that.”
That’s only going to work if Iris stays out of my business.
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I'm bored out of my mind. Not literally. Being out of my mind would
rock right now. Today, I get to have a conversation with my dad about
sex. I would rather slice off my own face.

First, I have to wait for Iris to go to the mall with Ellie and her
band of cheerful bitches. They all think it’s hilarious that Dad busted
me and Ty. I've heard her talking to her friends on the phone.

Ty hasn’t texted me yet today. I usually wake up to a message.

Iris is upstairs. I can hear her footsteps dancing on the floorboards
above me. Her music is obnoxiously loud. I don’t know if she’s dancing
around while she gets ready to leave or if she’s dancing around
because she’s plotting. Either way, I can’t wait for her to go out.

Dad crashes around the kitchen, tidying up very loudly, making it
crystal clear that he’s still angry too.

This house is toxic at the minute.
There is not enough swimming in the world right now.

I don’t even think I'll be getting much snooping done today since
Dad hasn’t been near his office. It’s like he’s scared to close a door in
case I sneak Ty into the house.

I curl up tighter on the sofa and jab my finger into the volume
button, turning Riverdale up. Today is a Netflix binge day for sure. It’s
not like I can go out and have a life since I'm grounded until the end of
time.

Iris’s music suddenly shuts off. I turn to the stairs and sure
enough, she bounds down seconds later.

“I'm going, Dad,” she calls, ignoring me totally.
I look back at my phone and narrow my eyes. I click purchase on



the cell phone charger in my eBay cart. Iris either doesn’t use it—
unlikely—or she runs it down, keeping just enough charge to do her
evil.

Whichever it is, I'm going to find out soon enough.

“Have fun, Iris. Home by eleven, remember.”

“Sure thing,” she replies, and skips to grab her shoes.

At least today she’s wearing her own clothes: a denim skirt, purple
tank, and silver heeled sandals. Without a glance in my direction, she
slams the front door behind her and gets into my car.

“Ivy, would you like something to eat?” Dad asks. His voice tight
and controlled.

I twist my body and look over the back of the sofa. “No, thanks.
Can I talk to you for a minute?”

He clears his throat. “All right.”

“Will you come and sit?” I ask.

He takes a second, but then he walks slowly to the sofa and sits
opposite me. We usually sit next to each other when we talk. Though

the subject I'm about to raise makes me kind of glad that he’s not
closer.

“Okay,” I say, rubbing my hands together. “So...” My face sets on
fire, skin prickling.

“Ivy, what is it?”

I can’t meet his eye.

Floor, please open up.

“About the other day,” I say quickly, pressing my nails into my
palms.

“Yes?”

“I know what you think, and I know that you’re worried. But,
Dad...I...” Oh my God, this is awful. “I'm not even thinking about
doing that,” I blurt out, looking up at the ceiling.

Meera did say that I should be mature about this. But how do you

have this conversation without feeling the full force of
embarrassment? Look up embarrassment in the dictionary and you’ll



find this conversation.

“When I told you that nothing is happening between me and Ty, I
wasn’t lying. I'm not trying to get out of trouble here. I'm not ready,
and Ty is fine with that. We’ve spoken about it.”

Dad clears his throat again. “I see.”

“So please don’t worry about...anything. Ty would never pressure
me, and I’'m not ready.” I feel like I should repeat that part about not
being ready, really drive it home so he hears me.

He takes a deep breath and scrubs his jaw with his fist. “I'm glad
you told me this. However, I once was sixteen. All the greatest
intentions in the world don’t mean...things won’t happen.”

“What can I say to make you trust me? I'm not stupid. I won’t be
doing anything until I want to.”

“That’s reassuring, but it doesn’t change my stance on this.”

“You like Ty. Nothing has changed.”

“Everything has changed, Ivy.”

“No, it hasn’t! You have what Iris thought she saw. I get that she

was worried I'd do something stupid, but this has been blown way out
of proportion,” I say. “Dad, please. You know me and you know Ty.”

He looks away for a long time and exhales. “It’s difficult to not
think of you as a child, Ivy. I understand you’re growing up and you
have a long-term boyfriend.”

“That doesn’t mean we’re having sex!”
My eyes pop. I can’t believe I said the S word.
Move past it. Move past it.

“Dad, I really need you to trust me. We’ve always been honest with
each other, and I would hate if that changed. What do I have to do to
get us back to that?”

Dad blinks and shuffles in his seat. “Ivy,” he whispers. “Honey,
okay, I believe you.”

My body sinks, and I manage a small smile. “You do?”

He makes eye contact for the first time since we started talking.
“Yes, of course I do. I'm sorry it’s taken me so long. But listen,



although I believe that you’re not going to do something stupid, there
will be new rules in this house.”

“Rules?”

He nods. “You will not be alone in this house or any other house
with Tyler. You will not ride in a car alone together. You will not be in
your room even with someone else in the house. In fact, there is no
reason why he needs to be upstairs at all. Same goes for you at his. I
will be speaking to his parents about this too. You will not go to a party
until I'm happy that you’re both following the rules. Is that clear?”

My mouth drops open. “That’s clear...and crazy. Dad!”

“Ivy, I'm doing this to protect you. If you're unhappy with it, you
can always wait until you're eighteen to date.”

Is he actually suggesting I break up with Ty for a year and a half?
Pick your battles, Ivy.
I wave my hand. “Whatever. Fine. I agree to your terms.”

“Rules,” he says, and then he cracks a small smile that I haven’t
seen in days.

“You know, I actually am hungry.”

He stands up. “I knew you would crack when your stomach started
making those noises.”

I press my hand to my tummy as a low growl rolls through my
abdomen. “Pancakes?”

“You want them in shapes?”

“You just said that you understand that I'm growing up....”

He lifts his eyebrows. “All right, normal pancakes it is.”

“No, I want little hearts.”

Dad stops and looks back at me. “I knew you were still in there.”
“Always.”

I watch him go back into the kitchen. My face still feels hot. I press
my fingers to my cheek and close my eyes. That was awful...right up
until we cleared the air. My only hope is that he believes me because I
do not ever want to have that conversation with him again.



As soon as I hear him cracking eggs, I text Ty to let him know
what’s happened.

Are you serious????

For real. You're banned from being upstairs. At least he knows
we're not having sex though.

What a bitch

I'm not disagreeing. Are you going to Ellie’s party tonight?

Yeah, going with Leo. Think you can sneak out for a bit?

Would you if you were me?

Hell no! Your dad is scary

Smiling, I put my phone down and go into the kitchen. I don’t
want to sneak around, and I won’t do that, not since we’re trying to be
open with each other again. But I really do want to go tonight. So it’s
worth asking, right?

Sure, I'm officially crazy since, like, three minutes ago he told me
no parties. But it’s worth a shot.

“Dad,” I say.

He stops mid-whisk and looks over his shoulder. “What do you
want?”

“Ellie is having a party.”

Laughing out loud, he places the bowl on the counter and turns
around. “Are you joking?”

“Well, I knew it was a long shot, but I figured that since I'm still



working on having you trust me fully again, you might give me the
opportunity to.”

“Oh, did you?” His smirk widens.
“Please?”

“I'm not going back on my decision, Ivy. You’ll have to miss this

2»

one.
My shoulders slump. “Okay.”

I was hoping I could turn up without Iris knowing and observe
her. When I'm not around, she might give something away. I'm not
sure what since I don’t understand her crazy...but I need to know her
plan.
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There is definitely something wrong with Iris. The more I watch her,
the more I see a stranger. My sister is gone, and I want to find out
what has replaced her.

I need to reach out to her old friends. Particularly the C or K one.
Cassie? Kay?

Haley and Sophie thought what Iris did with the Ty thing was
crappy, but they’ve hardly shunned her.

Iris tilts her head back as she laughs. She has the whole package.
She’s pretty, dressed the same as the rest of them, leads with
conviction. Not to mention the fact that she is convincing.

She has everything it takes to be a successful psychopath.
Is this what happened before? Why Mom was worried about her?

A couple girls from the team walk past. They glance at me out of
the corner of their eye and move faster.

Really?
I roll my eyes.

Iris has done a fantastic job of convincing everyone that I'm the
one with the problem. Granted, I haven’t helped by reacting to her.

Keep walking, nothing to see here.

Ty is chatting to the guys on the team and Iris is hanging around
them with Ellie and the cheerleaders.

“Hey,” Sophie says, nudging my arm and taking my attention off
my sister.

“Hey, Soph. Where’s Haley?”
She shrugs. “I don’t think she’s here yet. Why are you standing on



your own?”
“I've been standing on my own since I was nine months old.”
Sophie rolls her dark eyes. “Why aren’t you with Ty?”

Because my creepy sister is over there. Sophie and Haley believe
Iris’s facade too, and although they seem cool with me now, I'm not
convinced theyre not having secret discussions about how I've
changed.

“T’ll go over there in a minute. There’s only so much makeup talk a
girl can handle,” I tell her.

Sophie laughs as she looks over at Ellie and her friends. They're
actually pretty nice to my face, but I've overheard a lot of shallow
conversations that have made me want to whack my head against a
wall.

“You okay?”
I dip my head. “Yeah, I'm fine.”

“Are you sure?” Sophie asks. But I barely hear her because Iris
takes out her ponytail and her hair is shorter. It no longer sits just
below her butt; it’s just below her shoulder blades. The same as mine.

“Ivy?” Sophie prompts.

“Hmm?” I mumble.

“What are you looking at?” Sophie asks, almost to herself. “What is
it?”

I clear my throat and it burns. “Iris cut her hair.”

When did she do that?

“Okay...”

“Look.” I turn to my friend, a silent plea in my eyes for her to get
what’s going on. “Sophie, what do you see?”

With a prominent frown on her forehead, Sophie turns toward
Iris.

“What do you see?” I ask again.

“I see your sister talking to her friends and the football team.”

My shoulders sink.



No, you see me.

“Forget it.” I sigh.

No one is getting this.

“No, tell me what I'm supposed to see.”
So I can look insane? No, thanks.

“What’s going on with you? You've been frosty with Iris for
weeks.”

“I haven’t.”
“Everyone has noticed that something is off with you.”
With me!

“What?” I splutter, my heart racing a touch faster. “You honestly
think something is off with me?”

“I don’t want to upset you, but you've been different. You say
you’re okay with Iris being here but you're not. I can tell when you’re
lying.”

“Don’t. I'm not unhappy that she’s here. She’s my twin sister.”

She raises her blond eyebrows. “Then what is going on?”

Is there any benefit to me telling Sophie my fears? I want someone
else to understand, to tell me it’s not all in my head, but I can’t risk
being told I'm insane. I think Iris is trying to imitate me. Trying to be
me.

She wears my clothes though she has her own. She hangs with my
friends though she has her own. And now she’s cut her super-long hair
that she’s been so precious about since she was six years old.

I shake my head. “Nothing. I guess it’s just taking longer than I
thought to adjust to all the change.”

“Hey, that’s fine, but it really isn’t Iris’s fault. I bet she’s finding it
equally difficult, if not more. She’s the one who’s had to move and
totally start again.”

And there it is, the reason why no one will see it. Iris lost more
than me, so I'll always be the jealous, overreacting sister. She has
everything she needs to take over my life and no one will believe me
when I tell them what she’s doing.



They’ll see it eventually, right? About the time she asks them to
call her Ivy.

Well, two can play your game, Iris.

She wants to get buddy-buddy with my friends: I can reach out to

hers. She hasn’t seen them since we brought her home: I could invite
them for the weekend.

All T need to do is find them. She’s deleted everyone on Facebook
and unfollowed them on Instagram.

“I get all of that, Sophie, and I'm not trying to be hostile. I miss my
mom, and I'm trying to figure out how this new dynamic works. Iris
doesn’t want to talk about Mom at all, and I don’t know who else to
talk to. Iris understands the most what it’s like to lose her.”

I'm drowning here, and I need my sister to be herself and not try
to be me.

“Oh, Ivy. Why didn’t you say something sooner? You know Haley
and I are here for you.”

“I appreciate that, but I kind of need Iris.” Or I did.

“Why don’t you tell her how important talking about your mom is
to you?”

“I've tried. She shuts down and then changes the subject or asks to
borrow another one of my T-shirts.”

“Why don’t you suggest a shopping trip and see if she’s open to
talking then?”

“She has clothes, Soph. She just wants all of mine.”

I glance back over and she’s talking to Ty. My eyes narrow. She can
borrow a shirt, but she’s not having him.

“Do you want to get out of here?” Sophie asks. “I'm sure Ty
wouldn’t mind.”

Yeah, I'm not leaving him alone with her.

“That’s okay. I feel better getting that off my chest. I know I need
to try harder with her.”

“Or maybe let her settle in before you try harder? She might need
time to get her head around your mom’s death. You're a great sister,



Ivy. You just need to allow you both some time before you can heal.”
I'm not good at waiting.
I give her a smile. “Yeah. Thanks.”
“And you know you can talk to me anytime you want.”

I thought I could but not now. She’s not listening. She’s not even
willing to keep an open mind when it comes to Iris. Everyone assumes
the best because she lost her mom and had to relocate her life.

Why do people automatically assume the worst in me because I'm
getting some sketchy vibes from my twin?

Double standards. I've lost too.
“Ivy,” Ty shouts, and waves his hand, calling me over.

I don’t want to go over there but Iris is still standing by him with
Ellie.

“Come on,” Sophie says, linking my arm. “Let’s go and pretend we
care about different brands of makeup.”

I'm not sure my acting skills are that good.

Sophie lets go of my arm when we reach Ty.

“What’s up?” I ask him.

He gives me a tight smile. “Missed you, that’s all.”

Oh, that is a lie. He’s seen me all day. This was a rescue mission.

The whole world might be completely gaga about my sister, but Ty
isn’t.

He’s my one hope of getting someone to believe me, but I have to
be careful, as he’s blown me off over this before. The more he’s around

her, the more he’s getting uncomfortable. I can bide my time until he
sees what’s going on here.

“Oh, really?” I tease, sinking into his outstretched arm.

His body relaxes as I lean against him. I feel his shoulders lower
and the arm around me holds me close.

I think he’s starting to see through her too.
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I sit in my usual spot on Meera’s sofa. The blanket is tucked tightly
around me, pushed down around my legs. It’s the first thing I do now.
Who would have thought a blanket could hold so much protection?

She’s making us coffee because I've had a long week, and I
requested a little caffeine. Meera has started to blink a lot more during
our sessions, so I think she needs the coffee too.

I can’t blame her really. These were supposed to be
straightforward bereavement sessions; instead I've offloaded a whole
heap of my teenage drama onto her. Dad has said he will keep paying
as long as I want to come here.

Meera places two white cups and saucers down on the coffee table.
She gives me a warm smile that makes thin lines pop at the corners of
her eyes.

“Thanks,” I say.

“You’re welcome.” She sits down and picks up her notepad that
seems to always rest on the arm of the sofa. “Okay. How have things
with Iris been this week?”

“Quiet. I don’t know what’s wrong with her or why she feels the
need to mess things up for me. She’s my twin sister.”

“Iris has lost an awful lot, Ivy. I appreciate that you have too, but
on top of losing your mom, Iris has moved home and left behind her
friends. That’s a lot of adjusting, especially when you see your sister
having it all. Can you understand why she would be jealous?”

“Yeah, I can.”

“Then can you understand why things going wrong for you would
make her feel less like the one whose whole life is crumbling?”



“I wish she would want to make her life less crumbly, not make
mine more.”

“Humans are a little more complicated than that.”

“Being human sucks.”

Meera cracks a full, toothy smile. “It’s not always easy.”

“Iris seems to enjoy it, though. Like, it’s more than just feeling a
bit better because her twin’s life isn’t as perfect as she thinks. It’s the
only time her body doesn’t seem tense.” I shake my head. “Maybe I'm

reading too much into this—we both know how awesome I am at that
—but I think she wants me to be unhappy.”

“You said this week has been quieter. Do you think she has
realized she’s gone too far?”

“I don’t know. She’s kind of kept out of my way, just been watching
how things settle after the storm she created. I haven’t seen any form
of remorse from her about stirring things with Ty and my dad...but
she’s hardly been doing victory dances around the kitchen either.”

Meera nods. “And did you have that open conversation with your
dad?”

My body shudders involuntarily and it makes Meera laugh. “I did.
Not something I ever want to repeat.”

“That’s great, Ivy. I think it was important. Will you tell me how it
went?”

“Imagine the most awkward moment in your whole life, then
multiply it by about a million. That’s what it was like. He listened and I
think he believes that nothing was about to happen with Ty. But he’s
still not letting up on the new laws about boys.”

The corner of Meera’s mouth curves. “Laws, huh.”

Oh, they’re not just rules anymore.

“He’s allowing Ty back in the house, but he can only be on the
ground floor. So basically, I know he heard me, but I don’t think he
really trusts me.”

“Why do you say that?”
“Because of the no going upstairs thing. I've told him I'm not ready



to have sex, but he still wants us as far apart as possible. We're talking,
sitting on different sofas, and riding in separate cars. I don’t know
when I'll be allowed to go to a party again.” I shake my head. “It’s so
frustrating because I've been completely honest. Iris’s words have
scared him. He’s petrified I'll get pregnant.”

“That’s not an unreasonable fear for a parent of teenagers.”

Okay, I like her a whole lot less when she’s not on my side.

“T'll give him that, but it would be an immaculate conception if I
got pregnant.”

Meera laughs. “Give him some time, Ivy.”

“Yeah, sure.” I turn my nose up. “I hate time.”

“I know it’s hard for you to wait, but I'm afraid you're going to
have to. People go through all manner of situations in life, and not one
of them reacts the same way or gets past issues at the same time. Your
dad trusting you will take time. Maybe you can focus on something
else to pass the time.”

“I need to study more. My head isn’t in it.”

“We can work on some anxiety techniques, something to help you
focus. Your mind works overtime, and we need to get you to slow
down.”

“What kind of techniques?”

“We’ll train your mind to hold off on the things you need to fix.
Kind of like telling your mind that you’ll deal with something later so
it’s okay to ignore it.”

“Does that work? Because I've never been able to switch off, not
until I fall asleep.”

“If it doesn’t, we’ll try something else until we find what does work
for you. Okay?”

I nod. That sounds perfect. 'm willing to try anything.

When I arrive home, Dad is in his office and Iris is sitting on the sofa,



her fingers moving a million miles an hour, tapping furiously on her
phone.

“Hey, Iris,” I say.

She jerks, startled. “You're early,” she says flatly.

“Traffic wasn’t too bad. Did Dad cook? I'm starving.”
“He made pasta. Yours is in the microwave.”

“Thanks.” I tilt my chin at her phone. “Everything okay?”
Iris rolls her eyes. “Yep.”

I decide to try a different approach. “So I was thinking we could go
to the house sometime and go through more of Mom’s things. Maybe
even see some of your old friends,” I tell her. “I'm sure they miss you.”

“Yeah, maybe.” She starts typing again.

Another closed door. “Or you can stay here while I go to Mom’s if
you’d prefer.”

Iris just keeps typing.

Yep, I'm going on my own.

It’s so weird that she won’t talk about anything to do with Mom at
all. Mom’s place in the city was her home too. It’s almost as if she’s

scared to say something in case she lets the cat out of the bag.
Whatever that cat is.

Oh my God. Kat! My mouth drops. That’s the name of her old
friend.

I back out of the living room with my heart racing. Iris doesn’t
look up again.

While I eat my pasta, I check my phone. There’s a message from
Ty, asking how therapy went. He sends the same text every Friday. I
love it.

Sophie and Haley have been talking in our group chat, trying to set
up a movie night. I message them back first because it will be quicker.
Once I've done that, I'm finding Kat.

“Hey, Ivy,” Dad says, walking into the kitchen with an empty glass.

I put my fork down. “Hey, Dad. How was work?”



“Busy. I had to respond to a few emails tonight, but I'm done now.
How was your session with Meera?”

“It was good. I'm tired now. I don’t have any homework, so do you
want to watch a movie?”

“I would, kid, but Iris has asked if I would spend some time with
her tonight. We’re going to the movies. Want me to book something
for us too?”

Okay. He’s her dad as well. There is no need for this to be odd.
But it is, and I want to scratch her eyes out.
“Sounds good, Dad.”

“You’re okay with this? Iris has made me see the importance of
working on our individual relationships. You both need one-on-one
time with me.”

Oh, I'm sure she has.

“It’s a great idea. I'll have a think for something we can do.”

He smiles. “Great. I'll see you later. We'll be late, so don’t wait up
if you're tired.”

I nod, watching him leave the room and call for Iris.

Oh, it’s so on, bitch.
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All right. So I don’t know exactly how I feel about this. Iris might be
trying to take over my life, but that doesn’t mean I have to lower
myself to her level.

Yet here I am, with my finger hovering above a button that will
send a message to Iris’s friend from her old school. Kat.

I can take the high road and ignore what my sister is doing, or I
can press SEND and find out what’s going on with her. As far as I'm
aware, she still hasn’t had contact with her other friends. She’s never
mentioned them other than to say she fell out with Kat a while ago,
and I haven’t seen or heard her on the phone to anyone other than my
friends and her cheer squad.

It all seems weird. Straight-up weirdness that I'm over.

Taking a deep breath, I slam my index finger into my laptop key
and the message pings through the air.

The high road is forgotten.

Over the last few days, Ty has put visible distance between himself
and Iris. He sticks closer to me at school and when we’re all out. He
hasn’t mentioned anything, but I get the impression that Iris has been
flirting and it’s making him uncomfortable.

Back off, Twin A. He knows which one he loves.

After I send the message, I click on Kat’s photos. She, Iris, and a
couple other girls I don’t know pose in a few of the traditional
positions. Duck lips, fake surprise, kissing the air, hands covering their
mouth, and hands on hips. All what I'd expect, and I don’t think
there’s a single one without a filter.

Kat has super-long auburn hair and round blue eyes. She’s pretty.



Every photo is of her looking like she spends a huge chunk of her
morning on her appearance.

I could be looking at Ellie and her friends’ pictures.

Iris looks happy; she’s in almost all of the images. It seems like she
had a very active social life, much more than now. Dad doesn’t let us
go out every night, but Iris hasn’t complained, so it can’t bother her
that much.

Mom was a lot more relaxed with the rules. I'd be allowed out
when I stayed there, and I barely knew anyone. Iris never hung around
with me or invited me out with her.

There are pictures of Iris in her cheerleading uniform with boys on
the football team. I don’t know if she dated much, but there are
multiple photos of her with two different boys spaced about eight
months apart.

One of them looks kind of similar to Ty. Chestnut hair and deep
green eyes.

I'm not going to look too much into it. Although I totally am. Is
that what she’s trying to do? Does she want to re-create some sort of
romance she had with him? I mean, she looks like me and that guy
looks like Ty.

My back shudders with a bolt down my spine.
Okay, that makes the copying me thing even creepier.

I click back because looking at Kat’s photos is giving me a nasty
taste in my mouth. What does Iris want?

Is she trying to re-create her old life?
But why does she need me and Ty for that?
A message pops up along the bottom of my screen. Kat.

Ivy. | haven't spoken to Iris for months. | can’t help.

What’s my next move?
Kat’s message is abrupt. For someone who has hundreds of photos



with my sister, you would think she wouldn’t cut her out of her life so
quickly.

Out of sight, out of mind? Or is there a reason why Kat doesn’t
want anything to do with Iris?

The more I learn, or think I'm learning, the more confused I get.
There are too many questions, and each answer only adds more.

Well, I've gone down this rabbit hole, so I might as well plow on. I
write out a reply to Kat.

Did something happen? | think she needs her friends. Is there
anyone else | can get in contact with?

I chose Kat because she has the most photos with Iris; the rest of
the cheer squad are in the background. It looks like they were the
closest.

Her reply comes almost instantly.

Sorry, can't help.

Can’t or won’t?

Iris is sketchy and so is Kat. I'm not buying any of it. I will find out
what’s going on.

Her location is all over Facebook. She checks in everywhere she
goes. The only issue I have with following her—besides the creepy
obvious—is that I have the same face as Iris. She’ll notice me
immediately. Kat has spent a solid four years with Iris—she’ll notice.

I can’t bring anyone else in on this because no one believes me. It’s
too early to have the conversation with Ty again, and I'm not
comfortable with getting him this involved.

God, I sound crazy.
This paranoid version of myself is going to make me prematurely
gray.



I could try another one of the girls in the photos with Iris, but they
probably all talk. Kat will tell them, or they’ll tell her, and I'll get
nowhere.

The only way I can make Kat listen and talk is if I go and find her.
Not that it will be easy. I don’t know how or when I'll have enough
time to be gone for at least four hours without anyone noticing. Dad
practically has tracking devices on us.

I could be back by curfew without Dad knowing where I am, but
Ty and my friends will question where I am, and if I tell them I'm
staying home, Iris will know.

So I need to think of a plan. A date with Ty out of town? But then
he will be with me.

Shopping! Iris’s town has the best shopping, lots of cute
independent stores. I could go with Haley and Sophie when Iris has
cheer practice, so she won’t want to tag along.

Okay. I'm not sure if I'm proud of my new sneaky nature. But I
kind of am.

At least I'm doing something proactive. This is where I excel.
There’s a problem, I find the solution and do it.

I'm going to figure out what happened between Iris and her
friends.

I have to.
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On Monday morning, I slam through the double doors and power walk
into the girls’ changing room. I want to get a few laps in before my first
class. We have thirty minutes before class.

It’s been a while since I've crammed a fifteen-minute swim into
my morning, but I need the distraction. I need to glide through water
and let the irritation of Iris and the uncertainty of her intentions wash
away.

“Ivy, you okay?” a girl on my team named Lexi asks.

“Yep. Just need to swim.”

I need my scholarship so I can get away from Iris.

She gives me a sympathetic look. “Yeah, me too.”

“Are you okay?” I ask. Wow, I was so wrapped up in myself that I
didn’t think to ask why she’s here thirty minutes before class too.

“Home stuff. Coach is poolside, so we can go straight in. Want me
to wait?”

“No, go ahead. I'll see you in a few.”

Lexi walks off toward the pool, and I strip down.

I'm addicted to swimming. It’s like a drug to me. I'm the fastest on
the team, but I need them much more than they need me. There are
much worse things I could rely on, I suppose.

Once I'm changed and have chucked my things in my locker, I pad
through the changing room and tie my hair up on the way. I'm not
practicing, so I don’t bother with a swim cap. We have hairdryers in

the changing room. The smell of chlorine hits the back of my throat,
and I breathe.

“Morning, Ivy,” Coach says, looking up from her poolside desk. I



swear she lives in here; she uses her desk here much more than the
one in her office.

“Morning.”

Coach is cool. She understands that we’re not always here to better
our time. She’s big on mental health and knows the more mentally
stable we are, the better we perform. In and out of the water. So she’s
here every day, forty-five minutes before she needs to be in case we
need her.

“You have twenty-five minutes before the bell goes.”
“I'm on it,” I tell her, and step up on a diving block.
Lexi is already doing lengths.

I pull on my goggles, raise my arms, and close my eyes. I don’t
need to see to dive. It’s second nature. I know how many strokes it
takes to reach the other side.

My legs bend and then I'm flying. My face hits the water and I sink
down. I don’t even care that it’s momentarily cold because I know in a
few seconds, I'll be warm again.

I kick my legs and swim away from all of my problems.

When I get to the end of the pool, I turn and kick off the wall,
catapulting myself back.

I take three strokes and raise my head, about to take a breath. As I
do, I see Iris standing in the corner of the room, staring with her lip
curled like she’s snarling.

At the same time, I take my breath, but startled at her presence, I
take it too soon.

Water rushes into my mouth and down my throat.

My lungs seem to flatten. I'm too deep to stand so I kick my legs
and my head breaks water. Choking, I pound my chest with my fist as I
gasp for breath.

“Ivy!” Coach shouts.

My torso bends as I choke, and I crane my neck to keep my head
out of the water. My legs burn with the effort it takes to tread water in
this moment. Gasping again, I feel my head float.



Oh God.
I kick my legs harder and harder.

My blood chills as I try to keep my head above water while my
throat closes up around each punching cough.

Both Lexi and Coach reach me a second later.

“Oh gosh, Ivy,” Coach says, grabbing my arms and pulling me up.
Lexi helps by pushing my legs. As soon as they have me, I stop kicking,
allowing them to keep me up while I choke.

They swim me to the edge and roll me out onto my side on the
floor. I push myself onto my hands and knees and retch. My eyes
water and my hands shake on the tile.

I gasp and air hits my lungs. Relief washes over me, and I sink to
the floor.

“Are you okay?” Coach’s eyes are wide with worry when I look to
my side.

I nod. My stomach muscles burn.

“What happened?” Lexi asks.

“I...I don’t know. I was distracted.” Coughing, I rasp, “Did you see
Iris?”

Coach frowns. “In here? No.”

I take another ragged breath. “She was at the side of the pool.”

“I don’t think so.”

Lexi shrugs. “I didn’t see her, but I was in the water.”

“Look at me, Ivy,” Coach says. “How do you feel?”

Like an idiot. “I'm fine. I mostly feel stupid.”

“Don’t feel stupid. Accidents happen. Let’s get you to the changing
room. I want you to see the school nurse before class.”

“Ireally don’t need to do that.”

Coach lifts her dark eyebrow. “That’s non-optional.”

I figured it would be.

Lexi and Coach hold an arm each as I stand.

“Okay, I'll go to the nurse, but I promise I don’t need help to get up



and get changed. I'm all right.”

Neither of them listens to me as they walk me into the changing
room.

I look back just as the door on the other side of the room shuts.
Iris? If she’s just left, she would have seen me choke. Why didn’t she
come over and make sure I was okay? That’s the twin thing to do.
That’s the human thing to do.

My legs, although shaky, carry me safely into the changing room
while Lexi and Coach continue to act like I need to be carried.

“I'm fine,” I tell them again. This time they let go of me, but both
stay close.

Coach stops by my locker and grabs my towel from the bench. “I'll
give you a few minutes to change and I'll call the nurse’s office to let
them know what’s happened. Lexi will stay with you.”

Lexi nods, wrapping her towel around herself.

“Thanks,” I mutter. 'm sure my face is bright red. I can’t believe I
choked in the middle of the pool. I'm also pretty sure I've torn my
stomach muscles.

The door through to the pool thuds shut as Coach leaves.

“What happened out there?” Lexi asks.

“I got distracted, that’s really all.”

“You thought you saw Iris poolside?”

I rub the towel over my legs. “I turned my head and she was there,
but I wasn’t out of the water enough. She surprised me, I guess.”

“Maybe what you saw was that swim poster of the girl on the wall?
That’s near the door.”

Could that have been it?

I didn’t have time to take her in, so I don’t know if she was wearing
clothes. Perhaps it could have been the giant poster of a swimmer. But
why would I have thought that was Iris?

“Yeah, could have been. I feel so stupid. This is humiliating.”

“Please, we've all been distracted before. I trip over almost
everything. Besides, it was only me and Coach, and neither of us is



laughing.”
“Thanks, Lexi. Sorry I ruined your swim.”
“Nah, that’s okay.”

We both get dressed quickly and dry our hair. Coach walks into the
changing room as we finish up.

“How are you feeling?”
“I have a headache and my stomach hurts, but I'm all right.”
“I've called the nurse and she’s expecting us.”

Great. Let’s tell more people about my humiliating fail. The pool is
where I come to leave my distractions behind. Iris is taking that away
from me too.

No, she won’t. I won’t allow it.

I follow Coach and Lexi walks beside me.

“You sure you're okay?” Lexi whispers.

“Yeah, I promise.”

No one but the three of us knows what happened back there, but I
feel everyone’s eyes on me as if they all know. They obviously don’t.

My eyes prickle with unshed tears. This is a one-off. I won’t make
a mistake like that in the pool again. Next time I'm not going to look
up. I never usually look up.

As we walk to the nurse’s office, I spot Ty leaning against his
locker talking to Iris. His arms are folded over his chest, guarded. Iris

is a safe distance from him, but he still looks like he wants to run away.
Ellie and a few guys from the football team are nearby too.

It would be so easy for one of them to spot me, and usually I would
want that. But I don’t want them to ask where I'm going. Then I would
have to explain.

“There’s Ty,” Lexi says.

I look down, letting my hair cover the side of my face. “This is
embarrassing enough; I don’t want them asking questions.”

Lexi rolls her eyes. “I told you there is no reason to be
embarrassed.”



Well, I am. How can I be the strongest member on the team, yet I
couldn’t move my head out of the water to breathe? No one can know
about this. I hope Lexi won’t tell anyone.

My heart thuds in my chest. I'm losing control of my own mind.

Iris is still with her friends, the same ones she left me to meet as
we walked into school. Could she have got away from her friends, into
the pool from the back entrance, and then met up with them all again?

Coach opens the door to the nurse’s room.

“You better get to your first class, Lexi. The bell will ring soon.”
Lexi looks at me. “Er...”

“I'm fine. Thanks for making sure I was okay.”

She nods and heads off toward her first class.

“Come on, Ivy. I know you think this is an overreaction, but we
need to get you checked.”

Groaning, I open the door and Coach follows me in. Okay, she
does not trust me to follow through with this on my own. I hadn’t
planned on running as soon as she left. I want to swim after school, so
I need to get cleared.

“Hi, Ivy,” Nurse Kelly says. “I heard you had an accident in the
pool. You swallowed water.”

“Yeah, but I'm fine now.”

“Come and sit down and let me worry about whether you’re fine.”
I almost roll my eyes, but I hop up on the bed and wait.

“Do you think you swallowed a lot?”

“Yep,” I reply. “I feel fine now. Besides the muscle aches and
headache.”

She smiles. “That will subside. I want to check your lungs are
clear.”

(13 Okay. »

I sit still and breathe normally and deeply as she listens to my
lungs. I'm being Punk’d surely.

“Right,” she says, removing the stethoscope from my back. “Your



lungs sound clear, so I don’t think there is any water in them,
thankfully.”

I glance up but I can’t see her face, as my head is bowed.
“Great.”

“I don’t see why you can’t return to classes.”

She steps back, and I hop down off the table. “Cool. Thanks.”
“Before you go,” she adds as I'm halfway to the door.
Stopping, I twist on the spot. “Yeah?”

“Even though your lungs are clear, if you feel sick, I want you to
come straight back. If you feel unwell tonight, have your dad take you
to the ER.”

“Okay,” I reply.
I leave her office with a late slip and head to math. Iris is going to
ask why I’'m late, since she is in every one of my classes.

If I say that I fell or felt ill and that was her by the pool, she will
know I'm lying. I'm not very good at knowing when she’s telling a lie.
She used to wince when we were kids, but I guess she grew out of that.

I veer right along the corridor and open the door to my math class.
Mr. Grady looks up and takes the slip from my hand. He nods, so I
take my seat next to Iris and wait.

“Where were you?” she asks.
“Nurse’s office, but I'm fine.”

She tilts her head to the side. Her eyes stare into mine and with a
soft and steady voice, she asks, “What happened?”

I think you know what happened.

“I was swimming, took in some water, and choked. It’s no big
deal.”

“Ivy! T guess that will teach you to exercise so early in the
morning.”

I look away at the clear board at the front of the class as if it’s the
most interesting thing.

I'm not sure how to take that. God, my sister is an excellent liar.



Where did she learn that? Mom was always too laid back to lie.
She never really minded if we were out late, if we didn’t complete
homework, or if we ate chocolate for breakfast. We never had to lie to
her, and Dad always demands honesty.

What happened to Iris?

Between scribbling answers to sums on my page, I glance to the
side. Iris has her head down but she’s mouthing something. Her lips
move silently, too fast to be talking so it must be a song.

My eye twitches.
Nope, not going there. Ignore her.

I still don’t know if it was Iris by the pool. I've been in class for ten
minutes and she hasn’t stopped taking glances at me when she thinks
I'm concentrating on math. I can’t concentrate on anything but her
watching me.

What is she thinking?

I'm not going to react to her again. If that’s what she’s trying to
make me do.

Even though there is a lot going on between us right now, I would
never imagine she would want to hurt me—in any way.

My sister isn’t stupid; she must understand that trying to wedge
herself into every aspect of my life isn’t right. It’s not normal to leave
your whole life behind, ignore your friends, and befriend the people
your sister hangs around with. People you have nothing in common
with.

What she’s doing is a conscious choice. She wants me in the
background.

Ever since we were kids, she’s loved being the center of attention,
always the outgoing one who would put on performances for our
family and dress up constantly. It’s different now—she’s not cute and
five anymore.

I don’t want to think badly of her, but I have no idea how far she
will take this or what she’s capable of.

Iris smiles as I turn my head toward her, catching her watching.



Her eyes are big; they look as genuine as her smile. “You sure you're
okay?” she whispers.

I nod.
I have to get Kat to talk.

The shrill ringing of the bell signals the end of class. Everyone
moves quickly to grab their books and get out. I always hang back to
avoid the rush. I'm not running for anything.

“How are you feeling now?” Iris asks.

That’s one too many times. She’s asked if I'm okay three times in
the space of thirty minutes. It was her by the pool.

“I'm fine,” I reply, picking up my book and holding it against my
chest.
Iris follows me as we walk to English. “What happened?”

“I thought I saw something, a figure where there wasn’t one
before. I didn’t have my head fully turned before I took a breath
because I wasn’t concentrating on swimming.”

“I didn’t think you had to concentrate in the pool? Isn’t it second
nature now? You could do it in your sleep.”

I could do it in my sleep. But I can’t do it with my sister creeping
around watching.

I shrug. “Accidents can happen to anyone.”
“Yeah.”
Why is the English classroom so far away from math?

“Is it a good idea to stay at school? You choked so hard you had to
see the nurse.”

“Iris, I'm fine!”

“Wow, grouchy. Maybe you’ve got water on your lungs.”
Maybe I’ve got an evil twin.

“I don’t. The nurse made sure. Can we drop it?”

“I’'m worried about you, Ivy. You don’t seem yourself.”
A few people around us stop and watch our exchange.
How would you know what “myself” is?



I scrunch my nose and lower my voice. “What? Why do you think
that?”

Her mouth pops open. I've surprised her. She wasn’t expecting me
to question that. Iris wants me to agree; she wants me to doubt
myself...because she doesn’t want me to swim after school. Why? We
agreed that she can come and watch, so it’s not like she’ll be twiddling
her thumbs, waiting for me to finish.

“Iris? What am I doing that makes you assume I have water in my
lungs?”
Did you get a medical degree you forgot to mention?

She shakes her head and the mask drops securely back on her face.
“Silly, Ivy. You're hostile when I ask if you’re okay. You spent the
entire math lesson staring at your page and you only completed, like,
five minutes’ worth of work. Loss of concentration is a symptom of
concussion, you know? I should take you back to the nurse.”

“No, you shouldn’t.” T stop walking, which forces her to as well.
People walk either side of us, ducking into their classrooms. We're
going to be late, but I can’t bring myself to care. “I'm not stupid, Iris.
My health is important, and I know that if I don’t look after myself, I
can’t swim. My head is not an issue, so please don’t try to make it one.”

Iris’s light, professionally plucked eyebrow arches. A silent
challenge passes through us. Is she realizing that I will fight back if she
tries to take me down?

If she wants to be genuine, to share our lives and be proper sisters,
I could work on that for the future. If she just wants to take what I
have and keep it for herself, it’s on.

“I'm not making it an issue.” She takes a deep breath, her eyes
welling with tears. “I've lost my mom, and I'm scared of something
happening to someone else I love. If I'm worried, it’s because I care.
Don’t take it the wrong way.”

Oh, she is good. The girl can cry on cue.

One point for big sis.

Actually, she might be a little too good. I'm not sure what I can say
to that, so she knows I'm not playing here. If I carry on the offense, she



is going to play the victim.

“Glad we got that cleared up. No need for you to worry about me. I
can handle myself,” I tell her.

The hidden meaning here: I can handle you.

With a deep sigh, she steps forward. “Air cleared. Let’s get to
English before Mr. Tenner gets any more grays. We've already been
late twice in the last two weeks.”

Iris turns and walks away from me, her heels clicking on the floor.

I watch a stranger with a hidden agenda walk. She’s so confident.
The art of a good lie is confidence. If people think you're sure of what
you're saying, they will believe you. Iris says everything with such
conviction, I think she believes her lies.

The girl is good.
I'm going to be better.

After school, Iris and I go home together because I can’t deal with
another argument about me swimming this afternoon. That’s never a
good day, but what can I do? The little devil lives with me.

I pull into our drive and we head into the house. Dad is home; his
car is in the drive. Why is he back so early? He’s been better about
spending more time at home, but not usually until around six.

“How was school, girls?” he asks as we walk into the kitchen.
I dump my bag on the counter. “Fine.”

“You have to tell him, Ivy.”

Freezing, I narrow my eyes.

“Tell me what? Ivy?” Dad’s voice is drowning in concern.

Very slowly, I turn around and face him. “I was swimming and
choked on water. I'm fine.”

He looks over to Iris, then back to me. He’s questioning. I can
practically see the gears in his head turning as he tries to figure out
why that’s news.



“Is there more to that?” he asks.

“Not really. Coach sent me to the nurse to get checked out. Lungs
are clear.”

He stands. “You don’t have to go to the nurse every time you choke
on water. Why did your coach feel you needed medical help?”

“I choked a lot.” T had felt light-headed, like I was fading. “Finally
got my breath back, but Coach wanted to be safe. Honestly, Dad, it’s
nothing.”

I don’t know why I'm playing this down so much. Coach will
probably contact Dad, and I have a form in my bag from the nurse that
I’'m supposed to pass on.

There is no need for anyone to be dramatic about this. Everyone
already thinks I'm attention seeking.

“Where’s the form? You did get an incident form, right?”
Groaning, I reach behind my back and grab my bag.

Dad holds out his hand while I find the letter and hand it over. I
glance at Iris over his shoulder and glare.

She shrugs, popping a grape in her mouth.

Dad reads the letter about a thousand times. I might be
exaggerating, but his eyes flick back to the top of the page a lot.

“You're definitely okay? Maybe we should go to the ER to be on
the safe side.”

“I've been checked by a nurse. I'm fine.”
“She listened to your lungs? Secondary drowning is—"

“Not something that’s going to happen to me,” I say, cutting him
off.

“All right.” He holds his hand up. “But I'm going to call the school
and see if I can speak to the nurse.”

The very second Dad is out of the door, I turn to Iris. “Why did you
do that?”

“You had to be pulled out of the pool because you were choking so
much. Lexi said you looked deathly pale when you were choking. I
think that’s something our dad needs to know.”



“Right, because you’re so concerned about my well-being.”
“What makes you think I'm not?”
“Literally everything you've done since you got here,” I reply.

She folds her hands, popping her hip. “Ivy, you’re taking
everything the wrong way. You're so emotional at the minute that
you’re not seeing clearly. Everything I've done, you would have done
the same if our roles were reversed. It’s not my fault that your grief is
clouding your judgment. I mean, you weren’t even going to tell Dad
that you could have died today.”

“I could die any day, Iris. Tomorrow is never a guarantee.”
“Okay, there is no need to be like that. I'm trying, here.”

“Yeah, but what are you trying, Iris? Since you moved in, all you've
done is make things harder for me. I'm unsure why you seem to hate
me so much.”

“Dramatic much? I don’t hate you. I get frustrated with you.”

“Look, all I want is for you to do your own thing and for me to do
mine.”

At this point, I would find it super hard to be any friendlier than
we are. We probably won’t be close ever, but especially not while we’re
living under the same roof. Maybe when she’s older and not so
spiteful, things can be different.

But, yeah, right now she shouldn’t hold her breath for a
reconciliation. Especially when she’s trying to steal my breath.



3/

It’s been a long week. The kind where you’re sure it must be Friday by
Tuesday. I slide into the booth next to Sophie with my Oreo crazy
shake that looks straight out of an Instagram feed. It’s loaded with
sugar, but it’s Saturday. Sugar on a Saturday doesn’t count.

“Do you have any idea how many calories are in that?” Iris asks,
twirling her red and white striped straw in her fingers. She has a
strawberry shake, no fun extras.

“Nope,” I reply. “We always get a freak shake when we’re here on
the weekend.”

Iris lifts her eyebrow. “I only see one.”
I glance across at Haley’s chocolate shake and Sophie’s vanilla.

Why aren’t they having a freak shake? They always have one.
“Okay. We usually do.”

Haley shrugs. “I need to watch what I'm eating and drinking. We
have a competition coming up, Ivy.”

Frowning, I reply, “We’re still allowed to have a treat. If I go sugar
free, I get stabby. It’s not worth it.”

Haley and Sophie look at each other, their heads tilting like they’re
having a secret conversation. Unfortunately for them, I understand
what they say when they say nothing. There’s something going on.
They think I'm wrong for drinking a ton of sugar when two months
ago they were joining me. We’ve never gone on any kind of excessive
diet even when a competition was imminent.

“You guys okay?” I prompt. When one of us has an issue, we talk it
through. Right now, they seem to be ignoring whatever is going on.
They were fine this morning.



“Yes, why do you say that?” Sophie asks.
“Well, both of you seem...distant. Have I done something?” I mean
specifically done something to them.

Iris purses her lips around the straw and looks up at
Sophie. Whatever is going on, Iris knows about it. What is it? Things
have been absolutely fine this week. Better than fine actually. I've been
sleeping better, and Iris and I have been getting along. Now there’s a
weird tension that’s fraying my nerves.

What have I done?

Haley sighs. “Ivy, we're just stressed about swimming. Not all of us
are naturals.”

This again? Why do we keep coming back here? I look at my
sister. She keeps opening the wound.

Haley’s words scrape against my skin like sandpaper. It’s not like I
just rock up on competition days and win. I train hard. A duck floats
gracefully on the water but no one sees its legs working a million miles
an hour underwater. I am the duck. Everyone only sees the success,
not the sacrifice and effort.

“You’re both amazing swimmers,” I tell them. “I hate it when you
doubt yourselves. Whether you have a freak shake or not, you're still
going to be some of our best swimmers.”

“Ivy, don’t patronize them,” Iris snaps, shaking her head.

Her tone makes my stomach roll. She sounds like she’s irritated
with me, the way she was before we bonded over swimming.

No, we can’t go back to that.

“Iris, I'm not patronizing anyone!”
Haley shakes her head and looks away.
Oh, come on!

“Haley,” I plead. “I mean what I said.”

Sophie rolls her head in my direction. “We know you do, Ivy, and
we love you for that.”

“But,” I say, prompting her to finish what she clearly wants to say.
There’s more to that than what she’s voiced.



Sighing sharply, she says, “Okay, please don’t take offense, but
when you say things like that, it kind of makes us feel worse. You're
the best swimmer and we can’t get near your times.”

There is nothing I can do here. I'm backed into a corner. I've been
where they are, but because I'm not there now, I'm an outsider. What
more can I do, anyway? I've given up some Saturday mornings to help
them practice and haven’t even stepped into the pool myself.

I've been an outsider in many things before, but not my friendship
group with Sophie and Haley.

I guess things change. A lot of things recently.
Too much.

We've gone backward now too. I got six days of a normal sister
relationship. Is that all Iris is allowing us?

God. She didn’t mean any of it, did she? Not that I'm surprised.

“Don’t worry, girls,” Iris says. “Now that I'm on the team, you’ll fly
past one Mason sister.”

My heart misses a full beat.
She’s on the team.

“What?” I heard that right, I'm sure. Iris said she’s on the team.
My jaw drops.

Haley stares at me. “You didn’t know?”
Does this look like the face of someone who knows?!
“You’re on the swim team?” I ask Iris, ignoring my friends.

“I spoke to Coach. She watched me in the pool after Sophie and
Haley gave me some pointers.”

I bet they were pointers I gave them.

I breathe long and slow through my nose. “You're on the team?”
She nods. “As of yesterday.”

“You didn’t tell me then because...?”

“I barely saw you. Besides, I thought it might be fun for us all to
celebrate tonight with milkshakes.”

Sophie drops her straw from her mouth. “This is a great thing, Ivy.



Iris is a pretty good swimmer. It’s obviously in your genes.”

“Ah, but I'm not even as fast as you two, let alone my shark of a
sister.”

I wouldn’t say I'm the shark.

My brain is having all kinds of trouble processing this. Iris has
never once mentioned that she wants to swim competitively. Haley
and Sophie never mentioned helping her so she could try out. When
was this decided? When did Sophie and Haley get involved? And why
didn’t my two best friends tell me?

They all kept this a secret until now. Iris wanted to watch my
reaction and she wanted my friends here when I found out they
helped.

My skin prickles, and I want nothing more than to leave. I'm
sitting here in the middle of one of Iris’s games, playing right into it in
fact, and I can’t leave because I'll be the unreasonable one. Besides, I
think she wants me to leave, to make a scene so my friends will tell me
once again that I've changed and they’re worried.

Not happening.

She can take my spot on the team from me, and I still won’t react.

“Hey, Sophie, is it still okay to go to your house tonight?” Iris asks.
“The boys are coming too, right?”

Not reacting.
But who are the boys? Sophie’s boyfriend and Todd, maybe?

Sophie winces. “Yeah. Though I am a bit nervous to watch the
Scream movies.”

Iris laughs. “I think we must be the only ones who have never seen
them!”

Seriously? “I hardly think you two are the only ones who have
never seen them.”

I'm willing to put a lot of money on the fact that the Scream trilogy
has been watched millions of times, but there are billions of people in
the world.

Iris rolls her eyes. “Don’t be ridiculous, Ivy. There’s no need to be



jealous. She’s still your friend too.”

I clench my jaw, my cheeks filling with heat. “I'm not jealous.
You've never been interested in scary movies and neither has Sophie.”

Why on earth would they want to get together and spend, like, six
hours watching movies they don’t enjoy?

“It’s something different,” Iris replies.
Sophie nods. “It’s good to try new things.”
Like having your hair down?

Didn’t last long, though.

“When Haley and I ask you to watch scary movies with us, you
always turn us down.”

Iris doesn’t give Sophie a second to speak for herself. “Maybe she
wants to watch it with someone who won’t be cheering for the killer.
You two enjoy it.”

“So you want to watch them with someone who will equally hate
them?” I ask Sophie, not expecting her to reply now she has someone
to speak for her.

“Why are you having such a difficult time with this?” Sophie asks.

I hold my hands up in surrender. “I'm just having a difficult time
with your choice of movies, that’s all.”

Haley shrugs. “I think it’s good. Maybe you’ll actually end up liking
them and we can all watch horror together in the future.”

She can’t be serious. Haley has teased Sophie for years about her

being scared of Scooby freakin’ Doo. How is she not finding this super
odd?

“Sure,” I say, fighting so hard to force a smile that my jaw aches.
My phone dings with a message. I glance down and read.

OK, I'll meet you.

Biting my lip to stop the grin, I turn the phone over so no one will
see.



When I look up, I see Iris staring at me over her milkshake. I
match her gaze.

Whatever you're doing, I'm about to find out.



33

Iris and my best friend are watching a Scream marathon at Sophie’s
house. I wasn’t invited, which is so unlike Sophie.

Whatever.
Kat has finally relented and agreed to meet me.

I have to get out of the house at eight, which is not such a
challenge, but I need to sneak back after talking to Kat, so there’s the
challenge.

When I'm trying to be quiet, I literally make the most amount of
noise possible for a human, tripping over and knocking things down.
So I don’t really know how that one is going to go, and I'm fully
prepared to be grounded again when Dad catches me, but it will be
worth it.

If he does find me sneaking in or if Iris realizes I'm gone and tells
him—which is more likely—I'll make something up.

Dad probably won’t believe me unless I tell him I met up with Ty,
but I don’t want to drag Ty into this.

I'm lucky that Dad is working late at the office and not home; he’s
already told us to not wait up.

I hate lying to Dad, but I don’t have a choice.

Tucking my long hair behind my ears, I straighten Ty’s dark gray
hoodie and slide my phone and keys into the pocket of my black
skinny jeans. I'm in dark colors, and I'm not entirely sure why, but it
seemed fitting.

Looking in the mirror, I take a long breath to calm the nerves
buzzing through my veins. I don’t know what I'm expecting, but I have
too many questions to ignore. As an outcast of Iris’s group before Mom



died, Kat might be the only person who can answer them.
Showtime.
I leave the house, lock the front door, and get in my car.

Taking a jagged breath, I close my eyes. Things have escalated
beyond measure. I'm sneaking away to meet one of Iris’s old friends.
Because nothing I do is working. Kat might be able to help. If
anything, she might be able to back me up.

I pull off the driveway, pushing the edge of the speed limit.

Ed Sheeran blasts from my stereo. The music does not fit my
mood, which is why I like it. You can’t be angry when you’re listening
to Ed, and I need to slightly tamp the anger burning in my stomach.

The roads are relatively quiet, so I arrive a little earlier than I
thought. Which does nothing but leave me with an extra fifteen
minutes to obsess.

Kat wouldn’t have agreed to meet me if she didn’t know something
about Iris. She must have dirt on my sister. My thoughts range from
Iris must be suffering from some sort of breakdown as a result of
ignoring her grief all the way to she’s a psychopath in training.

I pull the car into the parking lot at the park where I'm meeting
Kat. Clouds darken the sky as the sun sets. The night air is chilly, and I
shove my hands into the pocket of Ty’s hoodie. There are a couple of
benches and a small playground. The place is deserted. I stick by a line
of trees that surround the park to stay out of view.

I check my phone. It’s 10:30. Come on, Kat.

The cooler summer night’s breeze blows my hair in my face. I
sweep it aside as a squeak fills the silent air behind me. I spin around.

“Ivy?” Kat asks, holding on to the metal chain of a swing. She’s
dressed head to toe in black like she’s on a secret mission. A bit like
me.

“Yeah, hi. Thanks for meeting me.”

I walk toward her and she holds her hand up, blue eyes rounding
in...fear?

Planting my feet, I frown. “What?”



“You look so much like her,” she whispers.

Well, yeah.

“You’re identical?”

“We are.”

“She didn’t mention that. Some twins don’t look alike at all.”
“Fraternal might not look similar. We were one egg.”

But we’re not the same.

“Well.” She straightens her back. “You can just stay over there
while we talk.”

Kat is afraid of Iris.
“What did she do?” I ask.

Clenching her jaw, Kat looks away and her long hair falls in her
face.

“You're scared of her. Why?”

“She’s not as innocent as she makes out, but, God, she is a master
of manipulation. You know, half the school and everyone in town still
believes her lies. Sweet Iris has now turned into poor, sweet Iris.”

Kat is me. The only one who believes there is much more to Iris
than she allows people to see.

“I believe you. Please tell me what she did to you.”
“Has she cried for your mom yet?”

Her question catches me off guard. I hadn’t expected to talk about
Mom.

“Um.” I shake my head. “Not since the funeral. Where are you
going with this? You think she’s not sad that our mom is gone?”

Kat shrugs, her haunted eyes meeting mine. “One day I was
running to class. I was the only one in the hallway. I was in a rush.”
She pauses, staring off in the distance.

Where is this going?

“Tell me. Please,” I plead. “Kat?”

She inhales long and slow. “She pushed me down the stairs.”
“What?” I gasp. “Did my mom know?” There would be a police



report. Iris is a minor, so our parents would have been informed.
“Slow down. There was no evidence.”
“What do you mean?”

“There was no one in the hallway. Everyone thinks I fell, but I was
pushed. I felt it.”

“Wait, so you didn’t see her?”

Kat shakes her head. “No, but who else would it have been? I
didn’t have a problem with anyone else. There was a sharp shove to my
back and then I was falling. Teachers heard my scream on both floors.
The ones who came from above said there was no one in the corridor,
but I could smell her perfume lingering in the hallway.”

“Could she have got away that fast?”

“There are empty classrooms up there. She could have easily
hidden in one until people came out of their classrooms and then
joined them.”

“Oh my God,” I whisper as my heart races.

This is crazy. Iris is jealous and possessive, but would she really
push someone down the stairs? Would she physically hurt someone to
be the center of attention?

Kat could have wound up dead. Like my mom.
Oh...No.

Blood drains from my face. I fling my hand out and grip hold of a
monkey bar support pole. Black spots dance in front of my eyes.

No. No. No.

“IVy?”

I suck air into my mouth as my hand tightens around the metal
bar.

Mom slipped.
My blurry vision sharpens, and Kat comes back into focus.
“Mom,” I whisper.

Kat’s eyes are wide like she’s seen a ghost. “I only agreed to meet
you to warn you. I couldn’t keep this to myself...that Iris could have



done something to your mom. Her death was ruled an accident...but
are they sure?”

They seemed positive of the outcome. But what if they’re wrong?
Their investigation lasted all of three seconds when they saw the slip
marks in the wet mud. Marks that matched Mom’s sneakers.

But Iris has the same pair, just with a pink tick on the side instead
of white.

What if Iris pushed Mom and used her own trainers to make the
marks in the ground?

No, that is crazy. It’s too much. I take the deep breath my lungs are
screaming for.

“But why would she do such a thing?” I ask, trying to make sense
of it all. “Was there something Iris was jealous of?”

I can see from the frown on her face and panic in her eyes that
she’s trying to talk herself out of what she knows. If she can convince
herself that Iris wouldn’t do that, then it’s not real. Only it is real, and
she can’t lie to herself.

Kat shrugs. “We weren’t exactly talking much in the end, but I
know your mom had started dating some guy. I heard Iris complaining
about it to her friends, but I don’t think it was serious. We had been
pretty close friends and Iris never mentioned anything about a guy. Do
you think that could have pushed her over the edge?”

I thought back to the way she reacted to Dad having a girlfriend. “I
mean, maybe?” I'm breathing hard. “But maybe she didn’t mean to. I
mean, maybe she just wanted to scare her?”

Kat looks up to the sky. “I knew meeting you was a bad idea.” She
lowers her head. “You need to be so careful with this. Believe me, you
can’t get ahead of her. She sick but she’s also far more conniving than
you could ever imagine.”

“What am I supposed to do? I share a house and a dad with her.
How can I forget what you've told me? What she might have done to
my mom?”

“You can’t prove it, and if you try, she’ll bury you. Iris has left
town, but I still have no friends. Everyone in school still believes I'm



the creepy one.”

“All right. Okay,” I say. There is no point in arguing. Kat is free of
her in the sense that Iris isn’t going to be around her again. But I don’t
have that luxury. All that separates us is a bedroom wall.

Kat backs away, and I know our conversation is over. “Be careful,”
she whispers as she retreats. I watch her until she’s lost to the
darkness of the night.

I stand perfectly still, as if moving will somehow make this real.
It’s already very real. Iris couldn’t have killed our mom, though.

Could she?
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Kat left about five minutes ago, but I'm still rooted to the spot beside
the monkey bars. The swing sways eerily in the breeze.

I need to go to Mom’s house. It’s not far from the park; I can make
it back in time if I hurry. I think Iris’s old school is close by as well.

Why didn’t Mom tell me she was dating? Not that she would have
unless she thought it was going somewhere. But now I have to go
through her things to find evidence of this guy and evidence of Iris
hating them both.

If that even exists.

I clench my hands in the pocket of Ty’s hoodie and turn around.
Slowly, I make my way back to my car in the lot beside the park.

The city is still like a maze to me, but I recognize enough after the
years to find Mom’s building easily. I park outside and go in. I know
the door codes and I have a key, so getting in isn’t a problem.

Taking the elevator to the third floor, I stop outside apartment
313. Every other time I've put the key in this lock, Mom has been on
the other side of the door.

Taking a breath, I raise my trembling hand and stick the key in the
lock.

The apartment is cold, like it knows the owner is no longer here.

The furniture is all pale green and gray, with rose-gold accents and
a few pieces of modern art on the walls. Closing the door softly behind
me, I step farther into the room. The apartment has three bedrooms
but it’s not particularly big.

We need to pack everything up. Iris has been putting it off, and
I've allowed her to because I didn’t want to push, but I need to push



now. It’s not right that Mom’s things are just sitting here collecting
dust.

I walk into Mom’s room with guilt burning in my stomach.
Looking through her stuff doesn’t feel good. It’s not like I'm organizing
things to keep or donate. I'm searching for evidence of this boyfriend.

So I need to search Iris’s room, too, but I don’t feel any guilt for
that.

In fact, I'm excited to do it. I want to root around her room and see
if there is anything I can use to get her to leave me alone. I want to dig
up the dirt I'm positive she has hidden away somewhere. She thinks
she’s the smartest person alive. I'm going to prove that she’s not.

When a person gets overconfident in whatever they’re doing, they
make mistakes. Iris might have her mistake tucked away in her room
where she thinks no one will look. We inherited the apartment so it’s
not like it has to be cleared.

If I was going to hide something, it would be here.

But before I get to the good bit, I want to get the bad bit out of the
way.

Mom’s king-size bed is made. Shimmering silver scatter cushions
complement the dusty purple cover and pillows. Every morning, Mom
made her bed before leaving her bedroom and going for a run.

I spent many mornings sitting in bed with her and watching TV.
She adjusted her routine when I was there, pushed everything back a
little to spend time with me. Iris never joined us. She became too cool
to hang out with parents long before I did.

In fact, it was only a few months ago that I sat in this very room,
tucked up with Mom, watching Judge Judy tear into people.

I take a ragged breath and press my palm to the ache in my chest. I
want her back.

She’s everywhere in here still. The faint scent of spring flowers
from her air fresheners lingers, but it’s not as strong as usual. I miss
almost being squirted if I walked past it at the wrong time. The
canister must be running out. I want to replace it but that seems
pointless. There’s no one home to appreciate the scent.



Get it together. You don’t have a lot of time.

Pushing down the raw heartache, I turn and face Mom’s closet.
That’s the obvious place to hide things. I can’t imagine her being super
sneaky and having anything under floorboards.

I grab both handles and open the double doors. Her light blinks on
automatically.

Mom’s clothes are organized by season and color. I used to tease
her about that. My winter wardrobe just means I throw a hoodie and
coat over my T-shirt.

I run my fingers across the clothes, feeling soft cotton, wool, and
satin as I go. She took good care of her appearance. I like a little
makeup and have a good skincare routine that she taught me, but I
wish I could be more like her. Every time I try, I get bored after a
week, as it takes too long.

I kneel down and look under the clothes. Mom has transparent
boxes filled with sandals, sneakers, and heels, and a few cardboard
boxes. I pick up the first one. A shoe box that probably doesn’t hold
shoes since she has those organized so neatly in a place she can see
them without opening anything.

Biting my lip, I lift the lid. Old photos of her and Dad from when
they were together. I flick through the large pile, smiling and crying at
the same time. They stopped loving each other but it’s so good to see
that she kept the memories.

I pop them back in the box and leave it outside the door. I want to
keep them, and I know she would be okay with that. Dad might like to
see them, too, or at least know that she has them.

I open the second box and I'm instantly hit by the smell of old
paper. There are letters and photographs. They're things from Mom’s
teen years. I pick up a photo of her and smile. She looks a lot like me
and Iris, though her hair was lighter.

I put it back and close the lid. This is private. I wasn’t a part of that
life. I don’t know anyone from that time. She didn’t meet my dad until
college.

The last box is larger.



I pull it toward me and open it. Sweaters. And underneath one of
them...a book.

Frowning, I pull it out. It’s a book about mental health issues in
children, covering topics like personality disorders and psychosis. I
freeze, my fingers tightly clutching the book. Why did she feel the need
to hide it? Why did she buy it?

She suspected something about Iris. Mom was a researcher. She
never did anything without extensive reading. I remember her
spending hours reading reviews on TVs before we went and bought her
new one.

What did she think Iris has?

If Mom was researching this and Iris found out...

Could that be why Iris pushed her?

I flick open the page. The top edge is slightly curled, and the spine
is bent. Mom had read this. If Iris knew that, she might have panicked
and gone running with her that day.

Oh God. I have to go back to the little bridge where she fell. When
I was there last, I wasn’t looking at it as a murder scene.

Bile hits the back of my throat. Dropping the book, I slap my hand
over my mouth and close my eyes.

One...two...three...
I count slowly in my head as I breathe deeply through my nose.

Mom had to have fallen. There is no way she could have been
killed by her own daughter.

You wish.

All the signs point toward Iris doing something evil, but I don’t
want to believe it. Mom would have been heartbroken if she knew
someone she loved hated her that much.

This can’t be right.

But it is. I feel it in my gut.

My eyes snap open as a tear rolls down my cheek. Chucking the
book back in the box, I put the lid on and swipe the tear away. No
more crying until this is over.



There is way more to Mom’s death than a freak accident, and I'm
not going to sit around mourning her until I find out the truth. She
deserves that much.

I push everything back and go into Iris’s room.

Not that I expect to find anything since she’s a master at
deception. Rule one in the psycho’s handbook has to be “hide the
evidence.”

I take a quick sweep, making sure to do it thoroughly. Just as I
suspected, I find nothing in her drawers, closet, table, under her bed,
under the mattress, hiding in her pillows, or behind any pictures. The
floorboards are all fixed down, and the vents are sealed shut.

Jumping off Iris’s bed, I grab my bag and head for the door.

It’s dark but the flashlight on my phone is pretty decent. There
won’t be anything left by now anyway, the slip prints in the mud will
be long gone. We've had rain and storms recently.

Yet I'm still going. I need to. I have to be where Mom died; maybe
I'll know then. Or maybe I'll be just as confused, but doing nothing
isn’t an option.

I take the flights of stairs like I'm in some crazy race because it’s
faster than waiting for the elevator. When I hit the bottom, I sprint
outside and get in my car. Light drizzle hits my face as I run.

I know the way. Dad drove before, but that journey is burned into
my memory. It doesn’t take me long to arrive. The roads are much
clearer at this hour.

My heart is racing in the worst possible way. I was desperate to get
here, but now I just want to run away.

Iris is sneaky, manipulative, and an attention seeker. I'm not ready
to think of her being a murderer. There is no way. She wouldn’t do
that. There’s a reason she chose to live with Mom. She loves her and
couldn’t stay away from her.

But the very fact that I'm here means I'm willing to consider the
possibility. Doesn’t it?

No, I'm here to clear Iris’s name. Even if it’s only to myself. Kat
hates my sister—rightly so—but to accuse her of murder is overkill. No



pun intended.

Mom fell. It was an accident. The police know more than a bitter
sixteen-year-old girl. Kat is only speculating.

She has to be wrong.

There is light from the industrial buildings at the farm near the
bridge, but I still hold my phone up, letting it light my way. I step
slowly toward the bridge. The outskirts of the city are so quiet. I can
see why Mom drove fifteen minutes out of her way to run here. It’s
much better than a concrete track near her house.

It’s unusually cold for May tonight, thanks to the rain. Dark gray
clouds gather with the imminent threat of a downpour. I wrap my free
arm around my stomach, holding Ty’s hoodie closer to my body.

The road, which is mostly compacted mud, veers off to the right
toward the farm. I don’t know Mom’s usual route, but I do know that
she ran across that little bridge. I walk closer, my chest tightening with
every step.

I can picture her, blond hair tied up, black leggings and a neon
top. Mom was a colorful person, always full of life and searching for
the next adventure. She ran to keep in shape, though I suspect it was
her way of forgetting everything that played on her mind too. Much
like swimming is for me.

She was probably happy here, running her route in the
countryside, getting away from the business of the city. Mom felt safe
here, but she wasn’t. Even if it was an accident.

I stop at the spot where she slipped, my hoodie now damp. The
skid marks in the mud have long been washed away, but I would never
forget the place. I crane my neck and look over the side. The rocks at
the bottom are a long way down. It’s deceptively high up here.

Last time I was here, I didn’t get too close to the edge. I wanted to
see where she died, but not the very spot she hit the ground. It’s
slightly higher than I thought. Probably just under a standard flight of
stairs high.

Why would this be her usual route? She was deathly afraid of
heights, wouldn’t even use a stepladder. Even if she didn’t look down,



she wouldn’t come here if there was an alternative.

There is just no way. I spin, taking in the surrounding area. There
is a large field beside the bridge, and along the far side is a track. A
public walkway. That’s where she would have been. I get why she
would want to run in the countryside, but she wouldn’t be in this part
of it by choice.

Why was she here?

Something made her take this route that day. Or someone.

Iris?

God, am I really allowing myself to believe Iris is a killer? She’s
capable of making my life hell but to push your own mother off a
bridge? No.

An ice-cold shudder ripples down my spine but it’s not because of
the chill in the air.

I don’t have a single clue what I’'m supposed to do now. It’s not the
kind of allegation you can just walk into a police station and state.
What evidence do I have? A feeling from two people that something is
up with Iris. My mom didn’t like heights, but do I know that she
definitely wouldn’t run over that bridge? Enough to be positive that
her death wasn’t accidental?

No, I don'’t.

People conquer their fears. Perhaps Mom wasn’t afraid of that
bridge because you have to be right up to the edge to see how high it is.

Perhaps I'm trying to talk myself out of what I feel really happened
that day.

I don’t want my mom to have been murdered. And I don’t want my
sister to be responsible.

Taking a shaky breath, I press my fist into the swirling nausea in
my stomach.

Accusing Iris of murder could ruin my life. How would it be
proven? How will I not look like a jealous, vindictive sister?

Ty hasn’t said anything about being uncomfortable around Iris yet,
though he clearly is. There’s a possibility that talking to him about this



now is premature, but what choice do I have? There is no one else, and
Kat has made it crystal clear that she doesn’t want anything else to do
with Iris.

I could try one last time. Send her a message and see if she would
consider helping me. Before I bring Ty into this because I really don’t
want to involve him.

I pull my phone out of my pocket with trembling hands. Kat is
probably going to tell me to get lost, and I can’t blame her if she does.

| know you said you don’t want to hear from me again, but |
need your help. Please don't say no right away. Think about it?
We can make people believe us if we work together.

As if 'm conspiring to bring my twin sister down with her ex-
bestie.

I stuff my phone away and the enormity of the revelation makes
my legs give way. Dropping to the ground, I put my head in my hands
and sob.

Please let me be wrong about this.
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I get into my car and sit in the driver’s seat without a clue as to how I
got here. My mind is buzzing, heart racing, and my hand shakes as I
close the door.

Gripping the steering wheel, I stare ahead. A light rain spatters the
windshield. It hasn’t rained harder—at least, not yet. Maybe we’ll get
away without a storm tonight.

It’s getting late, and if I'm not home, Dad will go mad. But like at
the park, I can’t move.

Nothing quite makes sense. Then, at the same time, everything
does.

Iris is responsible for Mom’s death. No, Iris murdered our mom.
She did it because she was angry that Mom had someone else and
suspected there was something mentally wrong with Iris. As much as I
love my mother, she was crap at hiding things. Iris helps herself to
things in my closet, so she could have easily found that book in Mom’s.

What was Iris scared of? Admitting there was a problem? Getting
help? How her mental illness would look?

I don’t have the answer to that. All I have now is a massive, heavy
responsibility to handle this properly.

My credibility is at an all-time low. Not even Dad or my friends
believe me over her. Everyone, even Ty, has asked if I'm okay because
I'm not myself. Only Ty believes that Iris is the one with the problem.

Mom believed it too, and it got her killed.

Would my twin do something to me if I confronted her? If I told
Dad?

He would speak to her and she would know it came from me.



Groaning, I slam my head back against the headrest and turn the key
in the ignition.
I have to be very careful. Iris is dangerous.

She’s alone with Sophie at her house right now. The thought
makes me feel ill. Maybe my friends will believe me. Or maybe T’ll
make things ten times worse and put myself in the line of fire.

Shaking off my many thoughts, I put the car in drive and pull
away.

Driving takes more effort than usual. I have to think hard about
every turn of the steering wheel and press of the accelerator, and I
reread every sign I pass to make sure I saw it right. I'm hyperaware of
pedestrians, though there are very few at this hour, even in the built-
up areas that I pass through.

But soon the landscape changes from tall buildings to farms, and I
know I'm closer to home. Fields stretch out beside me for miles. The
odd farmhouse with glowing light spilling from the windows is the
only sign that I'm not alone on the planet.

When I get back an hour and ten minutes later, the driveway is
empty. Iris isn’t back. I let myself in, not caring to be relieved that I
haven’t been caught. That pales in significance now.

I drop my keys onto the side table, slip off my shoes, and head
straight for the stairs. The bitch is going down. Iris might have killed
my mom, and I need to know.

Her door is closed, but she’s out, so I turn the handle and shove.

With my pulse throbbing in my ears, I stomp to her desk and rip
open the drawer. Grabbing the flip phone, I take it back to my room.
In my desk is a brand-new charger for it.

I sit on my bed, plug it into the wall and the cell, then wait.

After the longest twenty seconds of my life, the phone illuminates.
I sit up straighter.

The cell belongs in a museum. It’s pre-smartphone and only has
texts and calls. There are no messages. I open the sent texts and my
breath gets stuck in my lungs.



Ty’s number. I click the message and my heart pounds. It’s the
photo of Logan kissing me. It was Iris and now I have evidence that
she is messing with me.

“Ivy, we're home,” Dad calls out.

Leaping out of bed, I rip the phone from the charger as I go.
Holding down the oOFF button, I dash out of my bedroom and into hers.
I look over my shoulder, my heartbeat making it impossible to really
hear if anyone is coming up the stairs.

Placing the cell in her drawer, I carefully push it shut and back out.
I slip into my room and silently close the door. Getting into bed, I
shove the charger under my blanket and lie down.

That was close. If I get caught, I don’t know how I will explain it.
Well, I could explain it with the truth. I can get the phone.

But it’s not the right time. I need to prove that she killed Mom,
and if I go in now with a dodgy text, Iris will hide things better and I
might never prove anything. When I go to Dad and tell him he backed
the wrong twin, I want it to be for murder, not outing a kiss.

Nothing would happen to Iris for that. Sending a picture of me and
Logan to Ty is nowhere near the worst thing she’s done to me.

Right now, she doesn’t know that I've seen the cell. She doesn’t
suspect that I'm finally one step ahead of her, and I'm not going to
ruin that by getting ahead of myself.

It’s better that she thinks she’s smarter. Besides, there are more
texts in the sent folder that I didn’t have time to read. I want her to use
the phone again.

Closing my eyes, I take a jagged breath as a tidal wave of emotion
washes over me. Iris killed Mom. My heart tightens, and I curl my
fingers into the blanket.

Lying awake, I listen to the sounds of the house. I hear Iris’s and
Dad’s muffled voices downstairs. Then two sets of footsteps creeping
upstairs.

I hold my breath. It’s unlikely that Dad will check on me. He’ll
assume I'm asleep since I didn’t answer him. There has only been one
time he’s woken me up before, and that was when Grandad went to the



hospital in the middle of the night. He wants me to sleep as much as I
can.

Their voices grow louder, and then, with the closing of two doors,
silence. I hear only the rain tapping on my window and occasionally a
car passes the house. The night rolls on and on.

Biting my lip, I turn my head, hating knowing that Iris is so close.
She killed Mom!

Tugging on my hair, I roll onto my side and press my face into my
pillow.

This is awful. There is a tugging feeling in my stomach, and time is
barely passing at all.

Sighing sharply, I look up and grab my phone off the nightstand:
3:16 a.m.

Outside the rain beats harder on my window. I love it when it
rains. Give me water in any form, and I'm happy. Tonight, it’s not
working the way it usually does. I don’t feel calm. I'm on edge. My
heart is constantly beating a fraction harder.

Maybe I can sleep at Haley’s or Sophie’s tomorrow.

That is, if they’re not still mad at me over something that isn’t even
my fault.

A part of me wants to be angry at them, but Iris is good at what
she’s doing, so I can’t blame them for being sucked in.

I don’t know what my next move will be. Proving my innocence is
harder than I ever imagined it would be. I've lost all credibility.
Everyone believes Iris and not me. These people have known me for
years and her a matter of weeks. No matter what I say, I'm the jealous
one. I'm the one who is suffering a breakdown over Mom’s death.

How has she managed to do all of that so fast? It doesn’t make
sense.
She’s a master.

Neither of our parents is manipulative, so I have no clue where she
learned it. Must be a natural gift. I look over at my door. My desk chair
is propped up against the door handle, making it impossible to open



from the outside.

I can’t say for sure whether she would hurt me, but I'm not taking
the chance.

Turning onto my other side, I yawn. I thought I was tired before
Iris moved in. Since she started screwing with my life, my sleep has
been cut in half. I'm lucky if I get three hours a night.

When Iris is in the pool, practicing when I should be, I will get to
be here alone. That hour will be blissful. I don’t have to worry that she
will appear. I can sleep in peace.

I rub my tired, stinging eyes and curl my fist around the quilt.
She has my life, and she is loving every second of it.

The next morning, I stay in my room. Chewing my lip, I grip the strap
of my bag. I can’t come out until she leaves because I hate her, but I
want to eat something before I have to get to class.

My spine stiffens. I hear her before I see her. The front door opens
and then slams shut. Iris skips to her car that she finally got Dad to
buy her. I watch as she drives off; then I run downstairs.

“Morning, Dad,” I say tightly as I walk into the kitchen and grab a
coffee mug.

He looks up from his paper. It’s a little late for him to still be
sitting there. He’s waiting for me. “Ivy,” Dad says, the exasperation in
his voice cutting through me. “Look at me. Please.”

I meet his eyes.

“I'm worried about you. Maybe you should take some time off

school. I think we should speak with Meera about getting some more
help.”

He might as well just stick a knife in my heart. “Excuse me?”
“You're not sleeping. I don’t know what to do to help you.”

“All you have to do is believe me,” I whisper.

I feel like screaming. The desperate need to fix this and have



everything go back to normal itches at my skin. I'm being accused of
horrible things, I'm losing friends, losing my dad, and none of it is my
doing.

“I'm trying to understand.”

No, he’s putting me in the box that Iris has created. I have been so
deeply affected by Mom’s death, but it hasn’t made me seek out
attention. How can he not see that? I wasn’t invisible before, but I sure
wish I was now.

“I want you to think about taking some time off. Half a semester.
We can work with school so you don’t fall behind.”

My toast pops up. I turn back. “Dad, can we talk about this later?”
I ask, my voice rough with betrayal.

If only he knew what I found on Iris’s old cell. I want to get it and
shove it in his face. At least let him start doubting her. But I'm not
going to underestimate her.

The girl with all the secrets will only get better at hiding them if
challenged.

Sighing, I hear him shuffle his paper. “Fine. You need to think
about taking time off so that we can focus on your healing. Then we
can get back to normal.”

He’s painting a pretty picture now. Make it all sound like a
beautiful fairy tale so I'll go along with it. I don’t even recognize
normal.

What choice do I have if that’s what he wants me to do? I'm a
minor. I'm not in charge of my life.

Well, 1 already knew that. Iris has got her grubby little hands
firmly on my present. She won’t have my future.

God, I just need to get through the day.

I pick up my plate and sit at the table. I would walk out, but I don’t
want him to think I'm sulking. Meera is my only hope right now. Until
she talks with him, I have to let Iris’s games go over my head. I won’t
get sucked in. Later, I'll call Meera and explain what’s going on, get her
to talk to him.



Dad’s eyes are on me as I take small bites of toast between long
sips of coffee. His gaze is full of sadness, and it breaks me.

Iris is making me out to be the evil twin, and Dad believes her.
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Walking down the hallway at school, I keep my eyes forward and my
head high. Classmates stop and stare, and whispers echo behind me as
I plant my feet one in front of the other.

I can’t believe I ever worried about people talking about me when
Monm first died. This is much worse.

On top of stressing that Iris has killed my mom, I do not need all
the gossip to be about how Ivy has “changed.” I'm sorry that I'm sad
and grieving.

My heart races with every step. When I reach my locker, I almost
fall into it. My legs are like jelly. Bracing myself with my palm against
the door, I take a breath to try and inflate my lungs.

I look up. What the...? Four teachers and the principal swarm the
corridor, one with a clipboard, another opening lockers. The principal
standing behind, his shoulders tense and hands on his hips.

Haley stops beside me, her eyes wide.

“What is going on?” I ask.

She glances at me out of the corner of her eye.
“They’re searching lockers,” she replies.

“I can see that, but why?”

“A test was taken from Mrs. Lewis’s office apparently. I overheard
her and Principal Grant talking about it.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “Someone stole a test?”

“It was probably Leo,” she says. “Only way he’s going to pass and
stay on the team.”

I scoff. “Like he’ll get kicked off even if he does cheat. The football



team gets all kinds of preferential treatment.”
“Really, Ivy?”

Wincing, I turn around. Ty is behind me with his arms folded over
his chest.

Great.

I groan inwardly. “Ty, you know I wasn’t talking about you.”
“That’s what you think of us, huh?”

“Come on, Ty,” Haley says. “You know this happens.”

“That’s not what I think of you,” I tell him, and pull open my
locker with a little more force than necessary. A white booklet flies out
and whacks onto the floor.

“What the...” I bend down and pick it up and my eyes widen as I
realize what it is. The stolen test paper.

“Ivy, oh my God!” Haley screeches.

I glance up, my heart racing and face heating to a hundred
degrees.

Principal Grant swings his head in my direction. His jaw hardens
as he sees me frozen, holding the test.

“Ivy Mason, come with me,” Principal Grant says.

“No.” I look to Ty and Haley. Both are watching me with wide eyes
and open mouths. “I didn’t do it,” I tell them. “I don’t know how this
got in my locker, but I did not put it there.”

Principal Grant clears his throat and takes the test from my hand.
“Ivy, come on.”

My legs feel like jelly as I take small steps toward him. With
burning lungs, I suck in air. “Sir, I didn’t take that. I swear.”

“My office, Ivy. I'll call your dad.”

“What? No. I didn’t do anything!”

Around me the hall erupts into a chorus of echoes as I become
today’s gossip.

My heart pounds so hard my head feels cloudy, like I'm floating.
Or about to faint. This is serious. I could be suspended. This will be on



my permanent record. I can Kkiss college goodbye.
“Wait! Stop!” Iris shouts. “Ivy, what’s going on?”
“Did you do this?” I ask her.
She scrunches her nose. “Do what? Where are you going?”

“Ivy, keep walking,” Principal Grant orders, his voice firm and
unforgiving. He’s not going to give me any time at all to speak to Iris.

“Tell the truth,” I hiss, and dash to catch up with the principal. If
she doesn’t come forward, I'm screwed. How do I prove that I didn’t
take it?

His eyes look through me, and I can tell that he believes I'm guilty.
“Take a seat, Ivy. We're trying to get hold of your dad.”

“I didn’t take that paper. Please believe me.”

“I rarely see you, Ivy. You don’t get into trouble and I will admit,
this seems out of character, but I cannot ignore the fact that the paper
was in your locker.”

“Someone else put it in there. I changed my code to my damn
birthday!” Oh my God, I'm so stupid.

The phone rings and Principal Grant takes the call. “He is? Good.
Thanks for letting me know.” Hanging up, his eyes rise to mine. “Your
dad is on his way.”

Great, another day he’s had to drop everything to race to school.

Slumping against the back of my seat, I close my eyes. “I didn’t do
this,” I whisper.

“The test was in your locker, Ivy.”

“I know, but that doesn’t mean I took it. Someone put it there.
Please, you have to believe me.”

“You won’t be rejoining class before your dad arrives. I've canceled
my meeting with Mrs. Lewis so we can talk. I would like for you to tell
me exactly what happened.”

I scrub my palm over my face. “When I got to school, I noticed you
and other teachers in the hallway. Haley told me you were looking for
a test paper that was stolen from Mrs. Lewis’s office. I opened my
locker and it fell out.”



“And you have no idea how it got in there?”
“No! I swear.”

“I think you can appreciate how serious this is, Ivy. You have had a
test paper in your locker overnight.”

“But I didn’t know that!”
His lips press together in a grim line.

“Principal Grant, I didn’t steal anything. I have no idea how the
test got into my locker.” I exhale. I have a very good idea who put it
there. I don’t want to tell him that before Dad gets here, though.

He holds his palms up. “Perhaps you have some homework to
complete before your father arrives.”

My shoulders slump and I pick up my backpack as my heart sinks.
He doesn’t believe me.

Not that I'm surprised. Maybe I should try and get ahold of Iris’s
current cell. Her Internet history will probably show a search for how
to set someone up.

My teeth cut into my bottom lip as I force myself to remain silent.

Bide. Your. Time.

The door opens, and I tense. I don’t turn around, but I feel the
anger radiating from Dad. He thuds over and sits down beside me.
“Why, Ivy?”

“Dad, I didn’t do this.” My eyes widen, and I turn my body to face
him. He’s always been able to tell when I'm lying. He’ll know that I'm
telling the truth now.

“How did the paper get into your locker?”

“I have no clue, but that doesn’t mean I'm guilty.”

“Who have you shared your combination with, Ivy?” Principal
Grant asks.

“Just Ty. But I've unlocked it in front of my friends and my sister
loads of times.”

The principal and teachers know us all. They don’t know Iris well.
Surely someone can see that things began to go wrong for me when
she arrived? That’s not a coincidence.



“Do you think Tyler or your friends could have done this?”

“Not Ty or my friends, no.”

Dad stares into the side of my head. “What are you saying, Ivy?”
“Oh, come on! It was obviously Iris! How blind are you people?”
“Ivy,” Dad snaps.

I take a breath. “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude.” My heart
thumps painfully fast. “Things have been different, Dad, you know
they have. But can you please think about the one thing that’s
different.”

“Your mother died, Ivy, and we understand how traumatic that is
—” Principal Grant says.

“No,” I say, cutting him off. “That’s not what’s happening here. I'm
not having some sort of breakdown because my mom died. I'm not
acting out because I want attention. I'm not jealous because Iris is
living with us now. My life has changed in a way I could never have
imagined, but I haven’t changed. Please believe me.”

“Honey,” Dad says in a soft voice like he’s talking to a toddler.
“You’ve had a hard time, we all have, but I need you to think about
what you're saying. And I need you to be honest with us.”

“Dad, I am being honest with you. Iris is behind this.”

Principal Grant looks at my dad. “There will be an investigation.
Ivy will need to take the rest of the day off.”

And that’s where I stop listening because my ears ring. A roaring
fills them and black dots dance in front of my eyes. I'm being kicked
out of school.

Is this what she wanted? What would be the point? My friends
have welcomed her, everyone has. Why do I need to be out of the way?

“Ivy, come on,” Dad says, rising to his feet.

I have to go. We're going to leave this school, and I won’t be
allowed back until they figure out I didn’t take that paper. If they
figure it out.

By now everyone in school will be talking about me. They already
think I've done some pretty shady things recently. Nothing as serious



as this. Maybe they won’t believe I've stolen test papers. Ty, Haley, and
Sophie should know that I would never do that.

Mom and Dad taught me about hard work. I would rather fail than
cheat.

Dad walks a step in front of me, hands fisted like he’s about to
snap. When we get home, he’s probably going to shout a lot. He never
shouts. But then, I—or Iris—have never given him reason to.

Everyone is in class, so thankfully I don’t have to endure even
more whispers.

My shoulders slump as I follow Dad out to the parking lot. I don’t
know what happens now because I spaced in there when Principal
Grant told me I can’t come back until they’ve investigated, but I know
more people will have to be involved. I doubt this can be contained
within the school.

The worst part is that I can’t do anything to fix it yet. I don’t have
enough evidence, and no one believes me.
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Sitting at the table, I watch Dad make two coffees. He walks to me
slowly, like he needs the extra time to figure out how to deal with me.
He’s never had to play the disciplinarian much.

He places my coffee in front of me and sits down.

“I don’t know where to start, Ivy.”

“You could start by hearing me.”

His intense gaze pins me to the spot. “Why do you not think I'm
hearing you?”

“Because you're blaming me.”

“The test was found in your locker.”

“I'm not denying that. But it wasn’t me who put it there. Why
would I leave it in my locker? I had just gotten to school when they
found it. How would I have had time to steal it, put it in my locker, get
outside, and pretend to come in again? It makes no sense because I
didn’t do it.”

He clears his throat. “The test was in Mrs. Lewis’s office on Friday,
and when she looked again this morning, she found it to be gone.”

“Oh right, so I broke in over the weekend, stole it, and left it in my
locker.”

“This is not the time for sarcasm, Ivy.”

“When you're sitting on this side of the table, innocent with no one
believing you, it is.”

“So you think Iris did it?”

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I think.”

“Why, Ivy?”



“I don’t know exactly. She hasn’t been right and you know it.”

He curls his hands around his mug. “She hasn’t spoken about your
mom or grieved. I'll give you that.”

I narrow my eyes. “But...”

“But it’s you I have seen the most change in. Ivy, you aren’t
sleeping well, you're distracted at school, you've shouted out and been
disruptive in class—none of this is like you.”

“Because it’s not me. Dad, hear me. Please.”
“You want me to believe that Iris is setting you up?”
“It’s that or you think I really did steal a test.”

This is looking more and more like one of those pick-a-side
moments, which I think are in poor taste, but he has to believe one or
the other. He either takes my word or believes Iris.

Sighing, he glances down at the steam rising from his coffee. “I
don’t want to think either of you is capable of any this.”

He’s going to have to, though.
“Dad, you know me.”

“I do, Ivy, and that’s why I'm so worried about you. On my way to
the school, I called Dr. Rajan.”

“You called Meera? What for?”
“For her professional advice.”
“And what advice did she give you?”

“We've decided that you will be taking a break from therapy
sessions with her while I look for someone more suitable.”

My heart skips a beat. “What? What do you mean by that?”

School isn’t that far away. How did they decide all that in ten
minutes?

“Dad, I want to keep seeing her. She helps.”
“I don’t know if she does, Ivy.”
It’s decided, then. He’s Team Iris.

I turn my head away as his betrayal punches a hole in my chest.
He’s my dad.



“Wow,” I whisper.

“This isn’t a personal attack on you, Ivy. I'm trying to do what’s
best and get you the help you need. Once you’re settled here, I'm going
back to school to speak with Principal Grant.”

“Why are you going back?”

“Because I don’t want you to be expelled from school.”

“I should move to a different school anyway, one Iris is nowhere
near. You'll see how things are miraculously better then.”

“I don’t want to have an argument about your sister right now.
Let’s focus on you.”

“Bloody hell, she really has got you wrapped around her finger.”

“Ivy!” he snaps. “That’s enough. I don’t have time for this. I need
to do damage control with your school. Do not leave this house.”

He stands, leaving behind his untouched coffee, and walks out of
the room.

I sip my drink, fuming on the inside but knowing there is no point
in showing it. Dad has made up his mind. Iris has probably been in his
ear, whispering lies about me the whole time.

The school has CCTV on the outside. They’ll soon see that I didn’t
come in over the weekend. Maybe they’ll find that Iris did. Or maybe
she stole the paper and planted it in my locker before she left on
Friday. We both hung around a while, her at cheer practice, me to
finish up some reading because I couldn’t focus in class. I left first
because of my session with Meera.

I finish my coffee and try not to stress. Iris can’t keep this up
forever.

She’s already caused me to lose so much, and now I have to do this
without Meera. What did she say to my dad that made him pull me out
of therapy with her? Or maybe Dad removed me because he doesn’t
think she’s helping.

Hopefully Dad will fill in the blanks for me later.

Someone pounds on the front door.

I let go of the mug that has turned cold in the thirty minutes I've



been sitting here.

The knock comes again, this time louder. I get up and walk to the
front door. Ty is the other side when I look through the hole.

Opening the door, I look at him and wait. Who does he believe
here?

“What is going on? I couldn’t stay at school any longer. You stole a
test paper?”

“No! You know I didn’t!”

I step aside. Or rather he barges in and I have to step aside.

“Come in,” I mutter.

“I need you to start talking, Ivy. Why was a test paper found in
your locker?”

I cross my arms. This question is going to get old real fast. “Iris put
it there.”

“How do you know that?”

I start walking up to my room. Ty follows. “Who else could it have
been, Ty?”

“All right,” he says.

I make a left into my room and crash down onto my bed. “I hate
this. She’s crazy, but she’s making me look like the one who’s lost it.”

“They’ll get to the bottom of it, okay?”

He’s not really saying much, nor is he getting angry, which is how
he usually reacts if he thinks someone has messed with me.

“You should get back to school, Ty.”

“Do you want me to leave? Because I don’t care about missing a
few classes right now.”

“I want you to believe me. If you do, stay.”

I don’t meet his eyes because I'm scared of watching him leave.
But a few seconds pass and he doesn’t move. I raise my eyes.

“You want to watch some TV?”
His lip quirks in a smile. “Where’s the remote?”
“Top drawer. I tidied.”



He walks to my bedside table and pulls the top drawer open.

“Ivy, what are these?” Ty asks.

I glance up as he pulls a small stack of Polaroids out.

“I don’t know,” I reply, sitting up on my bed.

“Why do you have these?”

I take the photos. I gasp, my hand jerking, and I drop them like
they’re on fire. Pictures of my mom with a man. In three of them,
they’re kissing. The other seven are just of him. Why would these be in
my room?

Shaking my head, I mutter, “I don’t know.”

So that’s the guy my mom was dating.

“Iris,” I say, lifting my head. “She must have put these here.”

“Don’t you set traps in your room to see if anyone comes in?”

“Yeah, but she could have put these here before that. Clearly she
did, because I have never seen these before!”

“Why would she do that? It doesn’t make sense.”

“I don’t know. I haven’t been able to figure out why she does
anything. Ty, I didn’t take these photos.”

“You think she followed them? The pictures of him were taken at
different times. He’s not wearing the same clothes.”

I look them over again, scattered on my bedspread. “Do you think
she was obsessed with him?”

“Do you know him?” he asks.
“No, I didn’t even know she was dating until after she died.”

“Looks like they’ve been together awhile, from all these pictures.
How would she have kept it a secret for so long?”

His voice is low, the way Meera’s gets when she’s trying to get me
to realize something I should know. When she doesn’t think I'm telling
the whole truth.

“I didn’t know about him, Ty.”
He raises his palms. “All right. So Iris put these here.”
My mind spins. What possible reason could Iris have to put these



here?

“Do you think it could have been mixed in with some of the stuff
you brought home from your mom’s?” he asks.

“How did you know I went there?”

Ty frowns. “When you brought Iris here to live. What are you
talking about?”

He doesn’t know I went to Mom’s recently. “Nothing,” I say. “This
doesn’t make sense. Why would my mom take so many candid

pictures of him? And someone else had to have taken the ones of them
both.”

Ty watches me out of the corner of his eye and my heart rate
spikes. He’s questioning me.

“Tyler, I didn’t take these photos.”

“Ivy, I believe you.”

No, you don't.

Smiling, I say, “You should probably go. My dad will be home
soon.”

Ty doesn’t put up a fight or offer to climb out of my window for a
few extra minutes like usual. That’s a terrible sign. I'm sitting on this
information that would make people doubt Iris, even just a little bit,
but I can’t do anything because I'm petrified of screwing up for Mom.
She would be so disappointed in me if I accused Iris when she’s
innocent.

I don’t really care what people think of me. Or not more than I
care about finding out the truth. Mom is getting justice if it kills me.

“T’ll see you tomorrow,” he says, giving me a chaste kiss.
I scoop the photos together and stuff them back in the drawer.
Why doesn’t Ty believe me?

I leave my bedroom door open a few inches so I can leave a small
object behind it. A lip gloss. If Iris sneaks into my room, it’ll move. I
slip inside like a ninja to see if the lip gloss has moved farther than I
pushed it.

That is why he doesn’t believe me. Iris was in my bedroom the very



first day we arrived home after Mom’s funeral. She could have stashed
them way back then.

My twin was behind this, and I have absolutely no idea why. But
it’s one more thing that I have against her. She’s getting sloppy, hiding
things in my junk drawer, assuming that I won’t look.

From now on I'm taking an inventory on the contents of my room.
I'm keeping everything she adds. And I'm bringing her down.
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Since there is no evidence that I took the exam paper, although it
ended up in my locker, there is little the school can do. It’s a win for
me, and I bet it’s eating Iris.

One thing they have managed to do is suspend me from the swim
team. Principal Grant called to inform me that I could return to school
but not the swim team just yet. That’s a win for Iris and something I'm
trying not to focus on. I don’t know how long it will be before I'll be
allowed to compete again. I'm trying really hard not to let Iris know
it’s bothering me because I don’t want her to feel any kind of victory.
She will probably know I'm desperate for the Stanford scout to want
me. So I pretend that I'm okay and could do with a little time off from
competition, while inside I feel like I'm breaking.

It’s fine. It’s all fine. I can train in any pool.

I think Dad played heavily on the grieving daughter thing to get
me back to school. You know, if I did take it, then it’s because I'm extra
stressed over my mom dying and end-of-year tests were too much.

I don’t even want to think about Mom being used like that.

My head is downcast as I walk the hall. I can’t stand to see so
many pairs of eyes burning into my face. Everyone has questions. Why
am I lying? Why did I cheat? Why is Ty even still talking to me? Why
does Iris keep forgiving me after everything I've done to her?

I hate my sister.
This has gone way past sibling rivalry.

Not even my dad trusts me anymore, and I can see Ty’s doubts
every time he looks at me.

My heart skips a beat.



What, I'm left with no one?

I don’t know how to repair my life and my reputation.

The fake cheating thing got me kicked off the swim team.

I have nothing left.

Nothing but the suspicion that Iris pushed my mom and killed her.

And who would believe me now? I have to find proof or get Kat to
talk. She’s the only one who can back me up, tell the world what Iris is
really like. Maybe then I can rebuild my life.

But I think I'll be finding new friends. Mine wouldn’t believe me
on top of everything else.

Someone grabs my upper arm. Gasping, I spin around. “Ty,” I
breathe, my shoulders slumping.

“Sorry. I tried calling out, but you were somewhere else.”
“I wish I was somewhere else.”
“People will come around, Ivy.”

So far, I haven’t asked Ty whether he believes me about all the
crazy stuff that has been going on. I have one person left in my corner,
and I'm not ready to lose him too.

I'll fight to keep Ty, and I'll fight dirty if I have to.

“I don’t care about people anymore. Nothing I say makes it better.
Trying to tell my side only seems to dig me in deeper.”

“Everyone makes mistakes, babe.”

My face falls. “Is that what you think?”

He shakes his head. “That’s not...” Sighing, he says, “What I mean

is these people forgive actual mistakes. Whatever they believe about
you doesn’t matter.”

“What you believe about me matters, though.”

He steps closer and presses his forehead to mine. “I think you’re
under a lot of stress. I think your sister is also under a lot of stress, and
those two things combined have made this toxic mess of drama and
jealousy. She’s adjusting to a lot and she’s not doing it well.”

“Do you believe she put the test papers in my locker?” I ask.



“I believe someone did.”

“Not Iris?”

“She was swimming all morning. When would she have had the
opportunity?”

I lick my dry lips. “She had help.”

“From who, babe?”

“You don’t sound like you believe me right now.”

He backs up a fraction and shakes his head. “Not saying that. 'm
genuinely asking. Who do you think she got to do that for her?”

“Ellie,” I reply.

“Do you think she would do that? Ellie loves a bit of drama, but
she prefers more of a spectator’s role.”

“I don’t know,” I say, rubbing my face.

“Did you sleep much last night?” he asks.

“A little. I got a couple of hours. That’s beside the point. I'm fine
with the lack of sleep. I'm just sinking here, Ty. I hate that people
think all this crap about me when I haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Come on, I'll walk you to your first class.”
Looking up at him, I smile. “Even though you’ll have to run?”

His eyes glow with amusement. I've missed that. “Yeah, even
though I'll have to run.”

He wraps his arm around my shoulder, tucking me into his chest.
“Do you need me to do anything?” he asks.
“Just don’t lose faith in me,” I whisper.

“Hey,” he murmurs, kissing the side of my head as we walk.
“That’ll never happen.”

I can read between the lines. He might be telling the truth when he
says he believes Iris is causing issues for me, but he also thinks there is
something more going on with me.

Ty holds me tight as we head to my first of six classes with Iris.

Despite my request to change all of my classes, I still share my
schedule with Iris. I don’t know why one of us wasn’t moved but here



we are. I'm not even going to mention it to Principal Grant or
Ms. Hart.

I need to keep my head down until I can convince Kat to speak up.
If she doesn’t reply to me when I message her again, I'm going back
there.

And I'm going back to Mom’s too. There might be more proof.
Things I've missed, things I wasn’t looking for last time because I
didn’t think Iris was a killer.

We stop as we reach my class. The teacher gives me a look and
heads inside. She thinks I'm guilty of stealing the test paper.

Whatever.
“You going to be okay today?” Ty asks.

I only nod because a wave of emotion washes over me, making my
stomach churn.

My whole life has been turned upside down, and I don’t know
where I go from here.

The first four classes pass without incident. Iris goes out of her
way to ignore me. And I'm totally including everyone whispering about
me in the non-incident thing. I can handle that. A bit of gossip seems
so insignificant now that my sister is trying to ruin my life. It really
puts the minor things into perspective.

That’s one positive to come from this, I guess.

During lunch, I meet Ty and we eat on the grass at the edge of
campus.

He pops a grape in his mouth and leans back against a tree.

“You can go play ball if you want,” I tell him, noticing his eyes
wandering to his teammates, who are messing around on the field.

“I'm good here.”

“Have you gotten a lot of crap for sticking by me?”
His eyes slide to mine. “I'm not going there.”
“Yes, then.”

“Ivy, it doesn’t matter what anyone else thinks. This will blow over
eventually, so focus on school, okay?”



“All right.”

I'm not sure just focusing on school is going to cut it. Iris is
probably still plotting. She has my friends and my swim team. What
more is there for her to take?

My life?

I still can’t bring myself to believe that she would kill so coldly like
that. If she pushed Mom, it was because she felt threatened. Not that
it’s any better because she felt like she had a reason to. God, I want to
scream it from the rooftops, but I can’t accuse her of murder until I
have evidence or my word actually means something.

Ty might believe me, but he’s quieter than usual around me. He
hasn’t left yet but that doesn’t mean he won’t if I suddenly drop the M
bomb. Iris murdered my mom.

There’s a certain point where Ty might walk away, and I'm scared
of pushing him there. Even if it’s not my doing, he might have enough
of the whole situation and decide I'm too much drama or that he
doesn’t want to be treated differently because he won’t walk away from
his crazy girlfriend.

I'm walking a tightrope, and I'm petrified Il fall off.

Or Iris will push me off.

There has to be a way to expose her. She’s so transparent to me. I
can see straight through her little act. It’s just a shame I can’t see into
the future, so I’d know what she’s planning next.

But maybe it’s time for me to start planning too. Do things that
make her look bad, start planting doubt in people’s minds about her.
I've been on the defense for too long; it’s time I started on the offense.

Ty would be proud of me for using a football metaphor.

“Did you manage to get in touch with Meera?” he asks.

“She wouldn’t take my call, so I've emailed her. I hope she
responds.”

“It would be good to know what she and your dad spoke about.”

I unscrew the lid of a bottled water. “I would love to know what he
said to her. I don’t think she would have ditched me as a client, so he



obviously pulled me from her sessions.”

“And Iris isn’t talking to you?”

“I get the odd smirk here and there. Besides that, nothing. She
avoids me, especially when Dad is home.”

She has to show him that she’s scared of me. I don’t really mind
that; at least she’s out of my way. I can’t stand to be in the same room
as her and still sleep with my chair blocking my door in case she

decides to smother me in my sleep. Okay, I don’t even know if I'm
kidding there.

I do fear her. She’s proved in six weeks that she can make my life
crumble. She has everyone at school on her side, including the
teachers, and even made Dad doubt me. And she is the one who isn’t
dealing with Mom’s death while I attend weekly therapy sessions. She
deserves a freakin’ Oscar.

The bell rings, so Ty and I grab our trash and throw it out on the
walk back to class. I have a double math period. Hell for some, but at
least I don’t have to think too much. You can’t question math; the
answer is the answer.

Logan is in my math class, and a couple girls from the swim team.
No cheerleaders, but the swim girls will probably be Iris’s spies. I'm
going to keep my head down and focus on passing this class.
Maintaining As is exactly what I need to do in order to show Principal
Grant that I'm the same Ivy as before and I deserve to swim again.

Logan sits down next to me, and I cringe.

“What are you doing?” I whisper.

“Math. What are you doing?”

“You're not funny. You don’t even sit here.”

“I do today. How are you holding up?”

“Why do you care?”

He shrugs. “Can I borrow a pen?”

I dig in my bag and chuck a black pen at him.

“Thanks, Ivy.”

The last thing I need is for someone in here to tell Iris that I was



speaking to Logan for two hours. That'll get back to Ty and Ellie. I
don’t want any more drama. And I don’t want to give Ty a reason to
doubt me. He’s still touchy on the whole Logan subject. I've barely
seen them talk since, and that’s only because they have to.

“Are you going to the swim meet this afternoon?” he asks.

“Why do you ask that?”

“Look, last year I was kicked off the team for fighting with this
older kid. I know what it’s like to be banned from something you need.
Go to the meets, support the team, and show them that your mistake
doesn’t define you. Be part of the team even though you’re not in the
pool.”

All right. A lot of that makes sense. Actually, it does.

“Thanks, Logan.”

“Yeah.” He turns his focus to his work.

Looks like I'm going to the swim meet after all.
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The smell of chlorine repels some people, but not me. It’s as
comforting as my warm bed or a mug of hot chocolate. The pool is
home, and I miss it so much. The principal hasn’t said whether I'll be
allowed back on the team next year, but I've overheard things my
teammates have said.

Some feel that I should be back because I'm fast. Not because they
like me and believe I'm innocent, but because they want the win. Some
would rather lose than ever have me back.

To be honest, I don’t particularly care what any of them think. I
just want to swim.

I walk through the changing room and head for Haley and Sophie.

Heads turn as I walk; dozens of eyes peek up. I can guess what
they’re thinking, but whatever.

“Hey,” I say, handing them a bottle of water each.

Haley smiles. “Thanks, Ivy. I get so thirsty when we’re competing.”
“I know,” I reply. “Are you both ready?”

“I think so,” Sophie mutters.

“No need to be nervous. You've got this.”

With a shrug, she turns around. “Not nervous.”

I watch her walk out of the changing room with my heart in my
stomach. “She’s still mad at me.”

Haley pulls her hair up into a ponytail. “She’s worried about you,
Ivy. Things have changed a lot recently.”

“My life is barely recognizable now, I'll admit that, but I haven’t
done anything—"



“Ivy,” she snaps, cutting me off midsentence. “You're my best
friend, and I love you, but you have got to take responsibility for
what’s going on. We all get that you're having a rough time and there
would be a lot of understanding if you’d own up to your part in the
downward spiral.”

My word holds no weight now. How do you restore trust in people
when they don’t believe what you’re saying?

Averting my eyes, I blink to ease the sting of tears.

Haley sighs. “Forget that now. Just keep going to see Meera.”

Right, because she’s the miracle cure. If she was, I would sign Iris
up.

She smiles. “How are you feeling being here but not competing?”

I look back at her. “Er, not great. It’s going to be so weird being a
spectator.”

“You didn’t need to come. We would have understood.”

“Yeah, but I want to support you and the team still.” Even if half of
them would rather drown me. “I want to be involved in some way.”

“Have you spoken to Coach? About helping her out?”
“I don’t think she will allow that.”

“Maybe not. You'll just have to let things settle before you try to
get back on the team.” She holds up the bottle of water as people filter
out of the room. “Thanks again for the water. I'll see you out there.”

Haley heads out, and I watch her go. The door slams shut, echoing
through the room. I've spent so much time in here over the last couple
of years. Now I can only come in to hand my friends bottles of water.

And none of it is my fault. It’s so unfair.

“IVy?”

My body freezes at the sound of my twin’s teasing tone.
With fire in my stomach, I clench my jaw and turn around.

She’s standing by the entrance to the pool, in team swimwear that
I should have on, with her hands on her hips. “Are you, like, okay in
here?”

Oh, there’s no need for her to pretend now. We’re alone in here.



“Fine, Iris. I just came to see Haley and Sophie.”

“Really? They’re both out by the pool. Are you sure you're okay?”
Like you care.

“Absolutely fine. Break a leg out there.” Please.

Laughing, she drops her arms. “I'll do you proud.”

Iris spins like a freakin’ ballet dancer and skips out the door. Do
me proud. Yeah, whatever, sis. She’s been swimming for all of five
minutes, so there is no way she will come anywhere near my time.

But she doesn’t need to beat my time; she only needs to get close
to Leah’s, and she’s already getting close to Haley’s. Iris may not have
swum competitively before, but she has always been in the pool
growing up and you can tell.

It sucks. I really wish she bombed at it.
I take a long breath and my chest expands. Okay, time to do this.
Reaching my hand up, I push the door and step through.

The pool glistens as the water softly ripples. I would dive straight
in if I could.

Coach lifts her eyebrow at me from the other side of the room.

Right. I'm not supposed to use that door anymore. I need to use
the one for the people who aren’t on the team. Because I'm not
anymore.

I turn my head away and walk around the pool to find a space to
sit. The bleachers are almost filled. The school we’re competing
against is good, probably the best, but we've beaten them a couple of
times before. We're pretty evenly matched. Iris better hope that she
can get near my times today.

Sitting down, I drop my bag between my feet and smile at Haley.
Sophie is talking to Iris and Coach. Leah rolls her shoulders and
glances at the other team. She’s nervous. Before each competition, we
size up the other team together. She’s doing that alone now. Leah and
I aren’t exactly close, but we get along. We push each other. I'd like to
think that she is one of the girls who’s behind me joining again.

But with me out of the way, she’s anchor, so who knows.



“Hi, Ivy.”

“What do you want?” I ask Logan.

“That’s not a very nice way to speak to a friend,” he says.

“I didn’t know we were friends.”

“Seems like you could use every one you can get right now.”

Rolling my eyes, I turn away. “I don’t need a pity friend, but
thanks.”

“Good, because I don’t pity you.”
“Great. I'm glad we have that cleared up.”

Logan narrows his pale green eyes. “Why am I getting attitude
here?”

Honestly, I don’t know. If someone is actually being nice and not
treating me like I'm contagious, I shouldn’t be a bitch.

But this is Logan, and Ty still isn’t happy with the whole drunken
kiss thing. It makes Logan a bit of a risk. I don’t want to upset things
with Ty. I need him more.

“I'm sorry, Logan. I'm just in a bit of a funk.”

“Funk,” he repeats, smirking. “So, did you do any of it? I've heard
a lot of things. Ellie says a lot of things.”

I roll my eyes. “I'll bet.”

“It doesn’t make sense. You and I are a lot alike. We both put
everything into our sport, we both overthink, and we both need to fix
things.”

How does he know this?

Chuckling, he says, “You’re not that much of a mystery to me, Ivy.
Looking at you is like looking in a mirror. Only I'm hotter.”

“Oh, please,” I mutter.

“That’s how I know it’s completely out of character for you to
purposefully sabotage your life.”

“You believe me,” I whisper.

“I believe something is off. Unless you've totally lost it, I don’t
think you could steal test papers or do any of the other crazy stuff



you’ve been accused of doing.”

“I haven’t done any of it,” I tell him.

“Who did?”

I glance back at the pool. Iris is on the diving block. She’s not one
of our strongest swimmers, so she’s going first.

Do I tell Logan? Does he not already know?

Oh, he knows but he wants me to say it. Everyone thinks I'm crazy
and a terrible sister for accusing Iris. People who have known me for
two years and her for less than two months have chosen to believe her.

I'm trying not to take that personally because Iris is obviously a
master of manipulation, but it’s hard not to when you’ve never done
anything wrong before.

“Iris,” I say, turning back to Logan.

He stares into my eyes like he’s searching for signs of a lie. Is he
watching for a flinch? I'm not flinching. I'm not lying.

“You think it’s your twin sister?”

I nod.

“Why?”

“Well, that’s the million-dollar question, Logan. I think there’s
something wrong with her.” And I think a lot more than that, of things
that she’s potentially done, but I'm not going to disclose everything.
Accusing Iris of setting me up has come back and bitten me on the ass

before, so I can only imagine what will happen if I tell people I think
she’s killed our mom.

“You must have a theory.”

I shrug. Is he genuinely interested because he believes me or is he
here for Iris? She’s all buddy-buddy with Ellie, so it’s possible she
could have gotten to Logan too.

God, I don’t know what to believe. Everything is such a mess.
“Do you think she’s jealous?” he asks.
On an extreme level.

“Honestly, Logan, I have no clue. I haven’t done anything wrong.”
I look away and then back at him. “Is there anything you want to tell



me, Logan?”
His eyes narrow. “I'm just a jock. I don’t see anything.” We both
know that’s not true.

He might know something. But he’s scared to tell. Maybe Iris has
something on him. Or perhaps, as usual, I'm overthinking.

“You saw me. If I'm not allowed to pretend, then neither are you.”

The sound of a whistle blows through the air and the crowd begins
yelling. It’s much louder from here. When I'm swimming, even when
I'm waiting, I can tune it out.

Wincing, I whip my head around to see Iris disappear under the
water.

My throat burns as I watch her.
That should be me.

Call me bitter, I am, but I'm so glad Dad couldn’t get out of work
to see this.

My sister’s name is being chanted; I can hear it doubly loud over
the name of her opponent. With every chant, my heart beats harder
and my fingers curl into the palms of my hands.

I hate her with every fiber of my being.

I hate that she can take what she wants.

I hate that she doesn’t care about me.

And I hate that no one can see what she is.

When I leave high school, I'm moving thousands of miles away,
avoiding every college my classmates get into. I want somewhere
remote, somewhere I can pretend that I don’t even have a sister.

I get my phone out of my pocket as the sight of my twin swimming
churns my stomach. Kat is going to help me whether she likes it or not.
I don’t care if she’s scared. We can'’t let this continue. Something is
very wrong with Iris and it needs to be exposed.

I type Kat’s name into Facebook and find her profile.

I know she wouldn’t accept my friend request, but she doesn’t
have the best privacy settings. I can still see her profile.

I scroll down and my heart leaps into my mouth. Standing up so



fast my head spins, I grip my phone in my hand and try to force my
blurry vision to focus.

No.

I'm too hot. It’s boiling in here. My scalp prickles.

“Ivy, what’s wrong?” Logan asks, rising to his feet.

Half the crowd is standing, so we don’t look out of place. But I feel
it.

I shake my head. “Nothing. I need to go.”

Snatching my bag off the floor, I dart toward the door. Iris is out of
the pool now, Sophie taking her place in the water. I don’t seek her
out, but I know her eyes are on me.

I burst through the door and slam into the wall across the hall.
Placing my hand on the cool brick, I count in my head. Breathe. In for
four. Out for four.

Lifting my cell, I reread the posts that Kat has been tagged in.

Everyone is devastated.
By her death.
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Kat is dead.

I feel light-headed, like I'm floating out of my body. I'm scrolling
without reading, comment after comment about how sad it is that
she’s gone.

Everyone by the pool cheers. I can hear them from out here,
spurring on the swimmers. All I can focus on are the pictures and
posts about Kat.

She was ostracized like me, but everyone is acting like they’re her
best friend.

Why do people care more when you're dead?
The door swings open and Logan rushes toward me.
Oh my God, just go away.

Having him anywhere near me feels like a trap. He might seem
genuine, but Iris can manipulate people in her sleep.

He might not even be aware that he’s her spy.
“Ivy, are you okay?”

I back up. “I'm fine. I just need to go home.”
“Okay, let me drive you.”

“No! My car is in the lot.”

“You're shaking. I can’t let you drive like that.”

Taking another step back, I put my phone in my pocket. I need to
pull it together. “That’s not your call, Logan. You should get inside
before Ellie realizes you’re here.”

“I can handle Ellie. Let me at least call Ty.”

Stilling, I frown. “Why aren’t you with Ty?”



“I hurt my foot and need to rest it for a couple of weeks. Thanks
for noticing.”

“Why would I notice? We're not friends.”
He grips his heart with a little dramatic flair. “Ouch, Ivy.”

“I'm not trying to be mean. We’ve never been friends.” Why am 1
even standing here having this conversation with him?

“Wow. You really are too wrapped up in your unraveling life. I
came over when I spotted you because I thought you needed a friend. I
guess I shouldn’t have bothered.”

Turning around, he heads back poolside, shaking his head as he
goes.

Leaning my side against the wall, I close my eyes and wince. I was
horrible to him, and for all I know, he could be genuine.

I take my phone back out of my pocket, closing Facebook before I
see any more tributes to Kat, and text Logan.

Having a bad day and took it out on you. I'm sorry

Then I walk quickly down the hall and out to the football field. Ty
will know what to do.

Kat is dead.
Iris could be involved.

She tried to hurt her first. Maybe Iris found out that I met up with
Kat.

No, I can’t go there. If I got someone killed...

I reach the field and take a seat in the bleachers. Ty is running. I
spot him immediately, and smile. He’s safe, and right now, the only
safe person in my life. Ty believes me. Despite the overwhelming
evidence—planted by my evil twin—he believes me when I tell him I
didn’t do all of the crazy things Iris has made me look guilty of.

Maybe Logan does, too, but I can’t bet on that. Trust isn’t
something that I'm handing out freely at the moment.



During one of Ty and his team’s many still moments during
practice, he looks up and does a double take. His forehead creases as
he spots me sitting and watching. He knew I was going to the swim
meet, so of course he’s confused.

Ty was going to meet me by the pool after, as he finishes first.

He says something to his coach, who then looks up at me and
scowls. What did I do, dude? Coach turns back to Ty and holds two
fingers up as he says something.

Ty immediately spins around and sprints up the steps.

I guess he has two minutes to talk to me.

Ty takes off his helmet and runs his hand through his hair. “You
okay?”

I shrug. “Fine.”

Raising both eyebrows, he puts one foot up on the bench so he can
lean his elbow on his knee. “You're here and not at the pool.”

“And you’re observant as ever.”

“Ivy..‘”
“I prefer to watch you. Go back and finish, then we can go eat.”

He hesitates with his lips pressed together and disbelief in his
eyes. Ty isn’t stupid, and I really am a terrible liar. It’s unfortunate
that no one else remembers that about me.

Apparently, I had a personality transplant as my mother was laid
to rest.

I clench my jaw as the pain of losing her and losing my life cuts
through my chest. Iris makes me so angry, but the worst part is that
she’s using Mom’s death as an explanation for why I'm supposedly
doing all this crap.

Mom’s memory is going to be tainted and it will be all Iris’s fault.
Meera thinks that Iris is acting out, and, I mean, that much is clear. I
can forgive her for making me look guilty, but if she’s hurt Mom or
Kat, that’s not something I can forgive, no matter what is really going
on with her.

“We can go to my house. My parents are out.”



With a tight smile, I nod. “Okay.”

I would rather be at his house anyway. Kat is dead, and I have to
find out how that happened. That’s not really something I want to be
doing in a restaurant. I'd look on my phone now—there is probably a
news article about it, but I'm too scared to. I want to be alone with Ty.

After practice, Ty follows me to his house. I get it together long
enough to drive.

He lets us in the house and I immediately collapse on the sofa
before I fall to the floor.

“Kat’s gone.”
“What? Who has gone?”
“Kat. Iris’s old friend. She ditched her and turned the whole school

against her. Sound familiar?” I run my hands over my face. “Oh my
God, she’s killed two people.”

“What?”

I drop my hands and look up at Ty. “Iris killed my mom and Kat.”
He takes a step back as if my words have pushed him. “Iris?”
“Yes.”

“You need to start at the beginning, Ivy. I'm lost. You think your
sister is a killer?”

“I know she is,” I whisper. “And if I'm not careful, I'll be next.”

“Stop.” He kneels down in front of me. “I need you to start making
sense. How do you know Kat?”

“I tracked her down on Facebook. At first, she didn’t want to talk
but then she agreed to meet me. She told me how she was once best
friends with Iris until Iris turned everyone against her. No one
believed Kat when she told them what Iris was doing. One day, Kat
was pushed down a flight of stairs at school. Everyone thought she fell
because there was no one at the top. They didn’t believe her when she
told them it was my sister.”

“Why does that make you think she’s killed her now?”

“I went to the bridge where Mom died. One side of the bridge has a
tiny dip, but the other side is a long drop with rocks at the bottom. It’s



on the side of a hill that leads to a farm. Mom wouldn’t have taken that
route, not when in the next field there is a public footpath. Someone—
Iris—made her take that route so she could push her.”

“Babe, why?” he breathes. His eyes are wide and jaw hanging
slightly open.

“I found a book in Mom’s closet. It was about child psychology and
mental illness in children. I think Mom suspected something was
wrong with Iris and Iris found out.”

“Ivy, you're accusing your sister of murdering two people—and
one of them is her own mother.”

“Yes,” I reply. “I just need to prove it.”

“How?”

“I don’t know. But I have to figure out exactly what happened to
Kat first.”

“How do you plan to do that?”

I shrug. “I'll work it out. She must have at least one person in her
school who was friends with her still. I'll find them and go from there.”

“How did she die?”

“The posts on her Facebook suggest that she fell while taking a
selfie. Iris doesn’t have much strength, but she can shove someone.”

“Jesus, Ivy.”

“It’s a lot, I know.”

“How are you so matter-of-fact about this?”

“I have to be, Ty.” It’s eating me up. I can’t think about much else
other than what my sister is doing and has done. “I can either sit back
and wait to see if anyone else figures it out, or I can take control. I

haven’t had control of my own life since she moved here, and I'm done
with that.”

He shakes his head. “If you'’re right about this, she could turn on

»

you.

“She already has. Look at everything that’s happened. She’s
alienated me from my friends, taken over the swim team, got everyone
on her side, convinced the teachers I'm a test thief, and tried to cause



problems between us by sending that picture.”

“That was Iris?”

“I know it was. I found a burner phone in her room. A really old
one that had the battery drained and no charger.”

“Where did she get the picture?”

“My guess is someone on the football team. If it was a cheerleader,

it would have been leaked by now. All she had to do is go through
someone’s phone at a party and find it.”

“The picture was old, right? Wouldn’t it be buried? The number of
selfies people take alone...”

“Folders, Ty. I have tons of named folders in my photos.”

“That’s crazy.”

“That’s Iris.”

“What are you going to do now? You should go to your dad.”

I laugh, but there is no humor in my voice. “He doesn’t even
believe I wouldn’t steal. You really think he, or anyone, would think
I'm telling the truth when I spill this secret?”

His shoulders drop because he knows I'm right.

It’s okay. I have time to make things right. Now that Iris isn’t in
most of my classes, I'm concentrating better. The teachers will see
that; Dad will notice the change. I'm working on gaining trust all while
snooping for things to cause doubt in Iris. I'm going to start by talking
about her old friends to Dad. You know, why don’t we reach out to
them and see if they want to visit.

First, though, I need to back off from her and let her think she’s
winning.

Iris has started this at a sprint but in a marathon, you have to pace
yourself. She’s going to burn out and I won’t have even broken a sweat.

My time is coming, and my sister is going down.
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Iris followed me to school in her car. We have an unspoken rule to not
leave our house together. Neither of us wants to be in the other’s
company. She can’t have waited longer than twenty seconds.

Is it just my rule, then? We’ve been avoiding each other all week.

I get out of my car and watch her drive past to a spot closer to the
building. She parks near Ellie’s car.

I cross the lot, turning my head from the blistering sun. It’'s much
hotter today than yesterday. The air is dry, and I think a storm is
coming, but right now we’re in the hotter-than-hell stage.

Jogging up the steps outside school, I shove the door open and
walk toward my locker. Ty will meet me there, but until I see him, my
heart beats with nerves.

I bite my bottom lip and keep my eyes on my end goal. The
assistant principal’s voice comes over the speaker. “Would Ivy Mason
please come to the principal’s office?”

I let out a small gasp. I'm not supposed to see him until the end of
the month when he checks in to discuss my behavior. It’s absurd. I've
never been in trouble before. Now, thanks to Iris, 'm a regular in the
principal’s office. Yet, he doesn’t see the connection either.

Everything is being blamed on Mom’s death, not Iris’s presence.

I turn around slowly because my locker is in the opposite direction
of where I've been summoned. I'm not aware of Iris doing anything
else, but when do I ever get a memo?

“What’s she done now?” a voice whispers behind me as I make the
walk of shame.

I'm not going to look back and see who it was. It doesn’t matter.



Everyone is talking about me anyway. People who don’t even know me
are talking about me. It’s a small school, but I keep to myself.

I walk into the assistant principal’s office, trying to stay calm.

“Ivy Mason is here,” the secretary calls out, looking up at me over
a folder.

It’s a manila folder but I would assume mine is sitting on the
principal’s desk with him poring over it.

“You can go in, Ivy.”

“Ivy, take a seat,” Principal Grant says, clearing his throat as I
open the door.

“Okay,” I whisper, my throat suddenly dryer than the air outside.

My jellied legs carry me to his desk. I sit down opposite him.
“What is this about?”

I sit down and curl my fingertips into my palms.

“This morning, when the pool was checked, it was found that the
chlorine level was thirty PPM. We have had to cancel the next swim
meet, and if the water cannot be treated, we will have to drain the
pool.”

My eyes widen. “Oh my God.” A safe level is between three and
five for our pool.

His dark eyes pierce into mine like he’s waiting for something.

Oh.

My palm slams down on my chest. “You think I did it?”

“We're speaking to a few people. But, Ivy, you have recently been
removed from the team and there have been other...issues.”

“I would never do that! I'm doing everything I can to prove that I
haven’t done all the things I've been accused of so I can get back on the

team. I would never do anything to the pool or to hurt the team.
Please, you have to believe me.”

“Can you tell me where you were last night?”

“At home,” I reply. “I didn’t do this. I'm training hard to impress a
scout from Stanford!”

My skin prickles from the heat flooding my scalp and fingertips.



The accusation makes me feel sick. And what’s worse is that it’s going
to be so hard to get anyone to believe me. I'm the obvious choice.

My lungs feel like they’re being squeezed in a vise. The team will
blame me. Coach too. I'll never get a scholarship.

“Who was with you, Ivy?”

I shake my head, tears welling in my eyes and blurring my vision.
“No one until my dad got back at ten.”

“Where was your sister?”

At the pool, setting me up.

I didn’t think she could sink much lower than she has. I thought
she would get bored when she got what she wanted. She has my

friends, my spot on the team, everyone eating out of her hands. Even
Dad is looking at me differently.

My heart beats too fast as my Stanford dream sinks to the bottom
of the thirty PPM pool.

“I don’t know. She said she was going out after school but didn’t
tell me where or with who.”

She doesn’t tell me anything these days. Unless Dad is present,
then she’s all about helping Ivy through her breakdown.

“Ivy, this is very serious.”

“I know,” I croak. “Hopefully they’ll find out who did it because it
wasn’t me. I want my name cleared, and I want my shot at a

scholarship. I've worked too hard to sabotage myself! I wouldn’t do
that to the team either. I love those girls.”

He holds his palms up. “No one is accusing you.”

My eye twitches. “You've called me in here to question where I was
last night.”
“Like I said, you won’t be the only one I speak with.”

“But I'm the first, so that tells me a lot. I know that things have
been falling apart recently,” I say, careful not to sound too defensive
but also not admitting any fault, “but I'm not stupid.”

“No one could ever accuse you of being stupid, Ivy. You're a
straight-A student.”



“What else do you need from me?” I ask.

He threads his fingers together and lays his hand on the desk.
“Only the truth.”

“I went straight home from school. I was going to watch Ty’s
practice, but I decided not to, since people—and by people, I mean
cheerleaders—aren’t that friendly anymore. When I got home, I
worked on an essay for English Lit, made some pasta for dinner, and
watched Netflix. I didn’t leave my house again until this morning.”

“Okay,” he says, nodding. “Did you speak to anyone?”

“Ty, when he got home from practice.”

“What time was that?”

This is sounding more and more like an interrogation.

“Around five. I didn’t do this.”

He looks straight through me like he doesn’t believe a word I'm
saying.

“I would never do anything to the pool.”

“All right, Ivy. You can go.”

“I can?”

No calling my dad in? No suspension?

“I have a few more people to speak to.”

Reading between the lines there: Then I'll come back and find you.

The rest of the day passes so painfully slowly that I want to whack my
head against something. I walk down the hallway, and at the end is
Iris, standing with a big group of people and laughing. Haley and
Sophie stand with her on one side, Ellie and cheerleaders on the other.
A few of the football team are scattered around too.

I take a deep breath as my heart drops to the floor.

The whispers around school are obviously that Ivy ruined the pool
out of revenge.

Is this what Iris wanted? To be surrounded by people who are



eating out of her hand while I'm standing alone? It doesn’t make any
sense.

To get out of school, I need to walk past them.
I keep my head up and straight as I walk.
Whispers bite at my skin as I pass them.

Iris laughs and says, “I have no idea.”

I'm unsure of the question, but her snarky tone makes me think it
was about me.

Neither Sophie nor Haley jumps to defend me. The sting of their
betrayal cuts through my heart, and I wince.

Nope, I'm not giving any of them the satisfaction of seeing me
upset. If they can ditch me so easily, then they never were very good
friends. That doesn’t stop it from hurting, though. I thought they were
real.

I shove the door open and my footsteps falter. It’s pouring.
Pushing off my back leg, I jog down the stairs.

Rain pelts my skin like hundreds of tiny darts. Covering what I can
of my forehead to protect my eyes, I head for my car.

A chill runs up my spine as someone falls into step with me.
I glance to the side and see a mirror image staring back.
“What do you want?” I snap at Iris.

“To make sure you're okay.”

I stop, half because I want to be able to hear her properly and half
because her words have shocked me to my core. Not that I believe
them for one second, but the very fact that she can even say them with
a straight face is testament to her deviousness.

My muscles lock as I think about everything she has taken from
me.

What would be the point in holding back now? I have no
credibility; the whole world thinks I'm lying.

Haley and Sophie are still mad at me...all because of Iris’s
interfering. Like everyone else, they believe the wrong twin. I've lost
the relationship I once had with my dad, my friends, my chance at



Stanford.
I have nothing left.
“Did you kill Kat?” I ask.

There’s a bigger question, one that hovers over my head like the
gray clouds above me. I want to know. I want the truth about my
mom’s death, but I'm so scared that she’ll confirm what I already
know.

What do I even do when she admits it all?

Will the police believe me if my own friends and family don’t?

If I tell, I will lose Dad.

Our relationship is hanging by a thread. He thinks I hate Iris and
want her gone. Every time I bring something up, he shuts me down
and acts like I'm the one with the problem.

She’s manipulative, and I don’t know how to take her down
because I'm not pure evil.

“Iris, what did you do to Kat?” I repeat.

There’s a reason we’re doing this out in the middle of the parking
lot.

Who could record a confession over the noise of vehicles driving
past, students chatting, laughing, and shouting?

A slow grin tugs across Iris’s lips. “I followed her. She had to know
it wasn’t nice that she was talking behind my back. Kat always said too

much. You shouldn’t have gone there, Ivy. Her blood is on your
hands.”

“What?” I spit. “You'’re trying to blame me for this? You are the
one who killed her. Tell me what you did!”

“You already know, Ivy. She was taking a selfie and fell in a river.
All for a silly picture.”

“She didn’t fall.”
Iris laughs. “Well...she had a little bit of help.”
“Did you push her? Did she even know you were there?”

“We spoke. She accused me of the most heinous crime. Children
murdering their own parents.” She shakes her head, and I press my



hand to my stomach, which is roiling with nausea. “See you at home.”
She turns and slowly walks across the lot to her car, not caring that
water is cascading down her.

She’ll see me at home. She’s going to start talking when we get
home.

I unlock my car and jump in.
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Iris gets home first because I was parked farther from the exit. Not
that it really matters. We’re having this out right now.

I pull the parking brake, leap out of the car, and run inside. She’s
already in the house, and I don’t want to give her the opportunity to
lock herself in her room.

She doesn’t, though. She leaves the front door wide open.

I kick it shut behind me, and she stares back with her hands on her
hips.

This is it.

The enormity of what she’s done to my beautiful mom hits me like

a freaking tsunami and I hunch like she’s punched me in the chest.
“Why, Iris?” I demand as tears roll down my cheeks.

She shakes her head. “Poor perfect Ivy. You had everything and
you didn’t care!”

“What makes you think I didn’t care about what I had?”

“You have the perfect group of friends who would do anything for
you. Tyler would cut off his arm to make you happy. You're successful
on the swim team. You get straight As.”

“Iris!” I snap. “Friendships work both ways. I put in the effort with
them too. I study for those As, and I was in the pool every opportunity
I got. Nothing magically happened for me. I worked my ass off for it
all. You can look in and assume that I got lucky but that’s not what
happened. This is never going to work for you if you take what you
want without earning it.”

She tilts her head. “Look around, Ivy. It’'s worked. I've already
taken everything I want.”



“But why? What do you think you're going to get out of this?”

“I wanted what you have,” she says without hesitation, no sign of
guilt or remorse in her steady voice.

“You could have it. Why can’t you see that? You don’t need to
make me look bad to make yourself look good. One day it will all fall
apart—everyone will know what you’ve done, and you’ll be left with
nothing. Do you think Dad will forgive that? He won’t. No one is going
to be behind you, and it will be all your fault.”

“Wow, you really underestimate me. Don’t assume that anyone
will find out anything. I know what I'm doing. I've planted exam
papers and wrecked a pool without leaving a trace of evidence.”

I smirk. Not because I'm sure of myself, but because I want her to
think that I am. Besides, I already know what she’s done. But the
reality is, I have no idea what’s going to happen. I'm not
underestimating her. I'm scared, but I will never allow her to know
that.

“Iris, I saw through you. I knew there was something wrong with
you, and a couple of people have been asking me rather interesting
questions about you recently. Especially after your old bestie was
found in a river. It’s only a matter of time, and I can’t wait.”

Iris’s eyes narrow into slits. “You have no idea who you’re dealing
with. Be grateful it’s only your friends and swim team that you’ve lost.”

Is this it? Is my sister about to admit to murder?

“Please, what else are you going to do? Cut my hair in my sleep?
Tell everyone what a terrible person I am? Oh, wait, you've already
done that and I'm still standing.”

Her nostrils flare. “Don’t push me, Ivy.”

“Me push you? I'm pretty sure you're the one who’s been doing all
the pushing. You know, I have no idea how the police haven’t
connected the dots yet. Mom falls. Kat falls. Now, what or who is the
link between those two? Oh, that’s right...” I stare into her cold,
heartless eyes. “It’s you.”

“If that could be proven, you would have gone to the police by
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now.



Her words punch the air right out of my lungs. She isn’t denying it.
Our mom and her old best friend. If she’s willing to hurt—kill—them,
she’s willing to do anything.

What’s her goal? “You want my life. Iris, you have it. So
what’s next?”

“What?” she asks, as if she’s never thought about anything past
stealing the world from me.

“You have my life. Now you have to maintain it. You get to spend
the next two years swimming four times a week, meeting up with the
girls at the diner, pretending to care about Leo’s interests, and busting
your butt to maintain my grades. For someone who doesn’t want to
put the effort in, it seems like an awful lot of work.”

Her face pales but she holds eye contact.

Nope, she hasn’t thought this through. It’s one thing to take
everything I have, but it’s another to keep it.

“Enjoy your weekly milkshake and listening to Leo give you a play-
by-play of every game. It’s exactly what you deserve.”

“My God, you're a bitch. I should have killed you when I had the
chance.”

My spine straightens. When did she have the chance? I mean, she
can’t exactly suffocate me in my sleep. That would be far too obvious.

She could be messing with me, of course.

“Like you did with Mom and Kat?” I ask. My voice is unbelievably
calm considering my heart is racing so fast I feel dizzy.

“You have no idea what Mom was really like, Ivy.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“The boyfriend, Carl, became much more important than me. She
was so blinded.” Iris rolls her eyes. “She couldn’t see what was going
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on.

My blood runs cold. Carl. That’s the man Mom was seeing. The
man in the photos. “What was going on? Iris, did he hurt you?”

She recoils, her head whipping back like I’d hit her. “Of course not!
Carl and I were going to be together, but she always got in the way of



»

us.

I shake my head. “Be together?” That sure sounds like he was
being inappropriate. Grooming her.

“I know he wanted me too. I could tell.”

Wait, what?

“How do you know that? He was with Mom. What did he do to
you?”

She rolls her eyes. “He did nothing to me, but he wanted to. I

could tell every time he looked at me that he wanted to kiss me. Carl
took me on dates.”

“Dates?” I think I'm getting whiplash with all this conflicting
information.

“If my car was in the garage, he would pick me up and take me for
coffee, or order in when Mom was away, and we’d eat in front of a
movie.”

“Iris, that sounds like normal things you do for your girlfriend’s
kid.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about. You weren’t there! He
was only with her to spend time with me. There were looks. He tried to
deny it, but you can’t deny chemistry like that. We fell in love.”

That doesn’t sound like love to me. “So he never touched you or
told you that he wanted you?”

“God, Ivy, did you hear what I just said? He didn’t need to tell me.
It was clear from everything he’d done for me that he wanted me. I
wanted him too, but Mom was in the way.”

So Iris was obsessed. He wasn’t interested in a schoolgirl, but she
wouldn’t accept that. My god, she’s delusional, mistaking kindness for
love.

“Can you hear yourself? He never touched you or gave you any
indication that he was interested, yet you still believed he wanted you?
He wanted a sixteen-year-old psycho over our kind, driven, sane
mother.”

Her pale eyes seem to darken with evil. “She was sending him



away!”
“What?”
“She was cheating on him and he was going to leave!” she screams.
“You're lying!”
She laughs. “Our mother was a slut.”
I grind my teeth, my fists clenching.

“He was the best man I have ever met, and she was sending him
away because she was sleeping with her personal trainer!”

“What?”

“He wanted to be with me, but we would never have a chance if
she made him leave. Coming to the apartment to see her was his cover
to see me.”

Slowly, I shake my head. “Can you hear yourself right now? You
sound so naive.”

“Shut up, you don’t know anything,” she spits. “She ruined
everything for me. She deserved to die!”

Anger swallows me whole. Fire burns in my veins and I launch
myself forward, slamming into Iris and curling my nails into her skin.

She screams, but her shock only lasts seconds before she grabs my
hair and pulls.

Pain slices through my scalp, and I push myself forward with such
force, Iris tumbles over.

I land on top of her and claw at the skin covering her shoulders.

“Ivy!” Dad bellows. I hear his voice, but Iris has her hand fisted in
my hair, and I can’t move. “Ivy, get off her.”

Oh God. My heart sinks.

“Let go!” I scream, whipping my body from side to side to get her
away.

I might be the one on top, but Iris is making sure I can’t get off.

“Ivy, no!” Dad’s arm wraps around my waist and at that very
second, Iris’s grip loosens. He lifts me off her like he’s just rescued her.

Iris burst into tears, her chest caving as she sobs.



Oh, so we can control the water works, can we? Crazy witch.

Dad grips my upper arm, forcing me to look at him. “What the hell
were you doing?”

“Defending myself! She ran at me after she admitted she pushed
Mom off that bridge and Kat into a river!”

Iris’s mouth drops wide open.
“Ivy!” Dad glares at me like I'm some stranger.

Granted, I should have had that conversation with him in a
different manner, but he has to know what she’s done.

“No, Dad. I'm so over being the bad one when I have done nothing
wrong. All I have done since she first arrived is try to make things
easier for her. Everything that has happened has been her! You know
me and you know this isn’t who I am.”

He shakes his head. “Ivy, you have been caught doing some of
those things.”

“No, there has been convenient evidence. That’s completely
different. No one has seen me do anything because I haven’t done
anything.”

Iris holds her cheek and pushes herself to her feet.

I roll my eyes. I guess I'm supposed to have injured her cheek.
There is no mark but I'm going to take a shot in the dark here and say
that doesn’t matter.

It’s like she has some sort of spell on everyone.

“Okay,” Dad says slowly, letting go of my arm. “No one is to move
until I say so. You both need to calm down, and I need to get to the
bottom of this.”

“Dad, she has accused me of killing my mom,” Iris says, her voice
rough like she’s recovering from a throat infection. I stop myself
rolling my eyes this time. “How can she say something like that?”

“I also accused you of killing your ex—best friend. You know, the
one you cut out of your crew and tried to push down the stairs. There
seems to be a bit of a theme, don’t you think?”

“Ivy, enough,” Dad snaps.



Really?

Crossing my arms over my chest, I take a breath. I'm not sure
Meera’s breathing techniques will work right now. They’re good, but
they’re not showdown-with-your-murderous-twin good.

Dad’s eyes glaze over as he stares at me.

My face falls and my scalp prickles. “Dad,” I whisper.
He believes her and not me.

“Dad, come on.”

“Ivy, I walked in here and saw you on top of your sister. What am I
supposed to think?”

“Dad, you have to believe me,” I say, adrenaline coursing through
my veins. I don’t look at Iris—all my energy is on Dad. “Iris killed
Mom. Iris killed Kat.” I take a deep, shuddering breath. “When I
confronted her about everything, vandalizing the pool, Kat, Mom, she
admitted to it all. All the crap that’s gone wrong, the test papers,
messing with my friends, planting pictures of Mom and her boyfriend
in my room, making you think me and Ty were having sex, telling Ty
that Logan tried to kiss me at a party. All of it was her.” Everything is
pouring out of me.

My dad is quiet for a moment. He isn’t looking at my sister. “Ivy,
why would she do that?”

Iris is suddenly very quiet. Now she gets to sit back and watch the
show she’s directing. Well, I'm taking over from here.

“Jealousy. She did the same to Kat, making people think she’d
done all of this crap and then cutting her out.”

He rubs his forehead roughly. “Why is she jealous, Ivy?”

“Because I had my spot on the team, excellent grades, awesome
friends, and a great boyfriend. In her eyes I had it all and she had
nothing. She was obsessed with the guy Mom was dating. He turned
her down, so I think that’s when she knew she had to get Mom out of
the way.” I address my sister. “Only it didn’t go to plan, did it, Iris? He
rejected you and moved away.” Turning back to Dad, I add, “That’s
why Iris was out so much those first few days.”



Dad looks at Iris.

Yes, come on, Dad. See through her lies.

“Iris?”

I put my hands on my hips. Time to answer, bitch.

Slowly, she shakes her head. “Carl? You think I wanted Mom’s
boyfriend? Ivy, he was, like, old and stuff. I mean, he was cool and all,
but ew. Look, Ivy, I get why you're so upset, but I haven’t done any of
those things. You're not thinking straight. Ever since Mom died, you've
been so different, and we know you barely sleep anymore. You need
help, Ivy. More help than Meera can give you.”

Of course. Here comes the denial.

“I would applaud if this wasn’t so freakin’ tragic, Iris. Can you even
hear yourself? Take a step back and think about your life choices,
because this is all going to bite you on the ass.”

“Stop,” Dad says, raising a palm at each of us. “Ivy, love, I do think
we need to seek out some more...professional help for you. No one is
here to blame you, but this has to stop. You're accusing your sister of
murder. Do you understand that?”

Fire burns in my chest. “I understand that perfectly! I'm not the
one who needs locking up. Iris is!”

“No one is talking about locking anyone up,” he says, his voice soft
yet firm. He’s doing that thing where he treats me like a child again.

I meet his eyes, pleading with him to believe me. “Dad, I'm telling
the truth. She admitted it.”

His forehead creases, but he doesn’t react beyond that. “Ivy, think
about this. We've never heard of this Carl, and Iris has never
mentioned him.”

“I've done nothing but think about this!”

Oh my God, what is going to happen to me now? He’s going to side
with her. I gasp for breath, my lungs feeling like they’ve collapsed
under the weight of Iris’s lies. The room seems smaller, shrinking by
the second as the air in one massive rush sends me plummeting to my
knees.



“Ivy!” Dad shouts, crouching down. “Iris, call 911.”
I shake my head, my eyes so wide they hurt. “Dad, I—”

They’re talking about more help. What help? Will I be sent
somewhere? They can’t just get rid of me like I'm a nuisance pet. Dad
wouldn’t do that to me; he couldn’t.

Iris might have everyone fooled, but she can’t stop him from
loving me.

“Ivy, breathe in and out,” Dad orders, his face pale with worry.

He’s scared. But his fear is nothing compared to the chilling terror
I feel as I finally realize Iris has won.

I try to suck in a breath, but nothing is happening. My eyes widen
and I slam my hand into my lungs. Oh God, work!

Dad’s face blurs; then I'm falling into the abyss.
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When I wake up, my head is throbbing. I press on my temple and
groan. The last thing I remember is fighting with Iris. Then Dad split
us up.

My mouth parts in a gasp. He sided with her. Even though I told
him everything, all of the crap that she’s done to me, the fact that she
killed Mom and Kat...he didn’t believe me.

I flick my eyes open. What the...

I'm not in my room. The walls here are a pale sage green. The
sheets over me are white and stiff. Hospital.

“Dad?” I croak, sitting up. I hold my head as the world slides to the
side. It hurts so bad. I run my fingers over my hair, feeling my head,
looking for a cause of the pain.

“Hello?” I call, looking around.
I'm not hooked up to anything, so I can’t be injured that badly.

“Ivy, hi,” a lady in blue scrubs says as she walks into my room with
a wide smile. She looks like she’s glad to see me.

“Where am I1?”

“You’re at Rose Haven Institute. Don’t worry, you're going to be
okay. You collapsed at home and hit your head. How do you feel?”

Rose Haven Institute? That’s not a regular hospital. “My head
hurts. Why am I here?”

She smiles gently. “You’re here for a forty-eight-hour observation.”
“What? Why are you doing that? What are you observing?”
“Your dad tells us that you've had a difficult time recently.”
Heat rushes to my face. I grip the sheets underneath me. No.



“She’s gone and done it.”
“What’s that, Ivy?”
“Iris...This is what she planned all along.”

The nurse smiles again. “Let’s get you out of the first aid suite and
to your room. You’ll be able to see your dad then. The doctor will be by
in an hour to speak with you and explain in detail what’s going to
happen.”

I barely hear her because of the shrill ringing in my ears. This can’t
be happening.

The nurse leads me to a room. My legs move on autopilot. I can’t
believe I'm staying here for two days. There is nothing wrong with me.

Dad is standing in the room with his hands behind his back.

When he hears us walk in, he turns. “Ivy, how are you—"

“Why did you bring me here?” I snap.

“I'm sorry. I don’t want to do this, but I have to get you the help
you need.”

I shake my head, my eyes filling with tears. “Dad, this is a mistake.
I shouldn’t be here. You can’t leave me here!”

My eyes fly around the room. The walls are plain, not white like I
expected, but it’s not many shades off. There is a single bed and a desk.
A couple of books sit on the desk, but I have no desire to sit here and
read.

I have no desire to be here at all.

“Right now, this is where you need to be, Ivy. I promise everything
will be all right once you’re better.”

I stare at my dad, wondering how he could have let this happen.
When did he stop being able to see the truth in my eyes? “I'm not sick,
Dad.”

“This is only a small chapter in your life. When you’re out, the
three of us can start afresh.”

I'm in an institution.

They’ve locked me up because I didn’t pass whatever observations
they’ve been doing. No one believes me. They believe Iris.



For him to believe that a few days of therapy will make all this
better is laughable. Why would I want to share a house with my twin
after this?

This is what she wanted all along. I take a raspy breath and steady
myself against the wall with my palm. She wasn’t satisfied to take over
my life, to steal my friends, to make me look bad; she wanted me out
of the way.

Iris doesn’t want a twin, and now she doesn’t have one.

“Dad, please take me home,” I plead. “You all have this so wrong. I
haven’t done anything.”

“I can’t, Ivy. As much as I want to, I can’t.”
“Sure, you can. Just go and discharge me.”

“That’s not how it works, sweetheart. This isn’t forever. You have
all the help and support you need in here. When you’re ready, we’ll be
waiting.”

We. Him and Iris.

She’s not going to want me home. My sister is the reason I'm here.
Everything she has done was designed to make me look crazy.

I can never go home.

I turn away from my dad. I don’t recognize him at all anymore.
The man who would fight for me, take my word above all else, is gone.
If he can be manipulated by his other daughter into something this
big, then I don’t need him.

“Ivy, love, don’t be angry. Your doctor thinks it would be a good
idea if you allow Iris to visit. She’s desperate to see you.”

“She’s desperate to gloat.”
“Ivy, Iris does not—"

“Save it, Dad,” I say, cutting him off. “One day you’ll see you that
you locked the wrong daughter up, and it'll be too late for us.” It’s
already too late. Iris has taken everything from me. but she won’t have
my sanity, and I won’t give her the satisfaction of seeing me in here.

I'll play along. I'll get better. I'll get out. Then I'll get revenge.
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Today’s my sixth day here. I'm trapped in my room until we’re allowed
out for breakfast. They think I'm too dangerous to be on the outside,
but no one seems to question whether we’re all too dangerous to be
around each other in here.

When I finish breakfast, I return to my room.

“Ivy,” Dr. Finney says. She leans against the door frame and offers
me a kind smile. Her graying hair is pulled into a bun. “You have a
visitor this morning,”

I sit up straight as Meera walks into my room. “Hello, Ivy.”

“Meera!” She’s my last hope. Meera has been inside my head since
Mom died. She will be able to see the truth here.

The doctors will listen to her; she’s a professional, like them. Her
opinion matters.

“How are you doing?” she asks.

Dr. Finney leaves us to it, and Meera takes the seat by my desk.
She turns it around to face me.

“Not great. No matter what I say or how many times I tell them
what Iris has done, no one believes me. They mostly keep telling me to
take medication. That’s not going to do anything because I'm not ill.”

She tilts her head to the side. “No one thinks you're ill, Ivy.”
“They think I've had a mental breakdown after Mom’s death.”

“That doesn’t make a person insane. Please don’t think of yourself
as that.”

I don’t. I think Iris is that.
“I think you should have a supervised conversation with Iris. It



will provide you with the clarity you need.”
Clarity? What is she talking about? I'm totally clear.
My pulse quickens. “What are you saying?”

“Ivy, I'm trying to help you.” She stands back and nods to someone
in the hallway.

No.

Iris walks into my room with a victorious smile. She’s wearing a
dark skirt, pink tank top, and high heels, her lips a glossy nude. Her
hair is pulled up into a bun.

“I have nothing to say to her,” I tell the traitorous Meera.

“Ivy, facing up to reality is the first step to getting better. No one
wants to see you in here indefinitely.”

“Iris does.”

My twin rolls her empty eyes. “You're ill, Ivy. Take the help. Me
and Dad want you home.”

“Shut up!” I snap. “Why did you bring her here, Meera? I don’t
want to see her ever again!”

“Iris and I have been meeting for a few weeks now. Having both
sides has been very enlightening.”

A few weeks? I shuffle back on the bed. She’s been plotting much
more heavily than I thought. Meera was my last hope, my chance to
get out of here. Iris knew that; she knew where this was headed and
planned accordingly, getting to Meera herself.

“You're finally seeing things clearly,” I whisper. “All you're seeing
is what she wants you to. How can you not get that?”

Meera is smart; she’s supposed to read between the lines and see
what’s in the shadows.

Iris has charmed her, spun the whole thing to make me look like
the one who has been setting her up.

“Get out,” I tell them. “Don’t ever visit me again.”
Meera holds her hands up. “Ivy, I want to help you.”
“Get out!” I scream.



“T’ll get a doctor,” she says softly.
Meera can get whoever she likes as long as she’s gone.

Iris’s smile grows as we hear Meera’s footsteps echo down the hall
and fade.

“You look awful, Ivy.”

“Screw you!”

She laughs, and the sound makes my stomach roll with nausea.
“Seen Tyler lately?”

The pain in my chest spreads, radiating through my whole body. I
haven’t seen him at all.

“He doesn’t want you anymore, not since you made all of this stuff
up. He’s angry that you sent him the picture of Logan kissing you.”

My face falls. “What?”
“Duh, the burner phone in your desk.”
“Your phone.”

She shrugs. “No, I'm pretty sure it belongs to you. Why else would
it be hidden in your desk with old pictures of Mom and a charger?”

“You need to be tested.”

She rolls her vacant blue eyes. “You’d know all about that.”
Folding her arms, she scans my room with her nose slightly upturned.

I can’t wait until everyone realizes the wrong twin is in here.
“Looking at your future, Iris? This room will be yours soon.”

“Oh, please. You've proved youre unstable on more than one
occasion. Thinking someone is after you in the locker room.”

I tilt my head, a small smile pulling at my lips. “How would you
know about that? I mean, you weren’t there, right?”

“I wasn’t...but Sophie was.”
The smile drops in an instant. “You’re lying.”

Is she, though? The following day Sophie could barely look at me.
After that she was more distant. But she wouldn’t do that to me.

“Nope. It was my idea, of course. I take full credit. Sophie has been
angry with you for a while. It was surprisingly easy to get her to freak



you out and put you in your place. You think you’re so much better
than her.” Iris laughs. “That’s basically all I had to say to get her to
agree. Ellie was obviously much easier to convince. Though getting her
to pick up the mouse was a nightmare!”

“No.” I shake my head as bile hits my throat.
God, she’s not lying. Sophie really did that to me.

My eyes prickle with tears that I will not allow Iris to witness me
shed. I take a deep breath. Sophie was manipulated; it’s not her fault.

It still hurts so much, though.
“You're sick.”

“Sure, sure. But you’re the one in the hospital. Funny, right?
Logan sends his love. Surprisingly, he’s the only one who still asks
after you.” She laughs. “To think that he was on your side when you
got booted from the team.” Iris rolls her eyes. “He was so easy, it was
almost embarrassing, telling him you said he’s a crap kisser. All I had
to do to turn him against you was bruise his ego. It was then that he
admitted to knowing about the photo of you two all along.”

What? Is that the truth? Because he seemed shocked when Ty
received it.

But there isn’t one person in my life who hasn’t surprised me by
turning their back on me.

My friends, Dad...Ty. None of them believe me even a little
anymore.

Iris laughs. “Your face is priceless. Todd took the photo and Logan
found out ages ago. I knew there was something between you two
when you acted weird around him. So I helped him open up by giving
him beer at a party, and he showed me the picture.” She shrugs one
shoulder. “It didn’t take much to send it to myself after that. I must
admit, he’s a better actor than I thought, pretending he knew nothing
about it.”

I look away, each confession like a blow to the chest.
“Leave, Iris.”
She grins. “Now, you're going to take your meds and play chess



like a good girl. You ever think about trying to get anyone to believe
your story and I'll end you. You're the crazy sister. And remember,
hon, if you ever get ‘better’ ”—she uses air quotes—“you’ll be tried as a
sane person in the death of Mom and Kat. I've heard awful things
about juvie.”

My chest burns. I curl my hands into fists. “Their deaths were
ruled to be accidents.”

“Only because they never found the shoes from the second set of
prints. I made it look like the owner of those shoes ran a different path
and not with Mom, but if they found them with the same dirt from the
farm and from the riverbank in your bedroom...” She shrugs.

“What is wrong with you?” I breathe, my body frozen with shock.

“Looks a bit odd that crazy Ivy Mason would have dirt on her
shoes from the scenes of two accidental deaths. Couple that with Kat’s
old sweater she lent me found in your room along with pictures of
Mom and Carl...Who knows what the police will think of all that?”

Oh my God.

Iris shrugs and spins on her heel. Glancing over her shoulder, she
chirps, “Stay crazy, sis.”
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