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CHAPTER ONE—THE NOT SO NICE GIRLS 

 

We pulled up to the curb, and my mother shifted her 

maroon Corolla into park. She reached out her hand and rubbed 

my back.  

“Are you sure you want to go to school? We can wait if 

you’re not ready,” she said with a pained gaze in her hazel eyes. 

Her blonde hair fell to her shoulders and draped over her cheeks.  

“Mom, Dr. Shaw said I’m ready to go back to school.” 

“Do you want me to come in with you?”  

I didn’t answer her right away; instead, I cast a vacant gaze 

at my new school, a tall brown bricked building painted with 

windows. Wide stairs led to three sets of glass doors, and just 

above them the words Willowdale High were written in big white 

letters. A tall oak tree stood amidst colourful leaves strewn across 

the grass. I observed all the students milling about, each in their 

own cliques.  

“No, it’s okay,” I said as I unbuckled my seatbelt and bit 

my lip.  

“Okay…well…have a good first day.” She gently touched 

my head with her hand. “Remember to check in with the doctor if 

you need to.”   

“Yes, Mom. Stop worrying. I’ll be fine,” I said, shooting 

her a smirk as I stepped out of the car and closed the door behind 

me. 

“I’ll be here to pick you up after school,” she yelled out the 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

2

window just before she drove away. I really have to get my own 

car, I thought.   

As I paced into the school, I had a knot in my stomach. 

With the California breeze whirling around my long blonde hair, I 

trekked up the stairs and pulled open one of the double doors; 

immediately, the stench of bleach stifled my nose. Tall, angular 

stairs towered to the right, and faux leather couches sat to my left. I 

saw what appeared to be a library screened behind a row of tall 

windows and shelves of books across the foyer, which was 

occupied by students wearing designer label clothing.  

In search of a bathroom, I roamed past the foyer towards 

the hallway. As I shoveled through the crowd of busy bodies, I 

spied the girls’ bathroom by a series of blue lockers. I dashed 

inside and went straight for the mirrors, where I gazed at my 

reflection as my blue eyes stared back at me. Flashes of my past 

invaded my head: the razor slashing my wrist; the blood oozing 

through my skin; the high I felt of feeling free, no longer forced to 

look at the same four walls for days…weeks…months...hidden 

away from the outside world.  

Suddenly, my thoughts escaped me. I grabbed hold of my 

wrist and lifted my sleeve to look at the scars I’d left behind. I then 

ran my hands back through my hair, feeling self-conscious. I 

examined my petite frame in my blue jeans, pink hoodie, and pink 

uggs. Most of the girls I’d seen seemed so chic, and everything I 

wore was anything but. There were so many good looking guys, 

but I knew none of them would notice me. My old school in 
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Deerwood, California, was much smaller, and most of the students 

there wore ordinary clothes. I had a group of friends and a best 

friend named Marisa. I blended in with everybody there, but here I 

was going to stick out like a sore thumb. Instead of a senior, I felt 

like a freshman all over again.  

The bell roared, so I scurried out of the bathroom into the 

hall, where I saw everybody scattering to their classes like roaches 

running away from the light. Within minutes, the hallway looked 

abandoned. I slid my backpack off my shoulder and put it on the 

floor, then unzipped it and pulled out the class schedule I’d 

received during summer orientation. Seeing that my first class was 

English, I wandered down the Language Arts wing to look for the 

classroom.  

Bleep.  

My Motorola screen glowed, and Mom flashed across the 

screen. Distracted by my mother’s incoming call, I accidently 

thudded into somebody, and my phone tumbled to the floor. 

“Oh crap!” 

“Sorry about that,” said a mysterious, deep voice.  

I looked up, and his smile caught my gaze. His thick 

eyebrows complimented his deep blue eyes. His short chestnut 

brown hair was spiked and cut to perfection. He had a square-

shaped face and a chiseled jawline. His straight nose was 

symmetrical to his full lips. Dark blue jeans concealed his 

muscular legs. He wore a black T-shirt with the words True Blood 

written in red and a pair of black and grey Nike running shoes. He 
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reminded me of Taylor Lautner from the Twilight movies. 

“That’s okay,” I said, grasping my phone as I stood up. 

Butterflies fluttered in my stomach.   

“Are you new here?”  

“Yeah…I just moved here, and today’s my first day.” I 

twirled a lock of hair between my fingers. “I’m just headed to my 

first class.” 

“Looks like we’re both late.” He flashed a wry grin. “Let 

me take a look.” He gently took the schedule from my hand. “Oh, 

you have English first period with Mrs. Hill. I know where that is. 

Follow me.”   

I would follow you anywhere, I thought. I couldn’t help 

noticing he had a great butt, too.  

I caught up to him as we walked through the halls. Most of 

the doors were closed, but a few were open. As we turned the 

corner, I could hear a teacher talking about functions. We stopped 

in front of a brown classroom door with a long rectangular window 

to the left. On the top right of the door was a small blue plaque 

with the number 201 in white letters.  

“Here you go,” he said as he handed me back my schedule. 

“See you ‘round.” 

“Thanks!”   

And just like that, he was gone.  

As I slowly opened the door, the teacher stopped talking 

and all attention was on me.  

“You must be Hanna Clark,” the teacher said. I nodded my 
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head. “Okay, please take a seat.”   

I treaded to an empty seat, behind a girl in the first row 

with shoulder length curly brown hair and glasses. The chair felt 

rigid against my thighs. The teacher stood in the front of the class 

and waited until I sat down to continue talking. To my left was a 

large window with a view of the street. I sat there for a moment 

and watched as people got on and off the city bus. When I turned 

to my right, my heart skipped a beat; a girl dressed in all black was 

giving me a heavy stare. She looked like she could have stepped 

out of an Addams Family movie. Her long straight ebony hair 

emphasized how pale her skin was. She had on tight black jeans 

with knee high black boots and a black corset. As she looked at me 

through dark lined eyes, it felt like she was looking into my soul.  

“I’m Brooke,” she said as her blood red lips formed a 

smile. 

I sat back in my chair and crossed my arms over my chest, 

wishing I was invisible. I smiled back, then immediately looked 

away.  

“Are you new here?” she whispered while the teacher 

murmured in the background. 

“Yeah…I just moved here from Deerwood. I’m Hanna.” 

“Where is Deerwood?” 

“It’s a small town a few hours away from here.” 

“Nice,” she said, nodding her head. I was fixated on her 

nose because it was pierced with a black hoop ring. 

I took my phone out of my pocket and decided to text 
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Marisa. We’ve been best friends forever, and I didn’t know how I 

was going to survive at this school without her. At my old school, 

we had almost every class together. We used to text each other, 

and we always had lunch together. I remember we always used to 

say we were going to be models and make lots of money. This one 

time, Magamy Model and Talent Agency came to our school 

because they were looking for promotional models for a new 

beverage called Ace Soda. In the end I chickened out, but Marisa 

went for it and ended up getting a job. I always thought she was 

pretty, with her long curly brown hair and hazel eyes. She’s five-

foot-eight, one hundred and twenty pounds, and she has big boobs. 

I’ve always been a little jealous of her because my boobs are so 

small. 

As I started to text Marisa about the hot guy I’d met in the  

hallway, Brooke whispered, “Don’t let Mrs. Hill catch you texting. 

She’ll bore you with a lecture and send you to the principal’s 

office.” 

“Thanks for the warning,” I whispered back.  

I looked up to make sure the teacher didn’t see me with my 

phone, then started to type; suddenly, I noticed I was being 

watched by a girl from across the room. She looked like she was 

going to audition for America’s Next Top Model. She had long 

brown hair with blonde streaks, and her eyebrows perfectly curved 

over her icy blue eyes. Her make-up was flawless. She wore a 

short plaid skirt and a tight pink button up wool sweater that 

showed off her tiny waist and big breasts. She also had on a pair of  
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pink Manolo Blahnik shoes. 

She shot me the evil eye as she put up her hand. “Uh, Mrs. 

Hill.” 

“Yes, Claire?” 

“The new girl is texting on her phone.” She looked at a 

couple of her friends, then looked at me, and all three of them 

laughed.  

“Hanna, I know you’re new and you’re not familiar with 

the rules, but there will be no texting in my class. Do I make 

myself clear?” Mrs. Hill said. 

I nodded my head and quickly put my phone back in my 

pocket.    

“What a bitch,” whispered Brooke. 

“I’m gonna guess she’s not part of the welcoming 

committee,” I quipped.  

Brooke smirked. “That’s Claire Miller. She’s the Queen 

Bee of Willowdale High. All the guys want to date her, and all the 

girls want to be her...well, except for me of course. She hangs with 

her demon friends, Katie Parks and Jessica Stone. She’s going out 

with the most popular guy in school, Josh Banks.” She rolled her 

eyes. “They hooked up at one of Angela Blaine’s parties, and 

they’ve been together ever since.” 

“Is there something you want to share with the class, 

Brooke?” the teacher asked sarcastically. 

“Actually, there is. I think Claire has a yeast infection 

because she keeps scratching her vajayjay. Maybe she should go 
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see the nurse.”   

Claire shot her a deadly stare as the class started laughing. I 

couldn’t believe she just said that. 

“Principal’s office now, Brooke!” yelled Mrs. Hill, pointing 

towards the door.  

Brooke looked at me and winked before she gathered her 

stuff and left. 

About forty minutes later, when I walked into my second 

period class, I was pleasantly surprised to see the hot guy I’d 

tumbled into that morning. Our eyes met, and for a moment 

everybody else in the room disappeared; the sound of the teacher’s 

voice soon brought me back to reality.  

There was an empty seat behind my new crush, so I 

decided to take it. I slipped my backpack off my shoulder and got 

out my notebook and pencil case, then zipped up the bag and hung 

it on the back of my chair. I found myself staring at the back of his 

head. As the smell of his cologne drifted towards my nose, I got 

flutters in my stomach. Suddenly, he twisted around in his chair to 

face me. 

“Do you have a...” He paused and gazed at me. 

“Hey…you’re…” He pointed his finger at me. 

“Hanna,” I said. His smile was seductive. 

“Right,” he replied. My palms began to sweat. “So…how 

did English class go?” I tried to stay calm despite the butterflies 

swirling all through my stomach. 

“It was…interesting.”   
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He smirked. “Yeah.” He scratched his eyebrow. “Mrs. Hill 

can be a real ball buster sometimes.” I tucked a lock of hair behind 

my ear and giggled. “I’m Josh, by the way.” 

“Nice to officially meet you, Josh.” My heart flip-flopped.  

“Anyway, you got a pencil I can borrow?” 

“Yeah…sure.”   

I unzipped my pencil case and searched for an extra pencil. 

When I found one, I handed it to him. 

“Thanks.” There was that smile again; geometry just 

became my favourite subject.  

*** 

Third period, I had geography. The classroom was drab, 

with a musty smell. I took a seat next to a chubby girl with a round 

face and pinched nose. She looked like she was pissed off about 

something. Our teacher was a scrawny little man with a comb over. 

He wore round tortoise shell glasses and had a long nose. I glanced 

at the blackboard, where he’d written Mr. Milner in white chalk. I 

started thinking about the series of events that forced me to change 

schools, the awful things I did to Simon; I could still hear the ear-

piercing shatter of glass in my head.  

The teacher slammed the class door shut, which snapped 

me out of my thoughts. 

*** 

Since I didn’t have any friends, I ended up eating lunch 

alone. I sat on the floor and nibbled on the tuna sandwich my 

mother had made me. My mother still makes my lunch; to her I’m 
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a fragile object, like a broken vase that was glued together but may 

fall apart at any moment. 

After I finished my lunch, I studied my schedule. A couple 

of rowdy guys walked by and tossed a football back and forth to 

each other. Chemistry, Family Studies, and World History; my 

afternoon classes were in that order.  

*** 

By the time the last bell rang, my head was spinning. I felt 

so out of place at this school, like I’d shown up at a party I wasn’t 

invited to. I sat on the steps outside the front of the building and 

waited for my mom to pick me up. A couple girls stood behind me, 

talking about a teacher they didn’t like. As one girl passed me on 

the steps, I recognized the long raven hair and black boots; it was 

Brooke.  

“Hey!” I called out.  

She turned around and smiled. “Hey! Deerwood girl!” I 

smirked. “Hanna…right?”   

I stood up and brushed some hair out of my face. “Yeah.” 

She stepped towards me. “So…how was your first day at 

Willowdale High?” 

“Different.” She nodded her head. “I can’t believe you said 

that to Claire in class today. In front of everybody!”    

She pulled her car keys out of her pocket. “Well, somebody 

had to put Barbie in her place.”   

As we both laughed, I saw my mom pull up to the curb. 

“My mom’s here…I gotta go,” I said as I hoisted my back 
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pack over my shoulder. 

“Cool. Well, see you ‘round, Deerwood girl,” Brooke 

called after me. 

I smiled and waved goodbye as I stepped towards my 

mom’s car. After I got in, I tossed my bag in the back seat.  

My mom smiled at me. “How was school?” she asked.  

I shrugged my shoulders. “It was okay.” 

“Just okay?” 

“Well…” I bit my lip. “I sorta met this guy…he’s really 

cute.” I smiled. She wrinkled her brow. “Don’t worry, Mom; it’s 

not like that.” 

“I’m sorry…it’s just that the last time–” 

“It’s not gonna be like last time!” I exclaimed.  

She returned to the steering wheel and started driving. The 

ride home was quiet. 

*** 

The next few weeks of school were a blur. I still had a ton 

of unpacking to do. Even though I still felt like an outcast at 

school, I managed to get through all my classes. Josh and I started 

talking a little more, but it was usually about our geometry 

homework. I didn’t have much of a social life, but my friendship 

with Brooke began to blossom. Claire and her BFFs walked around 

the school like they owned it. Every time Claire saw Brooke, 

vicious remarks spewed from her mouth. Brooke usually had a 

good comeback, and Claire would become enraged. She had a  

malicious look on her face, almost like Brooke better watch her 
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back. 

One morning after third period, my stomach began to 

grumble. It was lunch period, so I decided to hit the cafeteria for 

some food. As I pushed my way through the stream of students, I 

ran into Brooke.  

“Hey! Where are you headed?” she asked. 

“To the cafeteria.” 

“I’m starving! Mind if I come with?” 

“Sure.”   

I admit, I was scared of Brooke at first, but after I got to 

know her a little bit more, I realized we actually had something in 

common: both of us lived in a single parent home. Her father died 

when she was little, so she lived with her mother. My parents split 

up because they couldn’t stand each other anymore, so I lived with 

my mother.  

As we treaded through the hall, Claire, Jessica, and Katie 

headed in our direction. Katie reminded me of one of the girls in 

Pretty Little Liars. She was thin with long dark golden brown hair 

and hazel eyes. She had on black capris and a pink U-collar pleated 

lace up chiffon top. Her high heeled T-strap Guess sandals 

accentuated her long legs. Jessica was a mini-Claire, except she 

had long straight blonde hair and crystal blue eyes. She wore a 

short hot pink skirt, a black low cut halter top, and black Chanel 

shoes.  

As they approached us, Claire scrunched up her face like 

something stank. 
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“Do you smell something, girls? Oh wait–I know what it is: 

it’s Brooke.” Katie and Jessica started to laugh, but they didn’t say 

anything to me. “So, tell me, Brooke,” Claire continued, “have you 

slept with any teachers lately?” 

“Claire, you have a little something on your cheek...it looks 

like sperm, so you better clean it up before Josh finds out.” 

 Claire’s mouth opened wide. “As if! You’re so vile! It’s a 

good thing you like to wear black, Brooke, because you’ll be 

dressed for your own funeral!”   

She spun on her heels and stormed away, and Katie and 

Jessica followed. Brooke and I stood in the hall as students and 

teachers walked back and forth around us.  

“What’s the deal with her?” I asked.  

Brooke lowered her eyes for a moment, then raised them 

again. “Before we started high school, things were different. She 

was different. We met in the second grade and became best 

friends. We used to live on the same street, so we were always at 

each other’s house.” She crossed her arms over her chest. 

“Anyway, when we came to Willowdale High, we were so excited 

because we weren’t going to be in junior high anymore. I started 

crushing on my ninth grade math teacher, Mr. Parsons. He was 

really nice and a good teacher, and it was just a harmless schoolgirl 

crush. He really cared about his students, you know?” I nodded my 

head. “Math wasn’t my best subject, so I used to stay after school 

and get extra help from him. He used to praise me and make me 

feel smart.” She put her hands on her chest. “That was probably the 
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reason I liked him so much.” She dropped her arms to her side. 

“Whatever. Claire was my best friend, so I told her about my crush 

in confidence, and she promised she wouldn’t say anything to 

anybody.” She began fiddling with one of her nails. “Well, the next 

day, people started blurting out perverse things about me and Mr. 

Parsons. Claire told everybody at school that I had a crush on him, 

and because we spent so much time together after school, people 

believed there was something going on between us. Rumors 

spread, and they got completely out of hand. Mr. Parsons was 

under investigation and fired for having an inappropriate 

relationship with a student, but it never happened! He doesn’t even 

teach anymore; he owns a café now.” She ran her hands down her 

cheeks. “I was so embarrassed. I had reporters constantly calling 

my house and ambushing me at school. I ended up dropping out 

for a while. It’s taken me a long time to get over what happened. 

Do you know that to this day, Claire still hasn’t apologized for the 

hurt and embarrassment she caused me? This was her way of 

becoming popular and being the center of attention, even if it cost 

us our friendship. I vowed never to trust her or be friends with her 

again,” Brooke finished fiercely, tears dotting her eyes.     

Her looks deceived me, because behind that dark and tough 

persona was an emotionally wounded girl. 
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CHAPTER TWO—KEEP YOUR FRIENDS CLOSE AND 

YOUR ENEMIES CLOSER 

 

I looked up, and there he was, standing across the cafeteria. 

My future husband. Josh Banks. He was wearing a burgundy and 

white football jersey with the number 23 on the front. My skin 

started to tingle. I bit my nails.  

As the murmur of conversations carried on throughout the 

cafeteria, I looked up and spotted Claire. She was wearing a red 

and white cheerleading uniform with the word Wolves written 

across the front of her shirt. Katie and Jessica followed behind her, 

both wearing the same thing.  

I shoved an overcooked French fry in my mouth when I 

saw Claire give Josh a kiss on the lips and he put his arms around 

her tiny waist. I groaned.  

Brooke looked up from her Samsung. “What’s wrong?” 

“I’m so sick of seeing Claire and Josh together! I think I’m 

gonna die.”   

Brooke turned her head to look at them.  

“Forget about Josh. Isn’t there anybody else at this school 

you might like?” 

“No,” I said in a low voice. 

Brooke went back to looking at her phone. I felt a rush of 

emotions, but I couldn’t let them get the better of me. Not again. 

Not after all the progress I’d made.  

I stood up to go to class when I noticed a tall guy with a    
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medium build staring at me. He had wavy dirty blond hair and 

beautiful emerald green eyes. He was a pretty boy. As our eyes met 

his pink lips formed a smile. He was wearing the same football 

jersey as Josh, only his had number 17 on it. I gave him one last 

glance and whirled around to walk away.  

“Wait, what about your French fries?” Brooke asked. 

“You can have them.” 

*** 

After school, I went outside to meet my mother, and 

Brooke was there. She was sitting on the steps, doodling in a 

sketch book. I walked up behind her and tapped her shoulder. 

“Hey, Hanna.” 

“Hey.” 

“Are you okay? You just took off at lunch.” 

“Oh yeah, I’m sorry about that. I’m just a little bummed 

about Josh. I really like him.”  

“Forget about Josh. Claire has him on a tight leash, and I 

don’t think she’s letting him go anytime soon. They always break 

up and get back together, so don’t waste your time. Besides, you 

can do a lot better than Josh Banks.” 

“You’re kidding me, right? He’s gorgeous!” 

“Trust me. You’re better off without him.” 

I didn’t know if I should trust her judgement; she probably  

dated guys who resembled Marilyn Manson.  

“So, what about you?” I asked her. 

“What about me?" 
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“Are you into anybody at this school?”   

“I wouldn’t be caught dead with anybody at this school. 

Besides, I don’t date high school boys anymore.”   

She lowered her head, and I noticed a yellow gold necklace 

dangling from her neck. It was a thin chain, and attached to it was 

half of a heart pendant.  

“Nice necklace,” I said. 

“Thanks. My dad gave it to me when I was three. I wear it 

all the time.” She ran her hands through her long black hair. “Hey, 

you wanna hang out tonight?” 

“Sure.” 

She smiled. “Cool. I’ll come over to your house.” 

“Sounds good,” I replied as my mother’s Corolla pulled up.  

My mother honked her horn. I shot her a look and lifted 

one finger to gesture one more minute as Brooke and I finished our 

discussion.  

“Text me your address,” Brooke said. 

“Okay, I will.” 

“See ya later.” 

“Bye,” I said, waving my hand. I stood by my mother’s car 

and stared incredulously as Brooke got into the driver’s side of her 

hearse.  

A short time later, my mother and I pulled into our narrow 

driveway. We lived in a brown Craftsman style bungalow with a 

single car garage. It was a lot smaller than where we used to live, 

and it wasn’t as luxurious as the other houses I’d seen, but it was  
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ours. 

 *** 

While my mother and I were eating dinner my phone 

chimed. 

“Who’s that?” my mother asked as she put a fork full of 

mashed potatoes in her mouth. 

“My friend Brooke; she’s coming over soon.” 

“Oh,” my mother said surprised. “Well, I’m glad you’re 

making friends.” 

After dinner, I dragged my full-bellied self to my room and 

shut the door behind me. I’d planned to study for a chemistry test, 

but I was looking forward to hanging out with Brooke. I noticed 

the number of boxes still sitting in my room. I really had to finish 

unpacking, but unfortunately I had more important things to do. I 

opened my laptop, logged on to Facebook, and began reading 

status updates when I came across Marisa’s. She was on her way 

with the gang to Finnigan’s, the coffee shop we used to hang out 

at. It was in the plaza next to our school. They had the best 

chocolate éclairs. Apparently, she was meeting another guy she’d 

met online. I was really glad she wasn’t going alone.  

I left her a comment that said, ‘Have fun and be careful! I 

miss you!’, then decided to search for Josh. I typed Josh Banks in 

the search box, and quite a few profiles came up–but then I found 

him. I decided to add him as a friend, hoping he’d accept my friend 

request. I bit my lip like I always did when I was nervous. I  

requested Brooke as a friend, too.  
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I then opened another browser and logged on to Twitter. 

After I followed Josh and Brooke, I got caught up reading 

Brooke’s tweets. One in particular, “I can’t believe this is 

happening to me!” caught my attention. I was going to text her to 

ask what she was talking about, but I decided to wait until I saw 

her later. Josh didn’t tweet that much, but when he did it was 

usually sports related.  

I went back to Facebook to find that Josh had accepted my 

friend request! Brooke accepted my request, too. Immediately 

afterward, I received a friend request from Claire. Even though I 

was hesitant, I decided to accept it. Then I received another one 

from somebody named Mark Edwards. I looked at his profile 

picture and realized it was pretty boy from the cafeteria. I clicked 

on Confirm. Just then, Brooke texted me to let me know she was 

outside. 

I looked at the time at the bottom of my computer screen: 

6:30 PM. I logged off and closed my laptop, then opened my 

bedroom door and leaped down the stairs. I pulled open the front 

door as Brooke approached me. “Hey!” 

“Hey, Deerwood girl!” She walked in and I closed the door 

behind her. She took off her shoes and we went into the living 

room, where my mother was watching television.  

“Mom, this is my friend Brooke.” 

My mother stood up. “Nice to meet you Brooke.” 

“Nice to meet you too Mrs. Clark.” 

“Please, call me Victoria.” 
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“Cool…Victoria.” My mother smiled. 

“Okay, we’re gonna go up to my room.” 

“Okay.” My mother grinned. I led Brooke up to my room 

and closed the door. 

“What’s with all the boxes Deerwood girl?” 

“Oh, I still have to unpack a few things.” She nodded and 

took a seat on my bed. I sat down beside her. She pulled a cigarette 

and lighter out of her pocket. She popped the cigarette in her 

mouth. 

“What are you doing? You can’t smoke in here!” I gushed. 

She yanked the cigarette out of her mouth. “Oh…sorry.” 

She stuffed the cigarette and lighter back in her pocket. 

“No worries.” 

“So…did you have a boyfriend back in Deerwood?”  

“No, not really.” 

“What do you mean not really? You either did or you 

didn’t.” 

“Okay, I didn’t.” I tucked a lock of hair behind my ear. 

“Why not?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Shy, I guess.” She 

stood up and walked towards my closet. She started looking 

through my clothes. “Are you dating anybody?” 

She snapped her neck in my direction. “Not anymore.” 

“Who were you dating?” 

“What’s with all the questions?”  

I rolled my eyes. “Oh, so it’s okay for you to ask me 
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questions, but I can’t ask you anything?” 

“Exactly.” We both laughed. “No, I was dating this older 

guy, but it’s over now.” 

“What happened?” 

“Nothing…our relationship ran its course.” 

“Oh.” Suddenly, I remembered that I wanted to ask her 

about that tweet. “Hey, I was on Twitter earlier, and I came across 

one of your tweets. It said: I can’t believe this is happening to me! 

What was that about?” 

“Oh…I…uh…I realized I had a test that I forgot to study 

for.” 

“Oh…bummer.” 

“Yeah.” She walked back towards my bed and sat down. 

“Hey, wanna play a game?” She shifted her body towards me and 

crossed her legs on my bed. She pulled out her phone and started 

pressing buttons.  

“What kind of game?” I asked. 

“Truth or Dare.” I moved a little closer to her so I could see 

her smartphone screen.  

“From your phone?” 

“Yeah. We could do clean, easy dares or dirty dares.” 

“Okay, sure! Let’s play!” 

“Okay, we’ll start with clean dares,” said Brooke. I nodded 

my head. “I’ll go first.” She clicked on PLAY CLEAN DARES. 

The first dare was: dance crazy for one minute. Brooke jumped off  

the bed and looked at me. “Ready?” 
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I picked up my phone and set the timer. “Yeah, do your 

thing.” Brooke started convulsing her body and waving her arms in 

the air. She looked like she was having a seizure. I threw myself 

back on the bed and started laughing hysterically. Brooke began to 

giggle too, but she kept dancing. “Okay, times up!” I bellowed. 

Brooke stumbled to the bed and plopped herself on it. She was out 

of breath.  

“Your turn! Truth or dare?” 

“Dare,” I said. She read the next dare. “Exchange a piece of 

clothing with somebody in the room.” Brooke pulled off her shirt 

and handed it to me; I did the same.  

“That was easy.” 

“Yeah…too easy,” Brooke mocked.  

“Your turn, but do truth this time,” I said. 

“Okay…truth.” 

“If you had to date one guy at our school, who would it 

be?” She rolled her eyes. 

“Nobody.” 

I shot her a look and raised my eyebrows. “Not one  

person?” 

“No…sorry.” She fondled with her phone. “Let’s play dirty 

dares now,” Brooke said with a wicked smile. 

“Okay. Bring it!” She clicked on DIRTY DARES and read 

out the dare.  

“Call your crush and sing I will always love you. 

“What! I can’t do that!” The thought of calling Josh and 
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saying those words had my stomach in knots. I bit my lip. 

“Chicken?” 

“Actually, yeah, I am.” We both giggled. 

“Oh come on Hanna. Have a little fun.” 

“I can’t call him. I don’t have his number.” 

“Lucky for you, I do.” I furrowed my brow. 

“Why do you have his number?” 

“Oh, he scores weed off me sometimes.” 

“Oh.” 

“So, you gonna call him or not?”  

I groaned. “Fine.” I reached for my phone. Brooke recited 

Josh’s number as I dialed. It started ringing. My heart was 

pounding in my chest. It rang again, but on the third ring Josh 

answered. 

“Hello?” I froze. “Hello? Is anybody there?” Brooke was 

staring at me with wide eyes. I swallowed the lump in my throat 

and started singing.  

“I will always love you.” 

“Who is this?” I immediately ended the call and threw my 

phone on the bed. 

“Nice Hanna!”  

I smirked. “Yeah, yeah.” Then I realized I didn’t press *67 

to hide my number. I bit my lip. Suddenly, my phone rang. I 

slowly picked it up and glanced at the number. It was Josh calling 

back! “Ohmigod! It’s Josh!” 

“So, answer it!” I tucked some hair behind my ear and 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

24

pressed the talk button.  

“Hello?” 

“Did somebody just call me and sing?” 

“Uh…yeah…hi Josh…it’s Hanna…from school.” 

“Hanna?” 

“Hey.” 

“What’s with the singing?” 

“Sorry…Brooke and I are playing truth or dare and I was 

dared to call my…I mean…I was dared to call you and sing.” 

“Oh…okay, that’s cool.” 

“Cool.” Butterflies twirled in my stomach. 

“Alright, I’ll let you get back to your game. See ya.” 

“Bye.”  

“Dude! You are blushing something fierce!” 

“Shut up!” I said in a joking manner as I slapped her on the 

arm. “Alright beeotch…it’s your turn!” She scrunched up her face 

and handed me her phone.  

“Dare,” she said. 

“Kiss me on the cheek.” As she leaned in to me I angled 

my cheek towards her lips. Only, she didn’t kiss me on the cheek. 

She gently placed her hand on my chin and brought my lips to 

hers. She didn’t use her tongue; it was just a quick, tight-lipped 

kiss. It was unexpected, but kind of nice. I’m not into girls, but in 

that moment, I felt closer to Brooke. It was like we were sisters or 

best friends. Suddenly I felt guilty of the thought I might be 

replacing Marisa as my best friend. Then I decided there was no  
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reason I couldn’t have more than one best friend. 

I gazed at Brooke stunned. “What was that?”  

She shrugged her shoulders. “I wanted to spice it up a 

little.” She ran her hands through her hair and smiled. “I didn’t 

offend you, did I?” 

“No, that’s cool.” 

“You’re alright Hanna. I’m really glad you moved here. 

You’re the first real friend that I’ve had in a long time.” 

“Awwww…I’m glad I moved here too.” We smiled at each 

other and hugged. Suddenly, her phone chimed. She reached for 

her phone and began reading a text message. Her eyebrows shot up 

in surprise. 

“Shit, I gotta go!” She sprang off the bed towards the door. 

“Who is it? What’s wrong?” 

“It’s my mom. I’ll see you at school tomorrow k?” 

“Okay.” With that, she was gone. 
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 CHAPTER THREE—TRUE TRUTH OR LIE 

 

The next day at school everybody was talking about the 

bonfire party taking place at Willowdale Beach that night. I was 

standing by my locker collecting my books when I spied Brooke 

walking towards me. 

“Hey!” 

“Hey Hanna! Ready for English with the evil spawn of 

satan?” I knew she was talking about Claire. I chuckled. 

“By the way, why’d you take off so fast last night? As soon 

as you got that text you bolted.” I slammed my locker shut and we 

walked to class. 

“Oh…it was my mom…she needed me for something.” 

“Is everything okay?”  

“Oh yeah…everything’s cool.” She tucked a lock of her 

long black hair behind her ear.  

“Oh! Are you going to the bonfire tonight?” I asked 

squeezing Brooke’s upper arm. 

“Are you?” 

“Well…I was thinking about it. We should both go.” 

“I don’t know Hanna. I don’t wanna party with these 

people. Besides, it’s just an excuse to get drunk and act like an 

idiot, or worse, get knocked up.” 

“Oh come on. It’ll be fun; you and me against the world.” 

She groaned. “Pleeease.” She thought about it for a moment. 

“Fine, but you owe me.” 
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“Deal.” The bell rang as we approached our class. We 

scurried inside just before Mrs. Hill closed the door. 

*** 

As Brooke and I approached the crowd I could smell the 

firewood burning. I could see the bright lights of the flame and the 

smoke being carried away by the gentle breeze. Everybody was 

drinking out of a red plastic cup and having a good time. I could 

hear the buzzing of the music, but I couldn’t tell what song it was. 

I wore pink flip flops and I could feel sand between my toes with 

every step I took. I had on white cut off shorts and a baby pink 

tank top. Brooke had on black capris and a black sleeveless 

camisole with a white skull printed on the front. Her feet were 

dressed with black combat boots.  

I noticed Claire whispering something in one of her 

friends’ ear. She was looking at Brooke and me, so I knew she was 

talking about us. Josh was standing beside her sipping a Coors 

Light. 

“Are you sure you wanna do this Hanna? We could still 

turn around and do something else, just the two of us?” 

I took her hand and gently pulled her to follow me. “We 

won’t stay long.” As we got closer the music got clear; it was Katy 

Perry, California Gurls. 

I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and saw pretty 

boy standing there with a drink in his hand.  

“Hey! Hanna right?” 

“Yeah.” 
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“I’m Mark Edwards. Nice to meet you,” he said with a 

smile. He had cute dimples and perfect teeth. 

Claire strutted towards us in her white one-piece short jump 

suit. Her hair whirled in the wind. Her two friends, Jessica and 

Katie, were with her. “I didn’t know you were invited freak?”  

“It’s a free country,” she shot back. 

“Lucky for you.” She looked at me. “You should really find 

somebody else to hang out with new girl. People judge you by the 

company you keep.” 

“I’m okay, thanks.” Brooke and I exchanged a smile. 

“Suit yourself.” She turned on her heels and headed back to 

be with Josh; Jessica and Katie followed. 

“Here…have a drink,” Mark said as he handed me the 

drink that was in his hand. 

“Don’t drink that Hanna, it could be spiked,” blurted 

Brooke. 

“Always a pleasure Brooke,” he said sarcastically. She 

squinted her eyes at him. 

I smelled inside the cup. “What is it?” 

“Just beer.” 

“Oh…no thanks…I don’t drink,” I said as I handed the cup 

back to him. 

“Alright, that’s cool.” 

“Sorry Mark, I guess you’re not gonna be able to get her 

drunk tonight.” 

“Whatever.” 
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“Ooh, good comeback.” She rolled her eyes. I sensed some 

hostility between the two of them. I pulled her aside. 

“Hey, what’s up with you two? Did you guys date or 

something?” 

“Are you kidding? No! I’m just getting a bad vibe from 

him, that’s all.” She brushed some hair away from her face. “I’ll be 

cool.” 

“Good, because he seems nice to me,” I whispered.  

All of a sudden, a girls’ voice screamed “Who wants to 

play True Truth or Lie?” 

“Wanna play?” I asked squeezing Brooke’s forearms. 

“I guess.” 

“Ooh, this is gonna be fun!”  

Everybody took a seat on the sand around the bonfire. 

Mark snuck a seat beside me to my left and Brooke sat to my right. 

A girl with straight blonde hair and bangs started the game. “Okay! 

Ask away!”  

Some guy named Shane Richards decided to ask her a 

question. “Have you ever had plastic surgery, and if so, what did 

you have done?” 

She looked right at him and said “yes I have.” She 

squeezed both of her breasts with her hands. “I had my boobs  

done.” 

“She’s lying!” yelled a girl with a small face and shoulder 

length brown hair. 

“They look real to me!” gushed a broad shouldered guy 
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with a shaved head. 

“What do you think?” I asked Brooke in a low voice. 

“Who cares?”  

“I think you’re telling the truth!” I shouted. “They look a 

little too perfect.” Everybody began to whisper to one another. She 

gave me a long hard stare. It grew quiet.  

“She’s right! I got ‘em done six months ago! C36 thanks to 

Dr. Night!”  

Mark nudged my arm. “Nice.” I smiled as I was pleased 

with myself. 

“So, is it my turn to be asked a question?” 

“Go for it,” said Mark.  

I stood up and brushed some sand off my legs. “Go ahead! 

Ask me something!”  

Claire shot her hand in the air. I’ll ask you a question!” I bit 

my lip. I was afraid of what she was going to ask me. Everybody 

waited in anticipation. 

“Have you ever been in jail?” I thought about that for a 

moment. Hessner was like a jail. I was denied freedom and hidden 

from the rest of the world. I always had to obey the rules and eat 

whatever food I was given. I felt like I was being punished for the 

things I had done. It wasn’t actual jail but it sure felt like it. I 

wasn’t really sure how to answer that question.  

“Well?” asked Claire. 

My heart hammered in my chest and I had a lump in my 

throat. “Ummm…no…I’ve never been in jail.”  
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Claire’s lips twisted into a devilish smile. “She’s totally 

lying!” 

“No, I’m not…honest,” I said shaking my head from left to 

right.  

“You’re not very good at this game new girl!” Claire shot 

back. 

“She’s a bad ass!” A girl wearing plaid canvas shorts and a 

white t-shirt blurted. I looked down at Brooke and she giggled. 

“Hey, you wanted to come.” I took a deep breath.  

Mark stood up and grabbed my hand. “I think she’s telling 

the truth!” 

“Of course you do,” I heard Brooke mumble to herself. 

“Well…which is it new girl?” Claire taunted. 

“I’ve never been in jail okay!”  

“Okay…easy. It’s just a game,” said Claire. My eyes 

shifted to Josh. He winked at me and I smiled. 

I sat down and crossed my arms over my chest. I looked at 

Mark and offered him a smile. He smiled back. 

The game went on for a little while. I started to get into it 

so much that I hadn’t noticed Brooke and Mark were gone. I 

scanned the dark beach, but I couldn’t see them. I got up and 

wandered around the beach. The music began to fade and I 

wondered if I would ever find them. I was about to turn around 

when I noticed two people arguing by a couple of palm trees. I 

crept towards them and realized it was Brooke and Mark. Brooke 

stood firm and wagged a finger in Mark’s face. He grabbed her 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

32

arm and his nostrils were flared. I tiptoed away and sprinted back 

to the bonfire before they saw me. 

About five minutes later Brooke returned and sat down 

next to me. 

“Where’d you go?” I asked. 

“Oh…I had to find a place to pee,” she said laughing it off.  

A few minutes later, Mark came back too. “Hey, did you 

miss me?”  

“Where’ve you been? You just disappeared.” 

“I went to get another drink.” I looked down at his hands 

and they were empty. 

“Where is it?” 

“I started shooting the shit with a buddy of mine and 

finished it.” 

“Oh.”  

“Is everything okay?” 

“Yeah….I guess.” Why did they lie to me? 

The next day at school, Mark caught up to me in the hall 

and asked me for my number. I figured he was cute and single, so I  

gave it to him. 

After school, I went outside to wait for my mother and ran 

into Brooke. She was sitting on the steps biting her nails, like she 

was nervous about something. As soon as she saw me she stood 

up. “Hey Hanna!” 

“Hey!” 

She ran her hands through her long black hair. She then 
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looked around and came close to me so our shoulders touched. 

“This is going to sound totally random, but I need you to meet me 

tonight at the bleachers behind the school,” she said in a hushed 

tone. 

“Oookaay...why?” 

“I need to tell you something.” 

“Well, why don’t I just meet you at your house?” 

“My mom’s going out of town for the night, and I have to 

drive her to the airport. I’ll swing by the bleachers after I drop her 

off.” 

“Or you can just drive to my house if you want.” 

“I’d feel more comfortable if we were alone.” 

“Oh, okay. What time?” 

“About eight o’clock?” 

“Okay, I’ll be there,” I replied as my mother’s Corolla 

pulled up. 

*** 

I went into the living room, where my mother was 

watching television.  

“Uh oh,” said my mother. 

“What?” 

“You always have that look on your face when you’re 

about to ask me for something. So...what is it?” 

“Can I please borrow the car?” 

“Where are you going?” 

“I have to meet Brooke.” 
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“I don’t know. You know what happened the last time I let 

you borrow the car.” 

“Mom. That was a long time ago. I wasn’t myself, but I’m 

better now.”  She looked at me reluctantly. “Pleeeease,” I begged 

with my hands folded like I was praying. 

“This isn’t about a boy, right?” 

“No! I swear!” My mom was still freaked out about the 

Simon thing. 

“Fine. You have two hours.” I gave her a hug and kissed 

her on the cheek. 

“Thanks, Mom!” 

“Just don’t make me regret my decision!” she bellowed as I 

grabbed the car keys off the hall table and left. 

*** 

Minutes later, I pulled into a space in the school parking lot 

and cut the engine. The sun had gone down, but the outside lights 

radiated over the lot. I could see the bleachers from where I was 

positioned. I pulled the keys from the ignition and got out of the 

car. Once outside, I locked the door remotely with a beep. The 

school looked so different at night. There were no teachers. No 

students. No cars zooming by on the road. Just me.  

The night was still, and leaves crunched under my shoes as 

I walked across the field. I climbed a few bleachers and sat down. I 

looked at my Motorola, and the time was 8:07 PM. I sent Brooke a 

text: I’m here. I then pressed the Facebook icon and started reading 

status updates while I waited for her to respond; only, she didn’t.
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Soon, it was 8:25 PM. I sent her another text:  where are you? I 

have to b home by 10. Nothing. Finally, I sent her one more text:  

Where are you? I’m coming to your house.  

I jumped down the bleachers and marched to my car. 

Suddenly, I heard a scrunching noise behind me. I stopped walking 

and turned around, but nobody was there. I took heel-and-toe steps 

to the car as my heart pounded in my chest. When I reached my 

car, I fumbled in my pocket for the keys. Once the door was open, 

I jumped in and immediately locked it. I used the browser on my 

phone and searched her last name and found her address. I turned 

on the car, and the engine came to life. I put on my seatbelt and 

looked at my phone one more time before driving off.  

Within ten minutes I arrived at Brooke’s house. I pulled up 

to the curb in front of her house and put the car into park. It was 

dark, so I couldn’t see her house that well. Her car wasn’t in the 

driveway and all the lights in the house were off. I assumed she got 

held up with her mother at the airport or something, so I called her 

cell, but it went to voicemail. I decided to wait for her to come 

back. It was 8:45 PM. I turned off the ignition and decided to read 

Facebook status updates while I wait.  

I was jolted awake by a crash of thunder. I grabbed my 

phone and checked the time. It was 9:52 PM. Crap! I fell asleep! I 

had eight minutes to get home. I called my mother to let her know 

what happened and that I was on my way home. I put the car in 

drive and put on my seatbelt. I glanced at Brooke’s house and 

noticed that her car still wasn’t in the driveway. I checked my 
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phone but there weren’t any text messages. What happened to 

Brooke? 

*** 

The next morning while my mother drove me to school, I 

tried calling Brooke’s phone, but she didn’t answer; instead, it 

went straight to her voicemail. When we reached the school, I 

unbuckled my seatbelt and opened the door. 

“Bye, honey. I’ll see you after school.” 

“Bye, Mom,” I said, stepping out of the car. “By the way, 

thanks for trusting me with the car last night.”  

She smiled. “You’re welcome.”   

I smiled back and closed the door. 

On my way into school, I saw Claire standing by the 

parking spaces reserved for popular seniors. She was leaning on  

her white punch buggy, and she was with Jessica and Katie. My 

plan was to avoid eye contact and keep walking, but she called out 

for me; she didn’t say my name, but I knew she was talking to me 

as she yelled, “New girl.” I stopped short and looked at her. 

“Get over here, new girl!” she yelled again.  

All of them were staring at me, so I bit my bottom lip and 

slowly walked toward them.   

“So, new girl, how do you know my boyfriend Josh?” 

“Well, I don’t really know him. I–” 

“But you added him as a friend on Facebook.” 

“Yeah, I was just adding random people, and we chat 

sometimes in geometry class.” Her eyes became hard. “Look, if
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it’s such a big deal, I’ll unfriend him.” 

“No need. It’s not like I should be threatened or anything.” 

She tossed her long streaked hair over her shoulder and gave me a 

fake smile. All of a sudden, I saw Josh walking towards us. My 

cheeks felt like they were on fire. 

“Hey, babe,” he said as he kissed Claire on the lips. 

“Hi, handsome,” she squealed as she wrapped her bony 

arms around his neck.  

“Hey, Hanna. How’s it going?” 

“Good, thanks,” I said. 

“Did you have fun at the bonfire last night?” 

“Yeah, I did, thanks.” 

“Hey jailbird!” a petite girl with long blonde hair blurted as 

she walked by. She was with a group of stuck up looking females.   

I recognized her from the bonfire last night. “Is it true that you 

served time?” I felt like I was being put on trial. I looked around 

fearful that everybody was staring at me. My heart hammered in 

my chest. Is this what the whole school thinks of me? I thought. 

That I’m a convicted felon? I opened my mouth but couldn’t speak.  

“Why don’t you mind your own business?” Claire shot. 

“Maybe you should spend a little more time waxing your upper lip 

and a little less time getting into my friends’ business.” Friend? 

She considered me a friend? 

“Whatever. Let’s go girls.”  

“Toodles,” Claire said in a snarky tone as she wiggled her 

fingers to dismiss them. As they strutted away Claire and I 
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exchanged a smile. I couldn’t believe she had my back like that. 

Maybe her reputation preceded her. 

I then pulled out my smartphone and sent a text to Brooke: 

Hey, what happened to you last night? I looked up from my 

Motorola and caught all of them staring at me.  

“Who are you texting, new girl?” Claire probed, raising her 

left eyebrow. Look who’s getting into my business now, I thought. 

“Oh. Brooke. We were supposed to meet up last night, but 

she never showed up.” 

“Brooke Tillier? That freak?” Claire blurted.  

“Give it a rest,” said Josh. 

“Be careful; she might sleep with your dad,” Katie said, 

and all three girls cackled.  

“She totally hooked up with a teacher that used to work 

here. He lost his job because of her,” said Claire with a smug look 

on her face. Even though I knew what she was talking about, I 

acted surprised.  

“No way!” 

“Way! She’s been weird ever since. We used to be friends, 

but that was a long time ago. Things change.” 

“I think she’s nice. We’ve become really close,” I offered. 

“Okay, I’m officially bored with this conversation,” Claire 

said, then immediately changed the subject. “O…M…G…I have 

that essay due on Friday on the American Revolution for History 

class, and I haven’t even started! If I don’t finish it, I’m totally 

gonna fail!” 
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“I can help you with that. I did an assignment on that at my 

old school,” I said. I didn’t want to be on Claire’s shit list, so I 

figured it was better to be her friend than her enemy. Besides, the 

closer I got to her, the closer I got to Josh. 

“Are you serious?” Claire asked, surprised. 

“Yeah, it’s no biggie.”   

“That’s totally awesome! Hey, you should come to Angela 

Blaine’s party! Her parties always rock!” 

“Are you sure she won’t mind if I come?”     

“Of course not, silly; you’ll be with us.” 

“Great. I’ll be there.” Ohmigod. What did I just get myself 

into? 

I really wanted to talk to Brooke about what Claire had said 

to me that morning. I tried to defend her against Claire, but my 

nerves got the better of me. Besides, Claire seemed okay to me. It 

felt like I was stabbing Brooke in the back, but really I just wanted 

to get close to Josh. Brooke was my friend, and I didn’t want 

things to be weird between us, especially after she confided in me 

about what had happened between her and Claire. Only, I couldn’t 

reach her, and she wasn’t in English first period.  

Sitting through second period class was torture, with Mr. 

Harding rambling on about obtuse triangles. I kept looking at my 

phone, waiting for Brooke to send me a text message. At least I 

had the satisfaction of looking at the back of Josh’s head. If I 

leaned forward a little bit, I could smell the scent of his cologne.  

Geography class wasn’t any better; I couldn’t care less 
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about the latitude and longitude of a map. Suddenly, my phone 

vibrated to notify me I had a new text message. It was Brooke. 

Finally, I thought.  

She texted: Sorry about last night. Meet me at my house 

after school. My address is 534 Partridge Avenue. I already had 

her address, but I guess she wouldn’t know that. 

I texted her back: what happened?  

She wrote back: will explain later.  

I wrote back: k, b there after school.  

I needed a way to get to her house, so I decided to ask 

Claire for a ride. I’d overheard her talking to Katie and Jessica 

about their cheerleading practice in the gym after school, so that 

was where I planned to be.  

When I roamed into the gym, I found Claire in the middle 

of a two-legged stunt. The boom of the music came to a grinding 

halt. 

“Are you lost?” one of the cheerleaders asked. 

“It’s okay, girls, I know her,” Claire bellowed. She jumped 

down and walked over to me.  

“You’re not supposed to interrupt cheerleading practice, new girl.” 

“It’s Hanna.” 

“Whatever. What do you want?” she asked as she stood 

with her left hand on her hip. “As you can see, I’m a little busy 

here,” she grumbled.  

“I need your help with something.” 

“Of course you do,” she said, twisting some of her hair 
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with her finger. “Spill it.”   

The other cheerleaders were behind Claire, chatting to 

themselves, waiting impatiently for her to return. I caught a couple 

of them rolling their eyes. 

“I need a ride to Brooke’s house.” 

“Oh sweetie, are you sure you want to go to her house? I 

mean, you see how she dresses; imagine what the inside of her 

house looks like.” 

“Well, you tell me. You’ve been there before.” 

“That was a long time ago, before she became weird. Who 

knows what it looks like now.” 

“I’ll take my chances.”   

Claire had a good point, though; I couldn’t shake the 

feeling that the inside of Brooke’s house probably resembled the 

one in Amityville Horror...I mean, she drove a hearse for goodness 

sake. 

“All right, but don’t say I didn’t warn you. I guess since 

you’re helping me with my essay, I can give you a ride. Meet me 

in front of the school in about half an hour.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Whatever. I have to get back to practice,” she said as she 

slowly backed away. “Don’t forget about Angela Blaine’s party 

Friday night, new girl,” she yelled before she turned around and 

walked away. 

*** 

Claire steered into the narrow driveway of Brooke’s small 
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house. It looked so different during the day. The exterior siding 

was dark green in colour, and the paint was starting to chip. 

Shingles were missing from the roof, and the wood porch looked 

like it could fall apart any minute.  

“Oh. My. Gosh. Are you sure you want to go in there?” 

Claire said. 

“I’ll be fine. Thanks for the ride. I’ll ask Brooke to give me 

a ride home.” 

“Whatever. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”   

I rolled my eyes. “Bye,” I said as I unbuckled my seatbelt. 

I got out of her car, and as soon as I closed the door, she 

drove off blasting her music. As I padded up the wooden steps to 

Brooke’s front door, I could hear Iggy’s song, Fancy, playing in 

the distance. I knocked several times, but nobody answered. I 

gripped the door handle and turned; it was unlocked. The chrome 

felt cold against my hand.  

I slowly opened the door and entered her house. “Hello? 

Brooke, I’m here!” I yelled.  

I closed the door behind me, then crept in the house. Ahead 

of me was a long hall, and to the right was the kitchen. I proceeded 

to the living room, but there was no sign of Brooke.  

I slowly crept up the stairs. “Brooke?” I called out.  

There was no answer.  

When I reached the top of the stairs, I saw the bathroom 

door was slightly open. Nervous, I kept walking, and as I got 

closer all I could see was part of a leg dangling from the tub. My  
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heart started pounding so loud, I could hear it in my ears. 

A lump formed in my throat that I couldn’t swallow. I 

gently pushed open the bathroom door, and there was Brooke, 

lying in her own blood, alone and lifeless.  
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CHAPTER FOUR—WRONG PLACE, WRONG TIME 

 

“Ohmigod!”   

I got closer to the tub and noticed Brooke’s wrists were cut. 

She was naked, and a couple bruises were on her forehead. Blood 

dripped from her wrists, which formed a pool of blood on the floor. 

The air was thick with a pungent smell similar to rusty nails. There 

was blood spatter on the wall, and one of her legs hung over the 

side of the tub. Her head lay at an oblique angle, and her long 

black wet hair fell to the floor. Her eyes were closed.  

I opened my mouth to scream, but nothing came out. I 

reached in my pocket for my Motorola to dial 911, only it wasn’t 

in there. As I looked around, frantic, my hands trembled. Police 

sirens echoed and began getting louder and louder, then suddenly I 

heard the front door burst open, followed by several thunderous 

footsteps up the stairs.  

“This is the police! We have you surrounded!” a deep voice 

boomed. I immediately put my arms up. “Step away from the 

body!”   

“I didn’t do this!” I shouted as I slowly backed away from 

the tub. My eyes were flooded with tears as they streamed down 

my cheek.  

“We received a call that a girl was in trouble,” one of the 

officers said. At that moment, I realized I was set up.  

One of the police officers put my arms behind my back and 

put handcuffs on my wrists. A man named Detective Walters then 
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read me my Miranda rights. He was tall with a slim build. His head 

was oval-shaped, and he had short salt and pepper hair, dark brown 

eyes, and a long nose. He wore a dark grey trench coat and black 

shoes.  

“I didn’t do this! I found her this way!” I protested, but no 

one seemed to care. 

Within minutes, several cops were in the house and the 

outside of the home was surrounded by police cars. Some of the 

neighbours crowded around to find out what happened. Inside, 

yellow crime scene tape was draped across the bathroom door, and 

crime scene investigators were collecting evidence from Brooke’s 

body. Police officers stood outside the door to make sure nobody 

unauthorized entered. The forensic pathologist dusted for 

fingerprints and took photos.  

As all this was going on, my whole body felt numb. I’d 

never seen a real dead body up close; the closest I’d ever come to a 

dead body was while watching CSI.  

Detective Walters informed me that I had to go down to the 

station with him to answer some questions, then escorted me to his 

car. I couldn’t move my arms, as my wrists were still bound by the 

handcuffs. Everybody was looking at me like I was a criminal; 

maybe because in their eyes, that was exactly what I was. As I 

tread past everyone in the crowd, I couldn’t help wondering if the 

killer was among them. 

*** 

When we reached the police station, an officer took off my 
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handcuffs and put me in a pint-sized room with a table and two 

grey plastic chairs, one on each side. It was dingy, and a rancid 

smell similar to old shoes filled the room. The room was quiet, but 

I could hear the buzzing of copy machines and ringing phones 

from outside the door.  

I sat down, folded my arms on the table, and rested my 

head on them; I just wanted to wake up from this nightmare. A few 

minutes later, Detective Walters came in and sat down across from 

me.  

I sat up in my chair. “I want to talk to my mom!” I 

exclaimed. 

He raised his hand and gestured me to stop talking. “We’ve 

notified your mom, and she’s on her way.” I bit my lip. “Miss 

Clark, the forensic pathologist, found contusions on the victim’s 

body. It might suggest she was beaten before she was cut and left 

to bleed out in the tub.” My stomach began to churn. “The victim 

also suffered blunt head trauma. Whoever did this knew she was 

already dead and staged the scene to make it look like she killed 

herself,” Detective Walters finished.  

Suddenly, it felt like the room was closing in on me. My 

breathing quickened, and it felt like my heart was going to burst 

out of my chest.  

“Why don’t you start from the beginning and tell me what 

happened,” Detective Walters said.  

I sat up in my chair and bit my lip. My forehead was 

beaded with sweat. I tucked some hair behind my ears and took a 
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deep breath.  

“She was supposed to meet me last night at the bleachers 

behind the school, but she never showed up. I’ve been texting her 

since last night, but she didn’t respond until this afternoon.” I 

gripped my neck. “She texted me her address so we could meet at 

her house. When I got there, I found her…well…I found her…” 

 I tried to stifle my tears, but I couldn’t. I leaned over and 

put my face in my hands.   

“Miss Clark, we didn’t find the victim’s cell phone. Nor did 

we find the sharp object that was used to cut her wrists. Where is 

your cell phone?” Detective Walters asked. 

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know,” I said. 

He stood up and leaned over the table so his face was in 

front of mine. “Well, isn’t that convenient?” He pressed his hands 

into the table and furrowed his brow. “Where did you stash the 

weapon?”   

I lifted my head. “What? You think I did this?” I 

straightened my spine. “I didn’t stash anything! I’m telling you the 

truth! I didn’t do this!” I cried, waving my arms. I could taste the 

salt from my tears.  

He asked me the same questions over and over again to see 

if my answers would change, but they didn’t. He kept watching 

me, like he was waiting for me to break down and confess. It felt 

like I had been there for days, but it had only been hours.  

I ran my hands through my hair. The door opened, and a 

man in a grey suit wearing a badge asked to speak with Detective 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

48

Walters for a minute.  

“I’ll be right back,” Detective Walters said, then walked 

over to the man.  

The two of them whispered as they talked, so I couldn’t 

hear what they were saying. At one point, Detective Walters turned 

his head and looked at me with his piercing brown eyes. He 

smirked and nodded his head as he crossed his hands over his 

chest. The man left the room, and Detective Walters closed the 

door and sauntered back to the table. He sat down and gazed at me 

with a crooked smile. I wanted to look away, but I didn’t want to 

look weak or guilty, so I held his gaze.  

“So...it appears you spent some time at Hessner.” That 

word sent a shiver up my spine. “Why don’t you tell me about 

that?” 

“I...I...”  

Suddenly, the door cracked open and my mother walked in.  

“Hanna! Oh my goodness! Are you all right?” 

“Mom!” I jumped out of my seat and ran to her. “I didn’t 

do this, Mom! You have to believe me! Please don’t let them send 

me back!”  

“That’s not going to happen, honey,” she muttered. “Just 

take a deep breath.”   

I wrapped my arms around her waist and rested my head on 

her chest. The beating of her heart made me feel safe; I didn’t want 

her to let me go. The tears on my face dried, making my face feel 

raw.  
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My mother looked at Detective Walters. “How dare you 

question my daughter without my permission?!” 

“Mrs. Clark–” 

“Ms.!” 

“Ms. Clark, we didn’t force her to answer any questions. 

She could have refused at any time.” 

“Are we done here? Can I take my daughter home, please?” 

“She’s free to go, but make sure she doesn’t leave town,” 

Detective Walters said in a stern tone.  

*** 

The drive home with my mother was quiet. The radio was 

shut off, and all I could hear was the humming of the engine. I 

leaned my head against the window and closed my eyes.  

“I called your father to let him know what happened,” my 

mom said. 

“Why? He didn’t really care about us when we lived 

together, so why would he care now?” 

“He’s still your father, Hanna.” 

“Well, I wish he would act like it more often.” 

Shortly after we left the police station, we arrived home. I 

was jolted awake by my mother putting the gear shift into park and 

the car grumbling to sleep. I unbuckled my seatbelt, opened the 

door, and stepped out of the car, closing the door behind me. As I 

followed my mother to our front door, I encased myself with my 

arms; it was a bit chilly, and our street was so dark and ominous. 

There wasn’t a car or person in sight.  
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As I waited for my mother to unlock the door, I heard the 

bushes rustling. I looked over and saw a flashing blue light, similar 

to a cell phone. My mother turned around and looked at me.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

I snapped my neck in her direction. “Yeah, I’m fine.”   

When I looked back at the bushes, the blue light was gone. 

I had a feeling somebody was watching me...maybe the killer.  
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CHAPTER FIVE—A DEVIL IN DISGUISE 

 

The next morning after I got dressed, I sauntered down the 

stairs and was on my way to the kitchen when the sound of the 

television in the living room stopped me in my tracks. Brooke’s 

death was all over the news. A Latino woman wearing a grey skirt 

suit and holding a microphone was covering the story in front of 

Brooke’s house.  

“This is Lucia Alvarez, reporting at the scene where 

Brooke Tillier was found dead in her home. Her body was 

discovered yesterday evening when she was visited by a classmate. 

The victim was found dead in her tub, and her wrists were cut. The 

police consider this a homicide and are investigating. Grief 

counselors will be at Willowdale High as staff and students mourn. 

Brooke was a senior. She was only eighteen years old. This is 

Lucia Alvarez, with Channel Five news.”  

My mother walked in the room and caught me watching the 

television. “Oh Hanna, you shouldn’t be watching that,” she said, 

then darted towards the television and immediately turned it off. 

“I can’t believe this is happening to me!” I exclaimed, then 

stormed into the kitchen and grabbed an apple off the table.  

“Is that all you’re having?” my mom asked. 

“I’m not really hungry.” I snatched my purse off the table. 

“Can we just go to school, please? I want to get this day over with 

so I can come back home and lock myself in my room.”  

My mother walked over and embraced me. “It’s going to be  
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okay. If we could get through the Simon thing, we can get through 

this, too.” I forced a smile as my mother scooped her keys off the 

counter. “Oookay, let’s go.” 

I opened the front door and my heart almost jumped out of 

my throat: lying there, in front of our door, was my phone. 

“Oh, your phone!” exclaimed my mother. 

“Yeah,” I said puzzled. I looked around to see if anybody 

was watching me, then grabbed it and immediately pressed the 

messages icon to retrieve all the messages Brooke and I had 

exchanged. 

“Maybe somebody found it and left it there for you.” 

“Maybe.” My breath caught in my throat: all the messages 

were gone! It felt like all the air had been sucked out of my 

lungs...any shred of proof I had was gone. 

“What’s wrong?” asked my mother. 

“Nothing.” 

When I got to school, everybody was talking about what 

had happened to Brooke. As soon as I appeared in the halls, people 

were gazing at me and whispering to each other. I heard one girl 

say, “I heard she might have killed somebody.” Another girl 

whispered to her friend, “That’s the girl who stabbed her boyfriend 

at her last school.” Some guy said, “She’s like a celebrity.” I heard 

another guy say, “She’s hotter than Claire Miller.” That comment 

was totally random, but I liked it. 

One girl jumped out in front of me. She had chestnut brown 

eyes and long thick raven black hair that was dip dyed a fiery red. 
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She wore black skinny jeans, a sequined black tank top, and black 

leather knee boots. “Are you the one who found Brooke dead?” she 

asked in an eager tone. 

I tossed some hair behind my ear and crossed my arms, 

covering my chest. “Who are you?” 

“My name is Stephanie Bradshaw, and I write for the 

school newspaper, The Scoop. I’d love to write a column on what 

happened.”   

“Now’s not a good time, okay?” I put my hand in her face 

and scurried through the hall in search of a bathroom when I ran 

into Josh. 

“Hey…I heard what happened. Are you okay?” 

“No…not really.”   

“Well, if you need me, I’m here.”  

He squeezed my shoulder, making my stomach flutter. I 

smiled, and he smiled back. Claire caught my eye and sprinted 

towards us, with Katie and Jessica by her side. 

“Am I interrupting something?” she snapped. 

Josh quickly removed his hand from my shoulder. Claire 

glared at me, and I looked down. 

“Hi, babe,” he said, putting his arm around her waist and 

kissing her on the cheek. He then spotted a couple of his buddies. 

He gave Claire another kiss, this time on the lips. “Hey, wait up, 

guys! See you later, babe.” 

“K,” said Claire. 

“See you in geometry, Hanna,” he said, then wandered off 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

54

with his friends. 

“So, is it true? Is Brooke Tillier really dead?” Claire asked.  

I gave a languid nod of my head. 

“I heard her wrists were cut,” Jessica blurted. Claire shot 

her a stern look, and Jessica quickly looked away.  

“Yeah, it’s pretty messed up,” I said, then bit my bottom 

lip. 

“Well, whoever killed her did the world a favor...or should 

I be thanking you?” she said to me with a smug look on her face. 

“How could you say that?” I shot back. 

“Well, I dropped you off at her house last night, and now 

she’s dead. What would you think?” 

“I can’t talk about this anymore!” I shouted. I turned to 

leave when I remembered where I found my phone. “By the way, I 

think I left my phone in your car when you dropped me off at 

Brooke’s yesterday. Did you leave it in front of my door this 

morning?” 

“No, I didn’t,” Claire muttered while she fiddled with a 

loose thread on her top.  

Then who did?  

Suddenly, the first bell rang, warning students to make their 

way to class.  

“I’ll see you guys later,” I said. 

“Where are you going? We have class,” Claire said. 

“I have to use the bathroom.” 

“Okay, well, toodles,” she said before she whirled around.  
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Her long streaked hair swayed back and forth as she 

strutted away. Katie and Jessica trailed behind her like baby chicks 

following their mother.  

I scurried through the hall and made a dash down the 

chemistry wing, where I spotted a bathroom by a row of orange 

lockers. I was about to go in the bathroom when Mark stopped me. 

“Hanna!” 

“Hey Mark.”  

“I heard what happened. That’s craaazy.” He touched the 

back of his head with his hand. 

“Tell me about it.” I had a dull pain in my chest. 

“Are you okay?” He gently touched my arm. 

“Why does everybody keep asking me if I’m okay? Would 

you be okay?” 

“I’m sorry, I-” 

“No, I’m sorry…I can’t do this right now…I gotta go.”  

I stormed into the bathroom. I checked the stalls to make 

sure nobody else was in the bathroom with me. Suddenly, the 

bathroom door whistled open and a group of giggling girls strolled 

in. As soon as they saw me, they stopped short and looked at each 

other before turning around and leaving. I felt nauseated. I ran to 

the sink and turned the cold water knob counter-clockwise, then 

leaned over the sink and tossed some cold water on my face.   

*** 

That afternoon, we ate lunch in the quad. I picked at my 

French fries while Claire and Jessica nibbled on their fruits and 
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yogurt. Katie didn’t eat anything.  

“Katie, aren’t you going to eat anything?” I asked as Claire 

and Katie exchanged a look.  

“No, I’m not hungry. Just thirsty,” she sing-songed as she 

lifted her water bottle.  

People were still whispering to one another and staring at 

me, but I tried to ignore them as we talked about the homecoming 

dance. Claire, Katie, and Jessica were members of the 

homecoming dance committee. The theme this year was winter 

wonderland. “Jessica, you ordered the arch, right?” Claire 

demanded. 

“Yeah.” 

“Katie, where do we stand on the winter snowflakes?” 

“Got ‘em.” 

“Well, since I’m in charge of entertainment, I asked my 

daddy to get Ariana Grande to perform.”   

Claire simpered and flipped her brown and blonde locks 

over her shoulder. “Josh and I are obviously a shoe-in for 

homecoming king and queen. Those crowns are as good as ours. 

Besides, who else are they gonna vote for?”   

Katie and Jessica didn’t dare say anything; they just 

smirked and agreed. I couldn’t think about the homecoming dance, 

as my mind was preoccupied with Brooke’s murder. Suddenly, my 

phone buzzed; it was Mark. Are you feeling better? I texted back: 

Yeah…thanks  

“Who is that new girl?” asked Claire. 
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“Mark Edwards.” I smiled. 

“Oooh, are you guys like dating?” teased Katie. 

“We’re just getting to know each other.” 

“Nice. He’s super hot!” Katie shrieked. Claire pursed her 

lips and leered at me. 

The school bell chimed, and everybody started packing up 

their things. It suddenly hit me that I’d forgotten my chemistry 

book in my locker, so Claire, Jessica, and Katie went their way 

while I headed in the other direction across the quad. I took a 

shortcut through lecture hall and landed at my locker. I opened it 

and grabbed my chemistry textbook.  

I was about to close my locker and saw Claire’s face. I 

nearly jumped out of my skin. Her hair was tied back in a tight 

ponytail, showing off her high cheekbones. She sank into one hip 

with her hands crossed at her chest.  

 “Boy, aren’t we a little jumpy?” 

“Claire? Where did you come from? I thought you were 

headed to class?” I asked. My pulse was racing. I slammed my 

locker shut. 

“I was, but I wanted to see if you were OK. You seemed a 

little weird at lunch.”  

“Thanks, but I’m okay.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Yeah, I’m good. Well, I gotta go to class. See ya.” I 

looped around her and started walking away.  

“Sure. By the way, I’m glad you found your phone,” she 
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called out. 

I stopped dead in my tracks and turned around. “Me too.” 

“We wouldn’t want your phone getting in the wrong 

hands,” she said before she turned around. I felt the hair on the 

back of my neck stand on end. What did she mean by that? 

I watched her saunter down the hall until she vanished 

around the corner. Suddenly, I realized I hadn’t told Marisa what 

was going on yet! I escaped to the bathroom and called her. It 

rang a few times and went to her voicemail, so I left her a message 

to call me back. 

*** 

During class, the principal made an announcement about 

Brooke’s death. He asked the school to participate in a moment of 

silence out of respect.  

My phone buzzed a few times; it was Marisa calling me 

back. I decided I’d just call her back after school. 

As I was leaving class, my Motorola buzzed again; this 

time, it was my mother. She was reminding me that she was going 

to pick me up from school. Ever since the whole thing with Brooke 

last night, my mother didn’t want to let me out of her sight.  

She drove me to school that morning and offered to walk 

me to my first class. I guess I couldn’t blame her too much; ever 

since she and my dad split up, I was all she had. After everything 

that happened with Simon, we decided to move. My dad stayed in 

Deerwood. Sometimes I thought I was the reason they weren’t 

together anymore, although my mom said they just grew out of 
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love. She’d always accused him of cheating on her. He used to 

work a lot of late nights, and sometimes I’d hear them arguing 

about the lack of activity in their marriage (if you know what I 

mean). I used to put my iPod EarPods in my ears and listen to 

music so I wouldn’t have to hear it. We even tried going to family 

therapy, but that was a waste of time.   

My mother pulled up to the front of the school, and I got in 

the car.  

“How did it go today?” she asked. 

“Awful. Everybody stared at me and whispered about me.” 

I tossed my back pack in the back seat. “Maybe I should be 

homeschooled,” I said as I put on my seatbelt.  

“Hang in there,” my mother said as she reached out and 

squeezed my hand. “This, too, shall pass.” She gave me a 

reassuring smile. 

Suddenly, I remembered I had to call Marisa back. I dialed 

her number and put the phone to my ear. It rang a couple times,   

then she answered.  

“Hey, girl!” she shrilled. 

“Hey!” 

“What’s going on?” 

“A. Lot. I have so much to tell you!”   

I told her that Brooke and I had planned to meet but she 

never showed up. Then I told her how I’d found Brooke dead the 

next day at her house and that I was a suspect. She couldn’t believe 

it. I told her how everybody at school was staring at me and talking  
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about me. 

“Screw ‘em!” she said.  

That was one thing I admired about Marisa: her ability not 

to care what people thought of her. She exuded confidence, and 

she never had a problem sticking up for herself. I wish I was more 

like that.  

“Ohmigod! Your life is like a movie right now,” she said. 

She made a comment about how I left Deerwood to escape the 

drama but ended up getting myself wrapped up in more drama.  

“I know, right!” 

We both laughed. It was really good hearing her voice. I 

missed her. 

I let her go as my mom and I pulled into Starbucks. I 

usually got a vanilla latte venti, and my mom always ordered a 

skinny peppermint mocha venti. Every time we went there, my 

mom and the manager constantly flirted with each other. He was a 

little bit taller than her, and he had short sandy brown hair and 

sapphire blue eyes. His face was smooth, and the muscles in his 

arms bulged through his shirt. My mom always said he reminded 

her of Matthew McConaughey. I was starting to think she wasn’t 

going there for the flavored coffee.  

My mom didn’t feel like cooking, so we decided to pick up 

a pizza for dinner. I wasn’t hungry, so I didn’t eat any of it. 

Finally, I asked her if I could be excused. She said yes, so I went 

up to my room and plopped myself on the bed. I started thinking 

about the day Brooke and I first met, how close we’d become in 
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just a month. She was my one true friend at Willowdale High, and 

now she was gone. I closed my eyes and wept silently.  

*** 

When I woke up the next morning, I had a headache and 

my eyes were puffy from crying the night before. I really didn’t 

feel like going to school; I just wanted to hide from the outside 

world.  

I sat on the edge of my bed and stared at the scars on my 

wrist. I wanted the pain of losing Brooke to go away, and I 

remembered how good cutting myself made me feel. I was 

tempted, but I decided I didn’t want to go down that road again; 

instead, I reached for my phone and decided to call Marisa. At that 

moment of weakness, I really needed my best friend. 

*** 

That afternoon, Claire wanted to cut class to go shopping 

for homecoming dresses. I suggested we go on the weekend 

instead of missing class, especially since I couldn’t really afford to 

buy anything, but Claire was used to getting her way all the time. 

We walked out of the doors that led to the student parking 

lot and headed towards Claire’s car, which was parked in her spot. 

Jessica opened the front door on the passenger side.  

“Uh, new girl is sitting in the front,” Claire ordered. 

“Hanna,” I said, correcting her, but everybody ignored me. 

“But I always sit in the front,” Jessica protested. 

“Well, not this time.” 

“Really, it’s okay. I’ll sit in the back,” I offered. The last 
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thing I wanted to do was get between Claire and her friends.  

“I insist,” Claire said in a pushy tone.  

Jessica had a look of fury on her face; if looks could kill, 

I’d be dead.  

The leather seat squeaked as Claire sat down. She then 

clicked her seatbelt and turned on the ignition. She put her dark 

brown, big framed Gucci sunglasses over her eyes and combed her 

hands through her hair, then put the car in reverse, backed out of 

her parking spot, and accelerated down the street.  

“Our social calendar is filling up, ladies. Tomorrow night is 

Angela’s party, and next week is the homecoming dance.” 

“I know, right?” Katie uttered.  

Jessica sat in the back, pouting, with her arms crossed over 

her chest. 

“I have to find the perfect dress. Remember, girls, pink is 

my signature color, but for homecoming it’s baby blue,” she said, 

not taking her eyes off the road.  

“Right,” Jessica mumbled from the back seat. 

“Problem, Jessica?” Claire said as her eyes met Jessica’s in 

the rearview mirror.  

Jessica’s arms relaxed, and she drummed up a smile. 

“No…no problem,” she responded. 

Claire glanced at me and smiled as she turned right at the 

next intersection. We ended up downtown, where palm trees and 

light posts lined the streets. Behind them stood clusters of white 

and brown office buildings, and amongst them was an upscale-  
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looking hotel. There were blocks of retail stores and restaurants,  

and posh men and women swaggered down the sidewalks. 

“That’s where we’re going, ladies,” Claire commanded as 

she parked in front of So Chic. Apparently, they had the best 

dresses.  

Claire cut the engine, and we all got out of the car. There 

was a set of double doors and a display behind each window. The 

mannequin to my left was wearing a long blue beaded mesh dress, 

and the other a pink strapless couture dress. A potted plant sat 

outside the door, a SALE sign was pasted on the glass.  

The door jingled as Claire pulled it open, and we all 

gathered in behind her. Claire went straight to a specific rack, like 

she’d been there before. Jessica followed her, and Katie darted 

towards the dresses against the wall. I wandered around the store 

and settled at a circular rack of beautiful dresses, sifting through 

them while the hanger scraping the metal made a screeching noise. 

I picked up a yellow Armani strapless ball gown with pick-up 

beading shirring and sequins. When I turned over the tag, my eyes 

swelled at the price. Claire caught me looking at that dress and 

walked over to where I was standing.  

“That’s a nice dress. You should try it on,” she said. 

“There’s no point. I can’t afford it,” I said, hanging up the 

dress.  

“It won’t hurt to try it on.”  

She took the dress off the rack and handed it back to me. I 

could tell she wasn’t going to let it go, so I let out a big sigh and 
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asked the sales lady for a dressing room. While I was trying on the 

dress, I could hear the clinking of jewelry and the sound of the 

cash register opening and closing. The murmur of people 

chattering wafted throughout the store.  

I overheard Jessica whispering something to Claire. Claire, 

what’s the deal? Why are you being so nice to her? Do you think 

she suspects something? 

Claire said, Ssh! “Come on, new girl! Hurry up already!” 

she badgered from the other side of the door.  

Once I was dressed, I opened the door and stood in front of 

a mirror. Claire stared for a moment, then smirked. Katie was 

looking at some earrings and did a double take at me. 

“Hanna! You look ah-may-zing!” Claire gushed.  

“Thanks,” I said.  

She was right. I did look amazing. The color of the dress 

complimented my blonde hair and fell perfectly at my waist. I just 

wished I had bigger breasts to fill it in a little more. It didn’t 

matter, though, because I couldn’t afford it. 

“Oh my gosh! Hanna! What happened to your wrists?” 

Katie blurted.  

I could feel my cheeks burning, and I immediately crossed 

my arms over my chest, trying to conceal the scars. 

“I...uh...my cat scratched me.” 

“Really? Your cat?” Claire asked, dubious. 

“Oh. Well, you should put that cat down,” said Katie. 

“I know, right?” 
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I tried to laugh it off, but I could tell Claire wasn’t buying 

it. Jessica stood behind her with her hands on her hips, not saying a 

word.  

“Anyywayyys. You’re getting that dress,” Claire said, 

pointing at it. 

“But I can’t–” 

“I know. You can’t afford it,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I 

got it.” A ding blared from her purse, and she scoured through her 

bag and took out her iPhone. 

“What? I can’t,” I protested.  

“You can, and you will. Oh, and just FYI: I don’t take no 

for an answer. I have a hard time with rejection, so just say thank 

you and smile, k?”   

I could see Jessica smiling insidiously from the corner of 

my eye.  

“Why would you do this for me?” I asked. 

“Because we’re friends, and friends do things for each 

other.”   

“O-okay, thanks, Claire. I owe you.” 

“I know,” she said as she texted.  

 She didn’t take her eyes off her phone. She spun on her 

heels and walked over to Jessica, and the two of them giggled.  

As I turned around and stared at myself in the store’s body 

length mirror, a knot formed in my stomach. I felt like I’d just 

made a deal with the devil. 
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CHAPTER SIX—SKELETONS IN HER CLOSET 

 

The next day before first period, I was collecting books 

from my locker when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around 

and saw a familiar looking girl in front of me.  

“Hi! Remember me?” She was the girl that had cut me off 

in the hall the day after Brooke was murdered, the one who wanted 

to write a column about what happened.  

“Yeah, I do.” 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name last time.”   

“I’m Hanna. I’m sorry if I was a little rude before. I wasn’t 

myself that morning.” 

“Completely understandable. No worries. Do you want to 

get together for coffee or something so we can chat? I’m doing a 

piece on teen crime, and your story would be a great addition.” She 

beamed. “Plus, this will give you a chance to tell your side of the 

story.” 

“Okay, sure. I’ll meet you in front of the library after 

school.”  

“Okay, I’ll be there. See you later.”   

I watched as she disappeared into the crowd, then I spotted 

Claire in the hall. She noticed me, too, as she darted towards me. 

“Hey, new girl.” 

“Okay. I think we’re past the new girl thing, don’t you?” 

“Whatever. So what are we gonna wear to Angela Blaine’s  

party tomorrow night?” 
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“I don’t even know if I’m going.” 

“What?! That’s social suicide!” 

“Isn’t it a little soon for us to be going to a party? Brooke 

just died. It almost feels like we’re celebrating or something.” 

“Look, we can’t change the past. Not going to the party 

isn’t going to bring her back, so we might as well go and have a 

good time.” 

“Well, my mom is being so weird lately, so I haven’t told 

her yet.” 

“So don’t. Just sneak out.” 

“Yeah, right.”  

“How hard could it be?” she said as she tossed a lock of 

hair over her shoulder. 

“How am I gonna get past my mom?” 

“Seriously? Haven’t you ever done anything you’re not 

supposed to do?”   

I had to think about that for a second. I remembered this 

one time Marisa and I were hanging out at the mall. We went into 

Zaire’s, our favorite clothing store. We were having fun trying 

stuff on, then Marisa had this great idea of stealing something, 

which I never understood because her parents gave her whatever 

she wanted. There wasn’t much to do in Deerwood, so I think she 

just liked the thrill. She was my best friend, so at first I went along 

with it. Our plan was to try on what we wanted and leave the store 

with it under our clothes. Marisa went through with it, but I 

couldn’t. I secretly paid for the clothes and told Marisa I stole 
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them. She still doesn’t know to this day. So, I guess the answer to 

Claire’s question was no; I’d never done anything I wasn’t 

supposed to do–but there’s a first time for everything.  

“Okay, I’ll figure out a way to get past my mom.” I bit my 

lip. 

“Coolness!” Claire exclaimed.  

A group of girls on the cheerleading squad strutted by. 

“Hey Claire! Hey Hanna!” a girl with long straight brown hair and 

a thin face called out. 

“Hey!” Claire and I said in unison. 

The shrill blare of the bell alarmed me. I shut my locker, 

and Claire hooped her arm around mine as we strolled to class.  

“Let’s just blow off English and go shopping. I need to find 

something to wear to Angela’s party.”   

“Didn’t we just go shopping?” 

“Yeah, but that was for homecoming. This is for Angela’s 

party. You wanna look hot, new girl, because you never know who 

you’ll meet. Josh and I met at one of Angela’s parties. My friends 

and I decided to play that drinking game, I Have Never, and I got 

totally wasted. Josh pretty much babysat me all night. Everybody 

thinks we hooked up that night, but we never did. I mean, I threw 

myself at him, but he didn’t feel right doing it while I was drunk. 

That was a first. Guys don’t usually turn me down,” she said as we 

 skirted around a bunch of girls in the hall. “Anyway, Josh 

worships the ground I walk on. He would do an-y-thing for me,” 

she simpered, impressed with herself.  



WENDY HINBEST 

 

69

She was right about one thing, though: she was lucky to 

have Josh. I’d liked him from the moment we met, but I knew 

better; if you mess with the queen bee, you’re gonna get stung.  

“That’s cool, Claire. You guys make a great couple.” 

“I know, right? Let’s go shopping.”  

We scurried through the hall and bolted out the door that 

led to the student parking lot. 

*** 

When we got back to school, I noticed Detective Walters 

sitting in his car in the parking lot. Claire parked and turned off the 

ignition. As we got out of the car, Detective Walters walked 

towards us.  

“Shouldn’t you girls be in class?” 

“We had a few errands to run,” Claire answered. 

“I can see that,” Detective Walters said sarcastically, 

pointing at the bags in the backseat. Claire flashed a wry smile. “I 

need to have a word with you, Claire,” he continued. 

“Really? About what?” she asked as she tossed her hair 

over her shoulder. 

“I spoke to some of the students at your school, and they all 

said you and Miss Tillier didn’t get along. In fact, a lot of students 

witnessed the two of you fighting in the hall, and you said she’d 

better be ready for her own funeral.”   

Claire flashed a devilish smile as she leaned against her car 

with her arms crossed at her chest.  

“Duh…everybody knows Brooke and I didn’t get along, 
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but I’m not a murderer. And just for the record, I said she’d be 

dressed for her own funeral because she always wore black. It was 

a figure of speech,” she said, rolling her eyes.  

 “Miss Miller, where were you on September 25th, between 

8pm and 10pm?” 

“If you must know, I was hanging out with Jessica at her 

house.” 

“The whole time?” 

“Yeah. We were going over our cheer routine for the 

homecoming game.”  

“Okay. I’ll be in touch,” Detective Walters said, then 

walked back to his car. As soon as he padded away, Claire 

collected her iPhone from her purse and started messaging 

somebody. 

“Who are you texting?” I asked. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she snapped back. 

She clutched her phone as her fingers rapidly pounded the 

screen. As she bit her bottom lip with a perturbed look pasted on 

her face, I couldn’t shake the feeling Claire was hiding something–

and I had to find out what. 
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CHAPTER SEVEN—WHO IS THAT GIRL? 

 

After school, I went to the library to meet Stephanie. On 

my way there, I texted my mom to let her know so she wouldn’t 

send out a search party to look for me. When I got to the library, 

Stephanie was sitting on the bench talking on her Samsung.  

“Hey!” she trilled, waving her hand. “I’ll talk to you later,” 

she mumbled before ending the call.  

She stood up, and we padded into the library. An older 

woman was sitting at the front desk, wearing a pair of metal 

framed glasses that hung on her nose. She had on a blue cardigan 

sweater, and her hair was in a bun. She smiled at us as we passed 

her. We glided around a small group of people sitting on black 

leather couches. A cluster of independent study cubicles was in the 

far corner, and a row of workstations was next to them. I spotted a 

small, unoccupied round table, so we grabbed it. After we sat 

down, Stephanie fetched a notepad and pen from her pleather 

handbag.  

“So, why don’t you tell me what happened?” she started. 

I told her Brooke and I had planned to meet at the bleachers 

that night, but she never showed up. Then I told her everything that 

happened at her house the day I found her. 

“Wow, that’s crazy,” she said as she scribbled on her 

notepad. “So, do the police have any leads?” 

I didn’t want to say anything about the detective 

questioning Claire. That would be throwing her under the bus, and
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I wasn’t prepared to do that. 

“I don’t know.” 

“Okay. Anything else you want to add?” 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“Well, I think I got everything I need,” she said as she 

started packing up her stuff forty-five minutes later. “Thanks a lot, 

Hanna.”   

“You’re welcome,” I said.  

Stephanie stood up and placed her handbag across her 

wrist. “Bye,” she said as she wiggled her fingers.  

I grabbed my bag and left the library. On my way out of the 

school, I ran into Josh. He smelt like Dial body wash, and he had a 

hefty gym bag over his shoulder.  

“Hey, Hanna. What are you doing here so late?” 

“I had to meet somebody in the library. What about you?” 

“Oh, I had football practice,” he said with an awkward 

smile. “Want a ride home?” 

“Sure.” I had butterflies in my stomach. 

We strolled through the student parking lot and stopped at a 

dark blue Ford Mustang with two white stripes down the middle. 

He opened my door for me. Who says chivalry is dead? He then 

walked around to the driver’s side and got in. He cranked the 

ignition, the engine growled, then he veered onto the street.  

“So, who is Hanna Clark? Tell me about yourself,” he said. 

“What do you wanna know?” My heart fluttered in my 

chest and my palms were sweaty. 
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“Anything you wanna tell me,” he said with a smile.  

I recited directions to my house as he drove with one hand 

on the steering wheel, then offered, “Well, my mom and I moved 

here from Deerwood.” 

“What about your dad?” 

“My parents got divorced. My dad still lives in Deerwood.” 

“That sucks. Sorry.” 

“It’s okay.  

“I know what that’s like,” he said, rubbing the back of his 

head. “My parents aren’t together anymore either.” 

“Sorry,” I said, lowering my eyes. 

“That’s okay. I mean, it was hard at first, but now I 

understand why they split up,” he said. I stared out the window at 

some children playing in the park. “My parents used to fight, like, 

all the time.” I tucked some hair behind my ear. “Eventually, they 

just had enough. So, are you close with your dad?” he asked, not 

taking his eyes off the road. 

“No, not really. I haven’t seen him or talked to him since 

we moved.” 

“Bummer.” 

“Yeah, but my mom and I are pretty close.” 

“That’s cool,” he said, shooting me a glance as he rolled up 

at a stop sign. “I live with my dad, but my mom and I talk once in 

a while.” I offered a smile. “So, why did you and your mom move 

here? Why didn’t you just stay in Deerwood?” 

I bit my lip. “It’s complicated,” I said.  
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“So…I heard you’re dating Mark Edwards.” 

“What! Who said that?” 

“Everybody is saying that.” 

“Well, we’re just talking right now. He seems nice.” He 

didn’t say anything. He just nodded his head. Could he be jealous? 

“Oh, there’s my house on the right.” He pulled over to the side of 

road. “Thanks for the ride.” 

“Anytime,” he said as he placed his hand on my knee.  

My skin began to tingle. Is he flirting with me? Isn’t he still 

with Claire? 

“I gotta go,” I said as I got out of the car. 

“Bye,” he said.  

I closed the door and smiled at him before he drove away.  

*** 

It was Friday, and Angela Blaine’s party was that night, but 

I wasn’t sure if I wanted to go. It felt so wrong going to a party so 

soon after Brooke’s death.  

After third period, I ran into Katie and Jessica in the 

hallway. “Hey Hanna, wanna hang with us?” asked Katie.  

“Where’s Claire?” I probed. 

“She’s with Josh, doing God knows what,” said Katie. “Or 

maybe she’s with–” 

“Sssh!” Jessica hissed. They both looked at me and smiled 

suspiciously. What were they hiding? 

“Or maybe she’s with who?” I questioned. 

“Never mind. Let’s get out of here.” 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

75

I really didn’t feel like eating cafeteria food, so I decided to 

go with them. We ended up going to Katie’s place, which was 

about two blocks away. She lived in an adobe mansion, which was 

beautifully landscaped with flower beds that consisted of rudbeckia 

hirta flowers and peonies. The entryway was elegant, with a 

picturesque staircase, soaring ceilings, and marble flooring. The 

walls were dotted with family pictures and wall decor frames.  

“Nice place,” I said.  

Everything was neatly organized; I wouldn’t be surprised if 

the food in her kitchen was sorted alphabetically. 

“Thanks. My mother has a little bit of obsessive-

compulsive disorder, in case you haven’t noticed,” she said 

sarcastically as she darted into the kitchen.  

I took a seat on her dark brown plush leather couch; it felt 

cold against my legs, which made me jolt. Jessica sat across from 

me. She admired herself in a heart-shaped compact mirror while 

putting on another layer of ice pink lip gloss. I was so hungry, I 

swear my stomach was eating itself.  

“So, where did you move from?” Jessica asked in a bored 

voice.  

“Deerwood.” 

“Why did you move?”   

I dreaded that question. I didn’t want anybody in 

Willowdale to know what I’d done or where I was. That I was 

wearing a mask to conceal my secrets.  

“Um...we just needed a change of scenery.”   
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She looked at me with narrow eyes. “Uh huh,” she said. 

Katie came back holding a veggie platter decorated with 

baby carrots, celery sticks, sliced cucumber and broccoli.  

“Lunch time!” she declared.  

Is she for real? Is that all we’re having? I thought.  

Just then, cafeteria food sounded really good to me. It was 

obvious why these girls were so skinny.  

“No sandwiches or anything?” I asked hungrily. 

“No way! Too many calories!” Katie shrilled as she placed 

the platter on the table.  

She plopped herself down on the couch next to me. 

Jessica’s purse started blaring Ariana Grande’s song Problem. She 

took her iPhone out of her purple Prada purse and smiled when she 

saw who it was.  

“Hi, bee-otch!” she said, excited. Her words trailed off as 

she left the room.  

 “So Hanna, how are things going with Mark Edwards? 

Everybody is talking about you two.” Katie beamed.   

“Yeah I heard.” We both laughed. 

“So, I guess he’ll be your date for the homecoming dance?”   

“Mayyybe. I bet Claire is looking forward to being crowned 

homecoming queen.” 

“Duh…she wins every year. She doesn’t usually have 

competition, but we don’t have to worry about that anymore.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked.  

She moved closer to me. “Well, apparently Brooke was 
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running for homecoming queen, too,” she said in a low voice. 

“What?” 

“I know, right? It must have been some kind of sick joke.” 

She inspected her nails as her long straight blonde hair fell over her 

shoulder. “I mean, who would vote for her? Anyway, it doesn’t 

matter now…obvi.”  

Jessica returned with her phone in her hand and stood 

beside the couch. “That was Claire. She’s gonna meet us at 

school.” 

“Cool,” said Katie. 

“Totally,” said Jessica. “Hey, you guys wanna smoke a 

joint?” 

“Sure, light it up, but not in here,” cautioned Katie. “My 

parents will smell it and totally freak out.”  

We walked around the couch to the French doors that lead 

to the patio. Katie unlocked one of the doors and slid it open. Her 

backyard was an oasis with tropical landscaping. Layered shrubs 

and voluminous leaves of philodendrons added dramatic effect. A 

soothing sound emanated from the gushing fountain in the curvy 

pool, and the sun glimmered over it in inviting fashion. A hot tub 

was next to the pool, and towering palm trees lined a black river 

rock path. The deck was finished with a cream coloured gazebo 

and high end patio furniture. We took a seat on the couch with a 

small coffee table in the middle of it.  

Jessica pulled a joint and lighter from her purse. “Do you 

smoke, Hanna?” 
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“No, thank you.” 

“Figures.” 

“Suit yourself,” added Katie.  

Jessica lit the joint, and the two of them passed it back and 

forth to one another for about ten minutes. The smell of marijuana 

permeated the air.  

“I got the munchies,” Jessica said with a giggle. 

“I know, right?” Katie agreed as smoke slowly seeped 

through her lips. 

“There’s too many calories in chips.” 

“I knowww. What are we going to eat?” whined Katie. 

“Carrot sticks?” There was a pause before the two of them 

looked at each other and bursted into laughter. I wasn’t sure what 

was so funny. When they were done, Jessica took a bottle of 

perfume out of her purse and sprayed herself to conceal the smell 

of the pot. Katie did the same thing.  

“Shit, we better put some Visine in our eyes before we go 

to class,” said Jessica. 

“Good idea,” said Katie. 

*** 

When we got back to school an hour later, we met Claire at 

her locker.  

“Hey, girls. Did I miss anything?” Claire asked. 

“Not really,” Jessica said in a tired voice.  

“Hanna, thanks for lending me your essay on the American 

Revolution. You saved my butt,” Claire said as I caught Jessica 
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rolling her eyes. 

“No problem.” 

“After school, we’ll go to my house and you can borrow 

something of mine to wear to the party tonight,” Claire said. 

“Really?” I said. 

“Sure. Toodles.” 

Her lengthy locks flung in the air as she turned on her 

heels. Katie and Jessica trailed behind her. As I started walking, I 

saw Josh in the hallway. He was wearing his football 

jersey...damn, he looked cute.  

“Hanna, what’s up? Hey, have you seen Claire? I didn’t see 

her during lunch.” 

“You just missed her. She went to class. I thought you two 

were together, doing God knows what?” 

“Huh?” 

“Never mind.”  

“Oh, o-okay. So, I’ll see you at the party tonight right?”  

Suddenly, my phone buzzed; it was my mother texting me 

to make sure I was alive.  

“Yeah, I’ll be there,” I said as I texted my mom back. 

“Cool. See ya.” 

“Bye.” 

Claire was supposed to be with Josh. Was that why Katie 

and Jessica asked me to hang out with them? Did Claire tell them 

to distract me? What was she hiding? 

*** 



WENDY HINBEST 

 

80

Everybody was gossiping about Angela Blaine’s party that 

night. Apparently, her parents were going to be gone for the 

weekend. I slammed my locker shut and was on my way to meet 

Claire when I ran into Mark. 

“Hey gorgeous.” 

“Hey.” I tucked some hair behind my ear. 

“Are you going to Angela’s party tonight?” 

“Yeah, I’m going with my friend Claire.” 

“Cool. Save me a dance okay?” 

“Okay.” His lips curved into a smile, then he walked away. 

Claire steered into her circular driveway, put the car into 

park, and turned off the engine. She stepped out of the car, 

adjusted her skirt, and closed the door. I got out of the car and 

couldn’t help staring at the luxurious mansion that towered in front 

of me. A colossal fountain blooming with flowers and gushing out 

water stood in the middle of the driveway. The stone and stucco 

house was surrounded with a green manicured lawn and trimmed 

hedges.  

We sashayed up the paver stone pathway that led to a 

wooden arch door, then wandered inside to marble floors, high 

ceilings, and two spiral staircases that led to a massive entryway. 

We hiked up the steps, and Claire led me to her room. She had a 

glamorous canopy bed enclosed in white curtains. White goose 

down-filled pillows were propped against the headboard. Photos 

dotted the walls of the room, most of them of her, Jessica, and 

Katie. Beside her bed was a huge poster of One Direction, and 
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adjacent to her closet sat a stunning white vanity, complete with 

three mirrors and a pink cushioned chair. An oak desk was 

positioned in the corner of her room, and a closed laptop sat on top 

of it. A heart-shaped framed picture of her and Josh sat alongside 

it.  

I sat down on her bed and crossed my legs. “Where’s your 

parents?” I asked. 

“You mean parent.” She padded over to her vanity and sat 

down, admiring herself in the mirror. “My parents are divorced. 

Now my dad’s married to a woman named Agnes, who has a 

daughter about my age.” She turned around to face me. “Chloe. 

He’s always telling me I’d love her and some crap like that. 

Whatever.” She rolled her eyes and turned around to face the 

mirror again. 

“Oh, sorry.” 

“Forget about it. I did.” She picked up a brush and began 

brushing her hair. 

“What does your mom do?” 

“She’s president of a huge advertising firm. That means a 

lot of late nights for her and take-out for me.” 

“Sounds lonely.” 

“You get used to it.”  She put down the brush and stood up 

with her hands on her hips. “Besides, in return I get whatever I 

want, and I don’t have her in my face all the time.” She tossed her 

hair over her shoulder. “Well, what are you waiting for?” I looked 

at her quizzically, and she rolled her eyes. “Go and look to see if 
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there’s anything you like,” she said as she gestured towards her 

walk-in closet.  

“Are you sure?” 

“Do you wanna borrow something or not?”  

I stood up and ambled over to take a look. Her closet 

glimmered with chiffon dresses and designer bags, everything 

from Coco Chanel frocks to Michael Kors clutches. The wall was 

coloured in couture shoes. I was sifting through the hangers when 

something stashed on the floor behind a shoebox caught my eye. I 

crept towards it and leaned over to take a closer look. When I 

realized what it was, my heart seized in my chest. It was a pink 

jersey top, and one of the sleeves was smeared with what looked 

like blood. Could that be Brooke’s blood? Wait a minute...it 

couldn’t be, because Claire was with Jessica the night Brooke was 

killed...or was she?  

I jumped back and sifted through the hangers, pretending I 

hadn’t seen anything. Besides, I didn’t want Claire to think I was 

snooping.  

“How’s it going in there?” she asked. 

“Fine.”  

My voice trembled, but I don’t think she noticed. I tried my 

hardest to forget what I’d just seen, but I couldn’t. Even though my 

heart was racing, I acted normal because I didn’t want Claire to 

suspect anything. I picked up a black Versace halter neck cut-out 

dress and put it against my body.  

“You would kill in that dress, new girl,” came Claire’s 
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voice from right behind me. 

“Aah!” I jumped, and the dress tumbled to the floor. 

“What’s your problem?” 

“Nothing! Just a little jumpy, I guess.” 

“Well, maybe you should lay off those lattes, new girl.” 

“Yeah. I-I know, right? Anyway, can I borrow this dress?” 

I asked, changing the subject. 

“Sure.”  

I took off my clothes and slid on the dress. I was debating 

whether or not to wear her dress to the party because I’d never 

worn anything that expensive before, but when I tried it on, there 

was no going back. I stood in front of her long mirror, looking at 

myself. 

“You look hot, new girl. Somebody’s gonna get laid 

tonight!” she shrilled as she strutted towards me and leaned against 

the closet door frame.  

“I don’t think so...actually, I’ve never done that before.” 

“Shut up! You’re a virgin?” she blurted, straightening up 

her back.  

“Yup. I’m not ready to give up my v-card.”  

“What are you waiting for?” 

“The right guy. My cookie is precious, and I don’t wanna 

give it to just anybody.” 

“Your ‘cookie’?” 

“Just sayin’.” 

“Nice.” 
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“Was Josh your first?” 

“Are you kidding?” she said with a sneer.  

We both burst out laughing. She then entered her closet, 

stood next to me, and began playing with my hair as she peered at 

me with a strange look in her eye. 

“What?” I asked. 

“I know,” she said in a low voice.  

“Know what?” 

“I know you were in a mental institution.”   

My pulse started racing. I swallowed hard and turned 

around so she couldn’t see my face.  

“What are you talking about?” I asked. 

“Are you really gonna act like you don’t know what I’m 

talking about?” she said. 

I turned around to face her and clenched my fists. “How did 

you find out?” 

“Let’s just say I did a little digging.” She crossed her arms 

over her chest and flashed a devious smile. “I knew there was 

something different about you.”  

My heart hammered in my chest. “I-I have to go home,” I 

stammered.  

I couldn’t catch my breath. As I gripped my throat and 

started taking off the dress, she walked over and put her hand on 

my shoulder. 

“It’s okay,” she said. I froze. “What I don’t understand is 

why you felt you had to hide that from me. I thought we were 
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friends?”  

I looked at her with fury in my eyes. “That was private! 

You had no right!”  

I finally got the dress off and threw it on her bed. As I 

reached for my clothes and began to get dressed, Claire just stood 

there watching me. My watery eyes met hers.  

“You have no idea what I’ve been through, and I’d 

appreciate it if you kept this to yourself,” I said.  

An awkward silence lingered between us for a moment.  

“Of course…God…but I want you to know you can be real 

with me,” Claire said. I nodded my head and wiped the tears off 

my face. She gave me a closed-mouth smile in response. “Good. 

Now that we’ve cleared that up, let’s find you some shoes.” She 

went into her closet and came back with a pair of silver Gucci 

heels and a couple of jeans and tops, then tossed the clothes on the 

bed. “Here, try these on,” she said, dangling the shoes from her 

fingers. 

“What are the clothes for?” 

“I was just thinking…if you’re gonna hang with us, you 

can’t wear your clothes. You need a make-over.”  

I looked down at what I was wearing. “What’s wrong with 

my clothes?”  

She put her hands on my shoulders and said, “Trust me.”  

I put on a fake smile and took the shoes from her hand, then 

sauntered over to her bed. After I sat down and slid them on my 

feet, I stood up and walked back and forth to break them in. After a 
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little while, they didn’t feel that bad. Marisa would die if she saw 

me right now.  

“What do you think?” 

“I think you’re gonna drive all the boys wild,” Claire said 

with a smile.  

I looked at the time on my Motorola. “Shoot! I gotta get 

home for dinner! Can I get a ride home?” 

“Where’s my gas money, beeotch?” 

“What?” 

“I’m just kidding! Ohmigod, you should see your face!”  

I smirked as I tucked some hair behind my ear. After I 

grabbed the clothes off her bed, we left. 

*** 

When I got home, a savory smell hit me in the face. My 

mother was in the kitchen preparing dinner.  

“Hi, Mom.” 

“Hi, sweetie. Did you have fun at Claire’s house?” 

“Yeah, I guess. She has a beautiful house. What’s for 

dinner tonight?” 

“Meat lasagna.” 

“Mmm…can’t wait!” I noticed the table was set for three 

people. “Mom, are we expecting company? Is Dad coming over for 

dinner?” I asked, excited. 

“No.” 

“Then who?” 

“You remember the manager at Starbucks?” 
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“Are you serious?” 

“Are you okay with that?” 

“Whatever. It’s your life.”   

The truth was, all I wanted was for her to be happy. 

Obviously, I’d like my parents to be together, but it didn’t look like 

that was going to happen, so I had to accept that. When my parents 

were dating, they hooked up one night and my mother got pregnant 

with me. Shortly afterward, my father proposed to my mother and 

they got married. Did they marry for love, or because they thought 

it was the right thing to do? Did they settle? Sometimes I blamed 

myself for all that had happened.  

All of a sudden, the doorbell rang.  

“He’s here! How do I look?” my mom squeaked. She was 

so excited; it was like watching a high school girl going on her first 

date. 

“You look beautiful, Mom.”  

Her hair was pinned up, and she was wearing a pair of blue 

jeans, a white fitted shirt, and a blue scarf. She opened the door, 

and there he was. He had on dark blue jeans and a black golf shirt. 

His wavy hair was gelled back. 

“Hello,” he said. 

“Hi, Hank. This is my daughter, Hanna.”  

“Hello. I remember seeing you with your mom at 

Starbucks. It’s nice to officially meet you.” 

“You, too,” I said. I guess. 

Shortly after Hank arrived, we sat down at the table for 
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dinner. My mom scooped a piece of lasagna on each of our plates, 

and I could see the steam rising from it. My mom also prepared a 

bowl of Caesar salad, and there was a small platter of dinner rolls. 

Next to the bread was a butter dish.  

“So Hank, were you ever married?” I asked while reaching 

for a dinner roll.  

“Uh…yeah, I was.” 

“What happened? Did you guys get divorced like my 

parents?” 

“Hanna!” my mother called out, her eyes bulging out of her 

head. 

“What?” I answered. 

“It’s okay,” Hank said. “My wife died five years ago from 

cancer.”  

I finished chewing my food before I spoke. “Oh...sorry,” I 

said in a soft voice. 

“That’s okay. I’ve made peace with it.” He picked up his 

glass and took a sip of his water. “To tell you the truth…I wasn’t 

sure I’d ever fall in love again…until I met your mom.”  

He looked at my mother, and they smiled at each other. I 

saw my mother’s cheeks turn a light shade of pink.  

“Do you have any children?” I asked as the television 

buzzed in the background. 

“I have two children, a daughter and a son.” 

“How old are they?" 

“My daughter is nineteen, and my son is twenty-three.” 
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“Nice.” I was kind of delighted to hear he had a daughter, 

as I’d always wanted a sister. 

 “What are their names?” I asked before putting a forkful of Caesar 

salad in my mouth. 

“Carol and Steve. My daughter lives with me, but she 

works full-time at a call center. My son is away at college.”   

I nodded my head. 

“Okay, Hanna…are you done with all the questions?” my 

mother asked sarcastically.  

I smirked and looked down at my plate, then looked up at 

Hank. “Yeah, I’m done. Just treat my mom right…don’t cheat on 

her like my dad.”  

My mother shot me a mortified look. “Hanna, I don’t think 

Hank wants to hear about that,” she said while scooping some 

Caesar salad on her plate.  

An awkward silence followed. 

*** 

After dinner, my mom pulled a chocolate cake out of the 

fridge for dessert. As she started cutting it to pass pieces of it 

around, she asked me, “So Hanna, what are your plans for 

tonight?” 

“Well…there’s this party–” 

“Absolutely not. No party.” 

“Why?” 

”You know why not.” She shot me a look. “Besides, with 

everything that’s going on right now, I think you should just lay 
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low for a little while.” 

“But I’m innocent!”  

“Look, I know you probably think I’m being a little 

overprotective, but it’s because I love you. I just don’t want a 

repeat of last year.” 

“Mom!” I protested, shooting her an angry look with my 

eyes wide open. 

“What happened last year?” asked Hank. 

“Nothing!” I hissed. “Mom! Josh is gonna be there!” She 

wrinkled her brow.  

“I’m sorry, Hanna, but the answer is no.” 

“Thanks for nothing, Mom.”   

I pushed my plate of half-eaten cake away and pondered for 

a second with my arms crossed over my chest. I then began 

thinking of a way to get out of the house to go to the party. I got up 

from the table, went into the kitchen, and got a sandwich bag from 

the pantry and the pill crusher from the drawer. I then went to the 

bathroom and got a bottle of sleeping pills out of the medicine 

cabinet; my mother started taking them after my dad left to help 

her sleep. I took four sleeping pills out of the bottle and crushed 

them into powder, then put the crushed sleeping pills in the 

sandwich bag and stuffed it in my pocket. As I went back into the 

kitchen, I saw my mom and Hank cuddling on the couch in the 

living room; it was so weird seeing my mom with somebody who 

wasn’t my dad.  

“You guys want some coffee to go with your cake?” 
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 “Thanks, honey. That would be great,” my mom said.  

I made a pot of coffee and got two coffee cups out of the 

cupboard. I measured the sleeping pill powder evenly and put 

some into each cup, then poured coffee on top of it. I got a spoon 

from the drawer and stirred each cup to make sure the powder was 

completely dissolved. I kept looking to make sure they didn’t see 

me, but they were too much into each other to notice.  

I brought them their coffee and sat in the living room with 

them to ensure they drank it. I felt a little bad for drugging them 

with sleeping pills, but there was no way I was gonna miss this 

party; besides, sleeping pills are harmless.  

When I got to my room, I closed the door behind me and 

leaned on it. Hanna Clark from Deerwood never would have done 

this. I wasn’t sure whether to be excited about seeing Josh at the 

party or frightened of who I’d become.  
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CHAPTER EIGHT—LET’S GET THIS PARTY STARTED! 

 

I couldn’t see my reflection in the mirror, as it was steamy 

from my shower. I used my hand to wipe the steam away, then 

stood there for a moment in my robe, staring at my face. I 

simpered, as I was happy with myself. I opened up the top drawer 

and grabbed my blow dryer. Once my hair was bone straight, I sat 

down at my vintage vanity table to do my make-up. I looked at the 

time on my Motorola: it was quarter to ten. I put on Claire’s 

extravagant dress and shoes and looked at myself in the full-length 

mirror. I turned slowly from side to side, admiring the way I 

looked.  

I then sauntered over to my bed and picked up my 

Motorola to send Claire a text: 

I’m ready now. Come and get me.  

She texted back a few seconds later:  

k just picked up Katie and Jessica. On my way.  

I crept into the living room to check on my mom and Hank; 

they were sleeping like babies. About fifteen minutes later, my 

phone started buzzing. It was Claire texting to let me know she 

was outside. I quietly opened the front door and closed it behind 

me, then strutted over to Claire’s car. Jessica was sitting in the 

front seat, and Katie was sitting in the back.  

“Hey, girls!” I cried out, feeling fabulous.  

“Wow! You look hot, Hanna!” yelled Katie as she poked 

her head out of the backseat window.  
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“She looks all right,” said Jessica, playing on her 

smartphone. She did a double-take at my dress. “Hey Claire, she 

has the same dress as you.” 

“That is my dress,” Claire sassed.  

“So what, you guys BFFs now?” 

“Since when do I have to explain myself to you?” Claire 

snapped.  

Jessica lowered her head like she knew she’d forgotten her 

place.  

I got in the car, and Claire hit the gas. When we got to 

Angela Blaine’s house, people were sitting outside smoking and 

drinking. The music was booming, and all kinds of couples were 

on the lawn making out. Some people sat in the back of their pick-

up trucks smoking weed. The parties I went to in Deerwood were 

nothing like this one. I was used to a small group of friends 

hanging out with a few beers and chips. Sometimes we had a 

bonfire and played truth or dare, but it never got out of hand. The 

most daring thing anybody in our group ever did was take off a 

layer of clothing, but nobody ever revealed private parts; I guess 

you could say we weren’t a wild bunch.  

Cars were everywhere, some parked illegally. A lot of them 

were on the lawn, and most of them lined the streets. Claire found 

a spot on the street to park, next to a large oak tree. She turned off 

the ignition, and the engine hummed to sleep. We then all got out 

of the car and smoothed out our dresses. Claire was wearing a 

gorgeous pink Chanel dress that fell just below the knees and a pair 
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of chic leather Louis Vuitton heels. Her hair was in an updo, while 

diamond studs sparkled her earlobes. Katie had on a dark grey 

ruched seam Donna Karan dress and a pair of Jimmy Choo glitter 

platform pumps. Jessica flaunted a stunning black Versace mini 

dress and fuchsia Louboutin stilettos. 

“Showing off those sexy legs of yours, Jessica?” Katie 

teased. 

“Ooooh, risqué,” Claire taunted. 

“You look gorgeous, Jessica,” I said.  

She looked at me in disgust. “I know,” she sneered. 

“Come on, girls, let’s go,” said Claire.  

As we walked across the grass, my eyes widened. Before us 

was a massive cream stucco house with oval-shaped dormer 

windows. Leading up to double entry doors was a curvy 

cobblestone walkway. The front door was open, and people were 

constantly going in and out.  A girl with sandy brown hair with 

thick curls that fell over her shoulder stood by the door with a 

martini glass in her hand. 

 “Hi, Angela!” Claire shrilled.  

 “Hey, girl! Glad you could make it!”  

 “Uh, hello? Have I ever missed one of your parties?” 

 “True,” Angela agreed. “Hanna, right?” she asked, 

referring to me. 

“Yeah.”   

“Well, come in bitches! Enjoy the party!” she said before 

walking away.  
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As we walked through the crowd, somebody pinched my 

ass, then an athletic looking guy with dirty blonde hair and hazel 

eyes approached us and walked right up to Claire.  

“Hey, you,” he said.  

Claire’s cheeks went red, but she remained cool. “Hey,” 

she replied.  

An awkward silence lingered between them.  

“Are you here with Josh?” he asked. 

“Duh. He is my boyfriend.”   

Three kegs were in the living room, and a bunch of guys 

were doing keg stands while chugging beer through a hose.  

“Oh, there’s Josh!” Claire wailed. “Sorry, gotta go,” she 

sneered before walking away.  

“Who was that?” I asked Katie. 

“Chad McCowen.”   

“Oh.”   

I looked over and saw Josh standing across the room with a 

couple guys. He was wearing a grey and black plaid shirt and dark 

blue jeans. Ohmigod, he looked so hot! I couldn’t take my eyes off 

him, and I knew Claire noticed; I could feel her stare burning the 

side of my face. I immediately looked away.  

Josh walked over to us and said, “Hi, ladies.” 

“Hi, baby!” Claire said, then grabbed him and stuck her 

tongue down his throat. It felt as if she were marking her territory.  

 “I need a drink,” said Jessica. 

“Wait for me,” said Katie, and the two of them vanished 
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into the crowd.  

I was standing there alone while Claire and Josh lip locked. 

I started to feel like the third wheel, so I decided to mingle. It was 

so hot in there! My straight hair started frizzing up from the heat. 

Rihanna’s Don’t Stop the Music was vibrating through the 

speakers, and everybody was dancing and having a good time. The 

air was thick with cigarette smoke. I stood there for a moment, 

looking at everybody. I couldn’t help wondering if Brooke’s killer 

were there, the person who tried to frame me.  

Suddenly, some guy started grinding up behind me. I was 

startled at first, but then I just went with it. He put his hands on my 

waist as I grabbed my hair and pushed it up because my back was 

covered in sweat. I decided to turn around to see who I was 

dancing with. He had brown eyes, and his hair was styled like 

Justin Bieber’s. He was wearing a white wifebeater and a pair of 

black jeans with a chain hanging from the pocket. He was kinda 

cute. I put my arms around his neck, and his hands eventually went 

from my hips to my butt.  

“Hey!” he yelled over the music. 

 “Hi!” 

 “What’s your name?” 

 “Hanna!” 

 “You’re very beautiful, Hanna!” 

 “Thank you!” 

 “You got a boyfriend?” 

 “No!” 
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“Want a drink?”   

“Sure!”   

I was dying of thirst, so I followed him to the kegs. He 

poured me a drink and handed it to me.  

“Thanks! So what’s your name?” 

“Zack. I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before.” 

“Yeah, my mom and I just moved here.” 

“Who are you here with?” 

“I’m here with my friends, Claire, Jessica, and Katie.” 

“Oh, the awesome threesome,” he said with a smile. He had 

a nice smile.  

“So you know them?” 

“Everybody knows them. So, are you a senior?” 

“Yeah!” 

“Nice!  I’m a senior, too.” 

“Cool!”    

“Hey, it’s hard to talk over the music. You wanna go 

someplace more quiet?”   

“Sure, but first I really have to use the bathroom. I’ll be 

right back.”   

I pushed my way through the crowd to find the bathroom. I 

felt somebody grab my arm. I turned around and it was Mark. “I’m 

ready for that dance now.”  

“Sure, but I have to empty my bladder first. I’ll be right 

back.” 

“Alright. I’ll be here waiting,” he said in a coy way.  
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When I finally reached the bathroom on the main floor, 

there was a long line up. I didn’t think I could hold it much longer, 

so I made my way upstairs, where I found another bathroom. I 

went inside and locked the door behind me. When I was done 

emptying my bladder, I flushed the toilet and washed my hands. I 

leaned against the wall and took a moment for myself. I stepped 

closer to the mirror and observed my sweaty face and runny 

eyeliner. My lip gloss was almost gone, and my hair wasn’t as 

straight as it was when I left the house.  

My Motorola starting buzzing; it was a text from Katie, 

saying they needed help with Claire. Apparently, she was wasted. 

She ended up falling into the pool and taking off her shirt, giving 

everybody a strip show. I texted her back and told her I was in the 

bathroom upstairs and would be right there. All of a sudden, I 

heard a knock on the door. I guess somebody else figured out there 

was another bathroom upstairs.  

“Just a minute!”  

I quickly reapplied my lip gloss and puckered my lips, then 

slipped my lip gloss back in my purse before opening the door. 

“Hey, baby.” 

“Zack? What are you doing here? Ohmigod, did you follow 

me up here?”   

With the door open, I could hear the undertone of chatter 

amidst the music. He came in and closed the door, locking it 

behind him. He then walked towards me with intent.  

“You’re really beautiful, Hanna,” he said in a placid tone.  
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My stomach tightened, and my palms became sweaty. He 

traced his finger around my face, which sent chills up my back. His 

eyes became dark. Fear clenched around my chest like a tight fist. I 

attempted to run, but he grabbed my leg and pulled it, causing me 

to lose my balance and fall. I lay flat on my stomach with my arms 

stretched out and my palms face down. My hair was disheveled. 

He turned me over and crawled on top of me. Tears streamed down 

my face. I screamed, but the music was so loud, nobody could hear 

me. My heart was pounding so fast, I thought it was going to burst. 

It felt like all the air was sucked out of the room. I tried to push 

him off me, but I wasn’t strong enough. My legs became weak.  

“Wait!” 

“Ssh, it’s okay,” he whispered in my ear.  

He forcefully grabbed both my wrists and hiked them over 

my head. As he kissed my neck, his tongue felt cold against my 

skin. The smell of his cologne stained my nose, and his breath 

reeked of booze. 

“Let go of me! Please! Somebody, help me!”  

“Come on, Hanna. You know you want this.” 

“Screw you!” I screamed, then spit in his face.  

He hiked up my dress and ran his hand up and down my 

inner thighs. Just as he began to unzip his pants, there was a knock 

at the door.  

“Hanna! Are you in there?” It was Mark.  

“Yes, I am! Please, help me!” I yelled. 

Zack quickly jumped off me and said, “Hey, you know I 
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was just fooling around, right?”   

I ran to the door and unlocked it. Mark pushed it open, and 

I sprinted towards him, threw myself into his embrace, and put my 

head on his chest. I didn’t want to let him go.  

He placed his hands on my shoulders and looked at me. 

“Are you okay?”  

“I am now.”   

Mark gazed at Zack and grimaced.  

“Come on...we were just having a little fun.” 

“He tried to rape me!” I blurted.  

Mark grabbed Zack by his shirt and punched him in the 

face, making his nose bleed.  

“What the heck, bro?!”   

“I’m not your bro! Come on, let’s get out of here.” He put 

his arm around my waist, and I flinched. “Are you okay?” 

“Yeah, I’m fine. Just a little shaken up.”  

I fixed my dress and ran my hands through my hair. I 

looked at my phone: it was almost one o’clock in the morning. I 

didn’t know how much time I had to get home before those 

sleeping pills wore off. We proceeded down the stairs, then pushed 

our way through the crowd and headed outside to the pool. When 

we got there, Claire was splashing in the water, wearing only her 

bra and underwear. Her hair looked like a wet mop, and the 

bottoms of her eyes were stained with black mascara. Katie stood 

by the side of the pool, unsure of what to do. Josh clenched his 

fists, and the muscles in his face tightened.  
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“Where’s Jessica?” I asked Katie. 

“I don’t know,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. 

“I thought she was with you?” 

“She was, but then she met some guy and took off. Then I 

came outside and found Claire hammered in the pool. That’s when 

I texted you.”  

“Fantastic,” I mumbled to myself. Mark stood beside me. 

Katie’s eyes shifted towards him. “Having fun with Mark?” 

she asked in a low voice. I smirked. “Okay, you two go help Josh 

with Claire, and I’ll look for Jessica.”   

I agreed and watched as she disappeared into the house, 

then we walked over to meet Josh by the pool. 

“Claire, let’s get out of here!” he shrieked. 

“Oh, hi, new girl! Get in!” she squealed, ignoring him. “Hi 

Mark.” He smiled and waved. 

“Hey bro,” Mark said to Josh. 

“What’s up?” 

Claire tried pulling me in the pool, but Mark wrapped his 

hands around my waist and pulled me back. Josh stared at us for a 

moment. Then he brought his attention back to Claire. 

“You’re drunk! Like usual!” he yelled.  

“Duh! It’s a party!” 

“Get out of there! You’re embarrassing yourself!” 

“The only one who’s embarrassing themself is you!”   

Josh jumped in the pool fully clothed, took Claire by the 

arm, and led her out of the water. As she stumbled around the pool 
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with Josh holding her up, goosebumps popped up all over her 

body. He sat her down at the edge of the pool and knelt down next 

to her. I saw Claire’s smock and shoes strewn under a lounge chair 

beside a folded towel, so I scooped them up and dashed over to 

her.  

“Here you go,” I muttered. 

“Thanks, new girl,” she said in a drunken manner as she 

yanked it from my hand. I forced a smile.  

Josh wrapped the towel around her, and they sat down on 

the wet concrete. He helped Claire put on her dress and shoes, then 

they carefully stood up and shuffled towards the house. The music 

was still pounding strong. Katie came back clutching her phone; 

she was alone. The sound of splashing water echoed across 

the patio.  

“Where’s Jessica?” 

“I don’t know,” she said as she brushed some hair away 

from her face. “I looked everywhere and asked around, but 

nobody’s seen her. I sent her, like, a zillion texts, but nothing. She 

probably left with that guy.” She smirked and rolled her eyes.  

“Jes-sica’s get-ting lu-cky,” Claire sing-songed, snorting as 

she laughed. She couldn’t stand up straight.  

Josh was trying to hold her up, but he was struggling, so 

Mark decided to help him. “Let’s get out of here,” he bellowed.  

As we headed inside the house, the smell of weed invaded 

my nose. We combed through the crowd and finally reached the 

front door, running into Angela on the way out. Her cheeks were  
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flushed, and her eyes were droopy. Her legs appeared wobbly.  

“W-where are you guys g-going? Leaving already?” she 

stammered. 

“Nice party, Angela!” yelled Katie. “If you see Jessica, 

please tell her we had to take Claire home.” 

“Mmmhmm. Sure.” She leaned in the doorway. “Bye, 

guys!”  

Empty beer bottles and plastic cups were scattered across 

the perfectly trimmed grass as we made our way to Claire’s car. 

Once it was in view, Josh unlocked it with the keyless entry 

remote. Beep. Mark helped Josh put Claire in the back seat. Then 

he turned to me. 

“You still owe me a dance.” 

“Rain check?” He smiled, then gently touched my face 

before he leaned in and kissed me on the lips. 

“Sure.” Josh stood there staring. Awkward. Mark walked 

back to the house party as we all got into the car. Katie sat in the 

front, which was usually reserved for Jessica. I climbed in the back 

beside Claire. Josh then jumped in the driver’s seat, making a 

crumpling sound. The car growled to life, and he hit the gas.  

When we got to Katie’s house, we dropped her off and 

watched her go inside. I then moved to the front with Josh while 

Claire remained passed out in the back. He started the car once 

more, and off we went. 

“So, did you have a good time?” he asked. 

“It was okay. Are Angela’s parties always like that?” 
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“Yeah, her parties can get pretty intense.” 

Tell me about it. “Does Claire always get this drunk?” 

“Yeah, she likes her alcohol,” he said with a smirk.  

“Doesn’t that bother you?” 

“Yeah, sometimes, but I’ve learned to deal with it. I know 

she can be impossible sometimes, but she can be a nice person 

when she wants to be. When my parents split up, she was there for 

me, you know?” 

“I understand,” I muttered.  

Josh steered into Claire’s circular driveway and shifted the 

car into park, then cut the engine and pulled the keys out of the 

ignition. We both got out of the car, and he pulled the front seat 

forward. He lifted Claire out of the car, placed her arm around his 

shoulders, and walked her to the front door. I followed closely 

behind them. 

“Look under the mat,” he instructed me. I knelt down and 

lifted up the mat to find a silver key. 

“Okay. Now I need you to open the door.”   

I did. Once inside, we headed straight upstairs to Claire’s 

room. Josh put her on the bed and rolled her on her side.  

“Claire? Is that you?” a woman’s voice called from down 

the hall.  

The sound of slippers scraping against the hardwood floors 

grew closer. Suddenly, a young looking woman wearing a white 

terry cloth robe appeared in the doorway. She had shoulder length 

honey blonde hair and deep-set, striking blue eyes. Her skin was 
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smooth. 

“Young man. If you insist on bringing my daughter home 

at this godawful hour, can you at least keep it down?”   

“Sorry, Mrs. Miller,” Josh replied. 

It seemed like Claire’s mother couldn’t be bothered with 

her. She looked at me, then Josh again before disappearing down 

the dark hallway. I bit my lip.  

Claire began to mumble something, and she was slurring 

her words. Josh and I looked at each other, then he leaned towards 

her.  

“Ssh…sleep if off, babe,” he whispered.  

Claire touched Josh’s face. “Please don’t be mad at 

me…please don’t be mad at me.” She kept saying that over and 

over.  

Josh grinned and gently moved her hand away from his 

face. “Why would I be mad at you?” 

“Because I kissed Chad McCowen, and I liked it.”  

I widened my eyes as my mouth dropped. Claire kissed 

Chad McCowen! That was why she blushed when she saw him. 

That was probably what Katie and Jessica were hiding!  

Josh slowly shook his head from side to side and squeezed 

his eyebrows together, his lips making a straight line. He then 

stormed out of the room, ran down the stairs, and bolted outside. I 

was right behind him. 

“Josh, wait!” I yelled after him once we were outside. 

He stopped and turned around. “Did you know about her 
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and Chad?” 

“Of course not! I mean, I had a feeling she was hiding 

something, but I didn’t know what. I swear!”   

I wasn’t sure if I felt bad for Josh or was glad about the 

possibility he might break up with Claire.  

“Come on, I’ll give you a ride home,” he said. 

An awkward silence filled in the car. Josh didn’t make any 

eye contact with me while he drove, and he gripped the steering 

wheel tight. 

“Make a left at the next street,” I said, pointing. “I’m sorry 

Claire did this to you, Josh, and I’m sorry you had to find out this 

way.”   

He didn’t respond, nor did he take his eyes off the road. 

When we reached my house, he sat quietly for a moment.  

I clutched the door handle, then said, “Well, goodnight.”  

As I was getting out of the car, he grabbed my wrist and 

said, “Wait.” The lines on his forehead disappeared, and his 

posture became soft and inviting. “This isn’t your fault. I was 

angry, but I shouldn’t have taken it out on you. I’m sorry.”  

“That’s okay,” I muttered.  

He slowly let go of my wrist, and I got out of the car and 

closed the door. He waited until I got inside the house before 

driving off. Once inside, I tiptoed to the living room and found my 

mom and Hank still sleeping on the couch. Score. I looked at the 

time on the microwave: 2:30AM.  

As I crept towards the stairs with Claire’s Gucci heels in 
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my hand, I suddenly saw an image traced in the blinds...somebody 

was lurking outside my house. 

 


