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  Chapter 1


I have hated Simon McGuire ever since Year Seven. I hated him even more when he started dating my twin sister, Lindsay. 
Today he was just asking to be murdered. As I reverse park into a space outside Wakefield High, the stupid jerk cuts into it. Lucky for both of us, I slammed on my brakes, preventing our cars from hitting one another.
“Oh, for crying out loud, you stupid jerk!” I cry out, slamming my palm down on the horn in annoyance.
I sit there for a moment, watching Simon instead of moving along, twisting the colourful silicone bracelets around my wrists. This causes the cars behind me to honk their horns in return, telling me to move on. I ignore them, not caring if I cause a traffic jam. Can I kill Simon before I do anything else? The guy must seriously have a death wish for cutting in front of me like that.
Lindsay sits beside me in the passenger seat, letting out a heavy sigh. I do not understand why she is dating that creep. What she sees in him is beyond me. “Alex, please do not do this right now.”
I ignore her. Sometimes I wonder why we are even twins. We may be identical with matching medium-length brown hair and green eyes, but we have nothing in common. Some people have trouble telling us apart, even though there are ways of knowing who is who. Like for insistent, I have a purple streak in my hair, while Lindsay recently got her nose pierced. How can it be so difficult to tell us apart?
Cars soon overtook me as I continued to sit there, watching Simon’s every move through my rear view mirror. Lindsay sinks down in her seat, hiding her face in embarrassment.
I drum my fingers on the steering wheel, waiting impatiently for Simon to get his ass out of the car. The longer I wait for him, the angrier I feel, which makes me want to get out of this car and strangle him. Sighing, I go back to twisting the silicone bracelets on my wrists.
He takes at least five minutes to emerge from his car. It’s like he is taking his sweet time just to piss me off.
He strolls over to the car, leaning on the passenger-side door, greeting my sister with a kiss. I grab the back of my sister’s shirt and jerk her away from Simon. She scolds me, claiming I was hurting her.
“You jerk,” I say directly at Simon, ignoring Lindsay’s complaints. “Don’t you have any idea what an idiot you were back there? You’re so damn lucky that I slammed my brakes in time!”
“What’s the matter, Alex?” Simon says with a cocky smile. “Are you upset that I stole your parking spot?” He put his upper lip out as if he were about to cry. “I’m sorry, but I didn’t know that parking space meant so much to you.”
“It’s the way you stole it! Didn’t you see me reversing into it?”
Lindsay sighs. “Just leave it, Alex. Nothing bad happened, so why do you need to get so upset?”
I clench my jaw as I stare back at my sister. Doesn’t she know the damage to the car that Simon would have caused if he had crashed into me? Since neither Lindsay nor I have jobs, Mum would have to pay for the damage, and that will cost her heaps!
“Where did you get your licence from?” I ask Simon. “Was it from the back of a cereal box? It’s like you don’t even know the road rules.”
 “I got it at the same place you got yours,” he speaks with a sarcastic tone.
I frown at him. “You drive like an absolute maniac! You’re going to end up in a ditch somewhere!”
Simon places his hand over his chest. “Why, Alex, I didn’t know you cared.”
I narrow my eyes at him. I hope he winds up dead the next time he drives his car like a maniac. He better not have Lindsay in the car with him when he does.
Lindsay rolls her eyes rather than saying anything. I know she will kill me later for the way I’m speaking to her boyfriend. She is going to stick up for Simon, and not even care what I have to say about him endangering our lives. I may have prevented an accident this time, but what would have happened if he really collided with us? Knowing my luck, Lindsay will blame me for my careless driving, not wanting to look at the fact that it’s actually her boyfriend’s fault. I have never had an accident since I’d gotten my licence almost a year ago, and I wasn’t about to have one with this jerk.
Simon ignores the death stare I’m giving him and turns to my sister. He places a hand on my sister’s cheek and kisses her roughly. It makes my stomach churn watching them make out in my car. I watch Simon’s every move, his hands all over her, as if I am not here.
He pulls away from my sister and looks up at me, smirking. “Catch you later, Alex.”
My brow furrows when I look at him.
Simon turns to my sister. “Linds, are you coming?”
Lindsay smiles brightly. “Yeah, I’m coming.”
I squint at her. I watch as my sister unbuckles her seat belt, reaching for her bag from the back seat. Just as she opens the door, I grab the back of her shirt before she has time to get out. I know she will start an argument with me for not allowing her to go out with Simon. I can’t control her when she gets out, but as long as she is in this vehicle with me, she is not going anywhere with that creep. Lindsay shouldn’t even be hanging out with him. He is not even worth being with.
She lets out a frustrated sigh. “Let go of me, Alex.”
“You are not getting out of this car until I say you can.”
“You can’t tell me what to do!”
She glances at me, seeing the death stare I am giving her. Lindsay never liked me telling her what to do. She rolls her eyes and tells Simon she will meet up with him later. He is about to lean over to kiss her again, but I yank on her shirt hard, pulling her towards me so Simon couldn’t put his filthy lips on her. It makes no difference to me if they are dating. I don’t want him coming anywhere near my sister. I’m sure she could date someone better than someone who isn’t a jerk.
Lindsay buckles her seat belt, crossing her arms across her chest. She mumbles “bitch” softly enough for me to still hear.
“I will catch you ladies inside.” Simon steps away from the car.
I stick my middle finger up at him. He smirks, returning the gesture before heading towards the entrance of Wakefield High.
I groan. That guy… He’s the biggest idiot I have ever met! Thank goodness English is the only class I have with him, and then I don’t have to see him throughout the day.
I flick on my indicator, turning back onto the road safely, searching for another parking space.
 “I really can’t believe you’re dating that creep.” I shake my head. “What do you even see in him? He is a bad influence on you.”
“He is not a bad influence on me, okay?” she argues back. “He is actually a pretty decent guy. Simon is sweet and he cares about me.”
I laugh. “Oh, please, Lindsay! The dude only wants to get into your pants.”
She rolls her eyes. “It’s none of your business what we get up to. Yes, we have had sex, but who are you to tell me I can’t? I don’t understand why you hate him so much? He did nothing to you.”
“Do you seriously have to ask me that question? You know the reason I hate him.”
“Just answer the question, Alex.”
I sigh. Do I really have to explain it to her? I have countless reasons to dislike Simon McGuire. Dating my sister is one of them. “I hate him for several reasons. At the moment I hate him because he cut in and pulled an idiotic stunt that could have damaged the car and injured us. He knew I was going to park there, but he was too lazy to find his own parking spot.”
I see her stare at me from the corner of my eye, like she couldn’t decide if I was serious or not. She then rolls her eyes when she realises I am serious. “Oh my gosh, Alex. You’re so ridiculous sometimes. Just forget about it, okay?”
“Oh, so you think it would have been okay for him to crash into us?”
“He will not crash into you.”
Up ahead, I spot a parking space underneath a tree. I quickly pull into it before someone else has the same idea as me. I am not in the mood to get into another argument this morning over a stupid parking spot.
“I want to know something,” Lindsay says as I put the gear into park and switch off the engine. “When are you going to stop hating on everyone? It’s really getting old.”
Ignoring her, I retrieved my bag from the back seat and exited the car. Lindsay does the same. Our eyes lock over the top of the car. I look away first, pressing the lock button on the remote control. Swinging my bag over my shoulder, I headed towards the school. All I want to do right now is get away from my sister, but I knew that’s never going to happen. Avoiding her stupid boyfriend may be easy; Lindsay wasn’t. We have roll call first thing in the morning and then English right after. Thankfully, English and P.E. were the only classes we had together. Then we will see each other at home.
Lindsay chases after me. “Hey, where do you think you’re going?”
I roll my eyes. “Where do you think I’m going? I’m heading towards the school.”
“Are you going to answer my question?”
“I just did. I said I’m heading towards the school.”
“No. Not that one. You know which one I’m talking about. God, Alex, do you have to find something wrong with everything? Even a parking spot? Or a question I want to ask you?”
“Why should I answer it when you should already know the answer?”
Lindsay walks in front of me, walking backwards as she faces me. “That’s not the answer, Alex.”
“Then what is the answer?”
“I don’t know.” She shrugs, then says, “‘Yes, I will stop finding the littlest things to hate on.’”
I chuckle with a smirk. “I’m not going to do that. I really do loathe everyone. You basically know the answer to your own question. I don’t need to answer it for you.”
“Why do you always avoid this question? I mean, it’s not normal for people to just hate everyone or everything.”
I stop walking, and she does too, almost tripping over a crack in the path. I wish Lindsay would stop pestering me about why I didn’t like anyone or anything. It was my business, not hers. I choose to hate everyone because no one is worth liking over. I mean, you can be nice to people, but they will end up leaving you in the end, act like you never existed and treat you like dirt that they can walk over anytime they want.
“Define normal for me,” I say.
Lindsay stands there, unsure how to answer me. Typical. She knows how to throw these annoying and stupid questions at me, but when I ask her something, she can never figure out how to answer.
But just when I think she doesn’t answer me, she does. “Well, all I can say is that you don’t act like a normal teenager.”
I raise an eyebrow at her. Did she seriously think she was better than me? “Oh? And you do?”
She smirks at me. “Of course I do. Teenagers go to parties, have sex, get wasted, have their own mobile phones, and a bunch of other things. All you’ve achieved, by comparison, is getting your driver’s licence. What about a phone, Alex? How do you live without one? Or how about you live a little and attend a party, maybe get wasted and hook up with someone?”
I continue to glare at her, wondering how she could even call this normal behaviour. It’s not the lifestyle I wanted. What’s wrong with being different? Why do I need to be like Lindsay or others?
 “Sorry for wanting to be different,” I tell her.
Without another word, I hurry away. She continues to chase me, asking me ridiculous questions which I only ignored. I don’t need to explain anything to her. I just want to go to school and have others leave me alone.






  
  Chapter 2


There’s ten minutes to go until the bell rings. I settle outside the library to relax after everything that happened with Simon before the school day officially starts. I take out my sketchbook and start drawing. 
A feeling of relaxation comes over me the instant my pencil touches the paper. Art relaxes me when I have to deal with someone so stupid like Simon McGuire. It’s the one activity I enjoy, one that connects me to my dad. He taught me to draw from a young age. When I put that pencil to paper, I forget the world around me as I focus on a drawing.
I get a few minutes of drawing done before the bell rings. I snap my book shut and make my way to roll call. My classmates mingle around the outside of the classroom instead of going in. I enter and take a seat in the back row. 
I keep my head down, focusing on my sketch as everyone piles into the classroom and takes their seats, talking about what they did over the weekend or asking others about homework they were supposed to do. I have sketched my father’s face so many times over the last six years that I could do it from memory. No one has ever seen my drawings apart from my counsellor. Not even my sister and mother. I refused to allow anyone to see them. They wouldn’t understand why I constantly drew pictures of my dad. It’s just my way of keeping the memory of him alive since he had walked out on my family.
I keep my eyes on my drawing throughout roll call, not even looking up to see my sister walking into the classroom. For the next fifteen minutes, the only person who speaks is Mr Grey as he calls out our names one by one. I mumble my attendance. The bell soon rings for first period, and I head off to English.
Being the first person to enter the classroom, I take my usual spot in the first row, right in front of my teacher’s desk. It’s not my choice to sit there. Mrs Callea is the one who seated both me and my sister at the front so she could keep a close eye on us because of our constant bickering. If I had a choice, I would prefer to sit in the back where I can concentrate on drawing and partially listen to whatever the teacher says.
Opening to the page where I last left off in my sketchbook, I continue drawing as the rest of the class arrives in the room. Then I hear her laughter as she walks into the classroom. I glance up from my book to see Lindsay and Simon walking hand in hand into the room. She kisses him quickly. I roll my eyes at the kiss, then return to my book.
“Lindsay and Simon, I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that in my classroom. Thank you,” my teacher admonishes them. I scoff at the thought of my sister getting into trouble. Mrs Callea makes her way over to her desk and sets down her belongings for today’s lesson.
Lindsay pulls away from Simon, smiling at him before taking her seat near me, leaving a gap between us. Simon moves to a seat in the back of the classroom. He used to sit with my sister, but our teacher separated them. The two of them never stopped talking and were always interrupting the lesson.
Mrs Callea is not a terrible teacher, but the thing I really hate about her is when she gives us so many assignments at once. She seems to enjoy torturing us with so many of them. It’s the same with every other teacher in this school, especially because we are in our final year of high school. Assignments pop up everywhere, one after another, especially just after you have completed one of them. We have only just returned to school a few weeks ago, and the work keeps piling up. It’s like teachers think we have nothing better to do with our lives besides schoolwork. To make the workload even worse, we have our half-yearly exams in six weeks.
Mrs Callea stands beside her desk, ready to begin the lesson. I notice she has gotten a haircut over the weekend. Her strawberry-blonde hair is now level with her ear. She looks ridiculous with that hairstyle. Short hair does not suit her. She should have kept it the way she previously had it when it was past her shoulders.
“Now, I know you all will hate me for doing this,” she begins, “but I’m going to get you all to redo the essays I had given you.”
The class breaks out in a chorus of groans.
“Hey, groan all you want, but I need you all to keep improving your writing skills, especially with your exams coming up soon. A lot of you did poorly on this essay, and I need you to redo it. My goal is to help you achieve the highest possible grade. Since these essays will not be easy, and you will write more than one. Not just for English, but for other subjects too.”
“You can’t be serious, Mrs Callea,” Simon whines. “Can’t you cut us a break? It has been only a week since we returned to school. Why do you have to give us another assignment? We already have assignments for other classes.”
Mrs Callea looks in Simon’s direction. “I don’t know why you’re complaining, Simon. You never did the last assignment, which you still have to complete for me. And when I give out this one, I expect you to do it with no excuses about why you couldn’t complete it. You don’t want to be failing this class, do you? I don’t exactly care if you have assessments for other classes or other commitments. You’re in my class right now, and I want you to complete the work I provide for you.”
Laughter ripples through the class following our teacher’s comment. I sigh, already bored, and it has only been a few minutes since class started. Of course, Simon needs to be an idiot and say stupid things to interrupt the class. Sometimes I wish it was just me in the classroom so I don’t have to worry about the other students. Maybe I should talk Mum into allowing me to be home schooled for the rest of the year. At least I don’t have to worry about anyone interrupting the lesson. I will concentrate on my work better.
“For the next few weeks leading up to your exams, I’m giving you different writing exercises to help improve your skills. You will use different areas of writing, such as essays, creative writing, and poetry. You will need to know these areas, especially when many of you aren’t so skilled in this area. Think of this assignment as practice before the real exams so you’re able to see what areas you need to improve. I will start you off by redoing the essay I have previously asked you to write.”
I tune out as the class groans. Ignoring them all, I continue to draw in my sketchbook.
Mrs Callea resumes. The assignment and what I needed to compose were of no interest to me. I didn’t even care if I did poorly on the essay. I’m an artist, not a writer. All I wanted was to draw right now. She explains what she expects us to write in the essay, analysing some poem that she got us to use last time. I find the whole essay unnecessary. Who cares about analysing some stupid poem? I mean, are we even going to be needing to analyse poems or any piece of writing by the time we leave school? Why does an essay have to be so damn perfect to get a good grade? As an artist, I don’t think I would need to write an essay for my future career. Maybe if I were to further study art I might, but not when I actually get more involved with the career.
I raise my hand.
Mrs Callea looks my way. I can tell she’s fighting the urge to roll her eyes. She never likes it when I ask or give any negative comments on anything that she says during the lesson, especially when it leads to an argument between my sister and me. “Yes, Alex?”
“Is this necessary for us to redo it?” I say, putting down my hand.
“Yes, it is, Alex. It’s all part of the curriculum. I would not be getting you guys to redo it if the class didn’t do poorly on it the first time.”
“Why is it so important for us to learn how to write essays? I mean, once we graduate high school, are we going to be needing to write them in the future? Not unless we go on to further study. But what career would we be needing to write an essay or analyse a poem that was written long before our time?”
Mrs Callea opens her mouth to answer my question, but the door opening and closing interrupts her. Everyone turned in their seats to see who had walked in. I roll my eyes when I see Nathan Bridges with his bag over his shoulder, hurrying into the room. He just had to walk in when Mrs Callea was going to answer my question. He takes the empty seat between Lindsay and me. I sigh in annoyance. Why does he always have to sit between us every lesson? Is this our teacher’s way of keeping my sister and me separated during class?
“It’s good to have you finally join us, Mr Bridges,” Mrs Callea says. “I’m just explaining to the class about redoing your essays that you all didn’t get a good grade on. So, what is your excuse for being late this time? Do you have a late note?” Nathan was late for class a couple of days ago. This is his second time being late.
“I’m so sorry, Mrs Callea,” he apologises. He pulls a piece of paper from his pocket and hands it to her. She takes it, reading it. “I had trouble getting here this morning. My next-door neighbour threw a party last night. I couldn’t get to sleep until two in the morning. I overslept and then woke to find a flat tyre. My dad had to drive me because I didn’t have time to change it, and I had already missed the bus. We got caught in traffic along the way.”
 Mrs Callea looks up and nods. “Okay. Please make sure you come early next time.”
Nathan promises he would. He unzips his bag to take out the equipment he needed for the lesson. He glances toward my sister. Lindsay gives him a wave, followed by a flirty smile. Not sure if he returned the smile. He probably did. He gives her a wave and then places his bag on the floor beside his feet. I roll my eyes. Lindsay has nothing better to do than flirt with every guy she comes across. Does she realise her boyfriend is sitting a few rows back? Simon could probably see what she is doing. 
“Anyway, as I was saying–” Mrs Callea continued, but I interrupted her. I knew whatever she was going to say would not be about my question. She was going to explain the assessment all over again for Nathan, and I do not want to hear her repeat it the second time just because Nathan came in late.
“Hello, Mrs Callea?” I blurt out rudely without raising my hand. “Aren’t you going to answer my question? Why do we even have to write essays? How does it help with our future?”
Mrs Callea sighs with frustration. “Alex, please don’t interrupt me when I’m talking. I am going to answer your question. I understand you and everyone hates writing essays, but this is something you have to learn.”
I frown. “You didn’t answer my question about how it will help with our future?”
“Oh, will you just shut up, Alex?” Lindsay blurts out. “No one wants to hear you complain about what you hate. Everyone in this room hates writing essays, but no one is making a fuss about it like you. None of us want to rewrite this damn essay.”
“Language, Lindsay,” Mrs Callea warns her.
I turn to my sister, our green eyes meeting. I shot her a dirty look. Lindsay never knows when to keep her mouth closed or when to stop sticking her nose in other people’s business. “Was I talking to you?”
“No, but I’m pretty sure everyone is sick of you complaining about everything that you dislike.”
“Shut up and mind your own business, Lindsay.”
“Girls,” Mrs Callea warns us. “That’s quite enough now.”
“No,” Lindsay spits out, ignoring our teacher. “I don’t need to mind my own business.”
I laugh derisively. “Yeah, you do. It’s none of your concern what I hate.”
“Do you realise how pathetic you sound?”
I narrow my eyes at her. I lean forward on Nathan’s desk, who is sitting there helplessly, unsure if he should say something or keep out entirely. The best thing he can do is stay out of this. “Say that again.”
Lindsay smirks. She leans closer to me until her face almost touches mine. She says the words slowly this time. “You’re pathetic.”
I yank the loose hair around my sister’s shoulders with a hard pull. Lindsay screams as if I had just ripped the roots right out on top of her head. Nathan’s eyes widen before he tries to intervene by grabbing my hands to pull me away from my sister, but he only gets knocked in the mouth with my elbow. Lindsay tries to pull my hands away from her, but I don’t dare let go. It only makes me pull harder. If she is going to call me names and think she is better than me, then she deserves this treatment.
Our classmates egged us on, enjoying the show we were giving them. Mrs Callea yells at us to stop. When that doesn’t work, she gets in between us. I finally let go of my sister’s hair. Blood rushes to my head as my teacher steps between us. I momentarily feel lightheaded. Without thinking, I shove my teacher hard, knocking her into her desk behind her. Her eyes widened, startled by my actions. Lindsay doesn’t waste any time with our teacher being out of the way by climbing onto the table. She jumps on me. I tumble backwards over my chair, knocking into the table behind me. The edges of the table dig into my lower back, causing sharp pain to shoot up.
Recovering from pushing her, Mrs Callea successfully steps in to break up the fight before someone gets hurt. I was about to pounce on my sister again, wanting to continue what she started, but my teacher wouldn’t tolerate my behaviour. She asks Michael Hayworth, the school captain, to hold me back. I jab him in the ribs with one of my elbows as he slips his arms around me. Michael yelps out in pain, but doesn’t let go as he holds me back. I scream at him to let me go, but he doesn’t until Mrs Callea speaks.
Our teacher scolds us for our behaviour. Rather than sending us to the principal for fighting, she issued us with a lunch detention. She then suggests I move to the back of the classroom, away from my sister. I frown at her. I felt an urge to yell or hurl an object to vent my frustration. Why does Lindsay always get away with everything, and I’m the one people always seem to push away?
“You’re moving me?” I protest. “Why don’t you move, Lindsay? She is the one who started it!”
 “Alex, please,” Mrs Callea answers calmly. “I don’t want to hear your excuses, so just move and don’t make another sound for the rest of the lesson. If you cause any more trouble, I’m afraid I will have to send you to the principal’s office.”
I glance at my sister. She is smirking, as if she had planned this all along to get me into trouble. A part of me wanted to wipe off her smile, but it would only cause more trouble. I’m sure Mr Matthews doesn’t want to see me in his office.
Without another word, I gathered my belongings from the floor. Mrs Callea gets everyone to settle back down so she could continue on with the rest of the lesson. I can feel someone’s eyes watching me. I glance over at the person and just as I did; I see Nathan turning away, looking down at his book and pretending to take notes. What is he staring at?
Ignoring the looks everyone was giving me, I storm across the room to an empty seat beside the window.
“Hey, Alex, have you thought of attending anger management?” Simon snickers from the back.
I did everything I could not to walk over to him and punch him in the face. It won’t only get me in more trouble, but Lindsay would kill me later for hurting him. Instead, I stick my middle finger at him before dropping my books on the table beside the window with a loud bang. My pencil rattles on the table, dumping my bag on the floor beside me, and I flop myself down.
“Someone is on their period.” Simon tries to cover his words with a cough.
“Simon,” Mrs Callea scolds. “Enough.”
With me now out of the way, Mrs Callea resumes the lesson. She walks over to her desk, continuing to talk about the essay and what she wanted us to include when we rewrite it. If you ask me, rewriting it is just a waste of time. It’s not like it will do us any favours for the future.
Lindsay looks my way, giving me a cocky smile and a small wave. I flip my middle finger up at her, then turn away to open the back of my English book, doodling on the last page.






  
  Chapter 3


Even if she doesn’t show it, I’m sure Mrs Callea is thankful when the bell rings for second period. She dismisses us, reminding us once again about our stupid essays we need to redo. I couldn’t get out of the classroom fast enough, wanting to get as far away as I could from my sister, which will not be easy in this school. Thankfully, she isn’t in my next class. I’m sure our teachers would be thankful we are only in two classes together. 
As soon as I step out into the corridor, I end up behind my sister, who meets up with her best friend Emilynn outside our classroom. She must have hurried out of the room so quickly that I never saw her leave. Emilynn asks Lindsay what all the screaming coming from our classroom was about. The surrounding classrooms could undoubtedly hear our fight. When we fight, everyone knows about it.
Instead of hurrying past them, I keep a distance behind them, wanting to know what Lindsay has to say about me to Emilynn. She loves bad mouthing about me to her, making me look like the evil twin when she doesn’t even look at herself to see what kind of person she is. Neither of them even took notice that I was walking behind them when they started speaking about me.
 “What was the fight about this time?” Emilynn wants to know.
Lindsay doesn’t waste time telling her everything, immediately making me look like I was the bad guy. Apparently, I was the one who started the fight. Maybe if she had just minded her own business in the first place, I wouldn’t have gone off at her.
“Is Nathan in today?” Emilynn asks my sister, switching the topic once Lindsay finished bad mouthing me. “Did you get the chance to ask him out after all the commotion?”
I raise my eyebrow. Was she seriously asking my sister that question, especially when her boyfriend could be nearby and hear their conversation just like I can? Of course, I’m not surprised that Lindsay was trying to get Nathan’s attention even when she is already dating someone. She is always flirting with someone. I mean, if she isn’t happy with Simon, why doesn’t she dump him already?
Lindsay shakes her head. “I haven’t talked to him yet. He arrived late today, and then the fight happened shortly afterwards. Besides, even if I got the chance to, I have to make sure Simon doesn’t overhear.”
“Oh yeah, I forgot he is in the same class.”
“I might see if I can talk to him at recess later.”
I roll my eyes. These two can’t be serious. How can these two talk about asking another guy out when Lindsay is already dating Simon? She’s better off breaking up with him than sneaking around with another guy.
Hopefully she dumps Simon so I don't have to see him hanging around my sister all the time.
“You know you wouldn’t have to worry about Simon overhearing you if you weren’t trying to two-time him for Nathan,” I speak up. She is going to kill me for interrupting their conversation, let alone eavesdropping. It was not my fault that I overheard them. I’m sure anyone walking by could also hear.
Maybe Simon is close by to hear it and will break up with my sister.
But the jerk isn’t. Lindsay’s secret of seeking another guy is safe with her… for now.
The two of them stop walking. I almost crash into the back of them. They turn around, giving me a filthy look for eavesdropping.
“Excuse me, but this is a private conversation,” Emilynn spits out. “No one asked you to join in.”
I nod, wanting to laugh. “Right, because if this was really a private conversation, then there wouldn’t be anyone else around to hear it.”
“What is it to you, Alex?” Lindsay snaps at me. “I’m not two-timing Simon.”
I smirk. “Yet.”
She rolls her eyes, sighing. “I’m trying to find the right moment to ask Nathan out. There is nothing wrong with experimenting with different guys.”
Oh God, someone really needs to knock some sense into her. Tell me how we are twins again?
“And you think asking him out while you’re with Simon is the right thing to do?!” I ask her, trying to restrain myself from yelling, even though I wanted everyone to hear what I had to say, especially Simon. “It’s wrong, Lindsay! You can’t date Nathan if you’re already dating Simon. Imagine how he will feel if he finds out you’re cheating on him. You don’t need to date every single guy you come across. Just stick with one guy and stay away from the others.”
She stares at me as though she’s trying to understand what I’m thinking. I know she doesn’t believe a word I’m saying. Or she knows I’m right, but doesn’t want to admit it. Lindsay thinks that just because I’m three minutes older than her, I can’t tell her what to do. She’s a typical younger sibling. She is always thinking that she doesn’t have to listen to anything I have to say.
Lindsay narrows her eyes at me. “Who are you to tell me what to do?”
Rather than answering her question, I smirk, almost laughing. “You know, if you don’t stop flirting with other guys, I’m going to tell Simon what you have been doing.”
My sister stares at me in horror, speechless at what I’m planning to pull. I don’t know for sure if I will tell him. Maybe I will, just to piss Lindsay off. She has been dating that idiot for almost a year now, and I have watched her secretly date

      ***
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