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Wednesday, 25th of October

“No. It’s okay, Daddy. I understand.”

Lucy Lutz slammed down the receiver before her father had a chance to finish his next sentence. He’d been in the middle of saying goodbye, but Lucy was too furious to care.

Not coming home? Spending a few more weeks in Paris? Why? What’s so interesting about Paris, anyway?

She yawned and stretched out on her mattress, enjoying the early morning light that poured through her window. Maybe today wouldn’t be that bad. If she was lucky, her stepmother would already have left for the gym, and Lucy could slip out quietly without alerting the house staff.

Other than breathing the same air as she did, the house staff didn’t bother her too much. But sometimes she felt like they could stand to do less of that, share her oxygen.

Oh, who was she kidding? She really only wanted to avoid everyone because she and that Ethan kid from school, the one who cleaned their pool some afternoons during the week, had been caught last Friday night in the cabana doing things that her stepmother would later describe as the type of behaviour you’re more likely to find pigeons doing in city gutters.

Lucy thought that was funny, pigeons getting stuck into their parent’s liquor and making too much noise. But that was Marjorie, overexaggerating to the very end.

Cow, thought Lucy, seeing her stepmother’s stupid, pinched-up face in her mind’s eye, scowling because the whole world wasn’t doing exactly what she thought it should be doing.

Still, Lucy wouldn’t have to worry about that for very much longer. She would be eighteen at the end of the year. The stroke of midnight, New Year’s Eve to be exact. She and Ethan had been talking about running away after that. He was already eighteen, and as Lucy had discovered, very good at keeping his mouth shut. He was good at pretending he didn’t know her at school, too. That was part of their game at the moment. Pretending they didn’t know each other at school. It was great.

Well, it had been. Now that the step-maggot had found them out, it might be over. She might have to tell Ethan they should cool it for a while. And that would be a shame. Because he was one of the few people that Lucy could actually stand.

That was a secret, too. Only she knew that. She’d probably never tell him.

And besides, she still wasn’t sure if she was giving up on Alex. He’d been playing so hard to get for so many years, she’d kind of developed an obsession with going out of her way to get his attention, no matter what.

But he was probably still hung up on… April…

Lucy frowned and sat up. Still stretching, she shifted till her lower back stopped hurting, then reached up and touched the mousy curls that fell about her face. Just to make sure they were still there.

All night nightmares again. It was a regular thing that had been happening for the past few months. After she, Wendy and the others, and Matthew woke up in that clearing in the forest.

Nightmares about running, stormy skies, and hedge mazes full of scissors. And weird laughter that came from everywhere at the same time. She hated it.

Whatever, she yawned. They have to stop one day. She assumed it was just another side effect from when her father had replaced her mother with Satan’s Harpy when Lucy was little. Replaced and forgotten.

Another secret Lucy never told anyone. She hadn’t forgotten about her mother.

And Matthew?

People didn’t usually go against what Lucy wanted, but when they did, she liked to let them know about it. Matthew knew Wendy had a crush on him, and Lucy’s hard work to make him forget about Emilia and focus on someone more worthy of his social class had been paying off. Or so she’d thought. Apparently, Matthew had still been obsessing over her when Yvette showed up on the scene.

Lucy had really only tried to kiss him at his party because she was annoyed with the way he wasn’t doing what she obviously wanted him to do. Yvette seeing them was a bonus.

Yvette…

Yvette, or Eve as she now insisted on calling herself, still got on Lucy’s nerves. Not as much, but it was enough to want to get revenge one day. Revenge for having her kicked out of Matthew’s party.

And Matthew never even spoke to her anymore. Too busy with Eve to want to hang out with his real friends.

Lucy sighed.

All her friends had been acting weird, lately. Wendy always seemed to have something really important to run off to, which prompted the other half-wits to do the same. Wendy was so ungrateful. Lucy had tried so hard to set her up with Matthew, and never once had she been thanked.

A couple of times, Lucy had even been forced to sit alone in the lunch yard. It didn’t really bother her, though. No one was ever stupid enough to laugh at her. Not at school, anyway. And never when she was around.

Swinging her legs off the side of the bed, she winced when her feet touched the chilly floorboards.

The step-moron insisted that rugs should never be used in the house, and since Mr. Lutz didn’t like to argue with Wifey Dearest’s demands, the rule stuck.

Lucy snorted as she reached for her silk robe. Marjorie’s rules always stuck, which in itself was a rule. Do what Marjorie says, or there’ll be hell to pay.

With a sigh that turned into a yawn, Lucy went to her ensuite to shower and get ready for the day.

Hopefully, when she went down for breakfast, Marjorie really would be gone. The gym was an activity that she had to be driven to the city for, so she wouldn’t be back till after midday.

Briefly, Lucy considered taking the day off. But, no. She had a maths test, fifth period, that she’d studied really hard for all week. And if Marjorie found out she’d missed it…
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Lucy grinned at the boy standing on the other side of the kitchen window.

Ethan lived on Stormy Lane, and normally, she wouldn’t be caught dead glancing in the direction of someone who lived in a place like that. But he was different. Adorable. Sweet. Impossible to be mean to. Lucy had never met anyone like that before.

Right now, he was breathing on the window to steam it up. He then traced a finger through the fog to write the words, “you stink”.

“No, you!” Lucy mouthed the words.

Ethan laughed and ducked out of sight.

So, he was cleaning the pool in the mornings now. He really was a hard worker. Someone her father might have approved of… if he came from somewhere a little less trashy.

Smiling to herself, she turned from the sink, glass of water in hand, ready to sit down to the smoked salmon and poached egg blini the cook had laid out for her at the kitchen table.

Lucy liked eating in the kitchen. If Satan’s Harpy had been there, she would have insisted on eating in the breakfast room. A concept Lucy found ridiculous.

The breakfast room was dark and dingy, windows always closed tight, curtains always drawn. It was kind of spooky. Lucy remembered that room being a lot brighter when she was little, before everything got bad. It used to be a happy place that her mother called the sunroom.

The kitchen, though, had a small table and chair set beside a giant picture window overlooking the back garden and the pool, and in the morning, the place was always full of sunlight.

Lucy loved the grounds of her home, number seven, Mulberry Close. The backyard really did look like a picture, no matter what time of day you looked at it.

“Oh, great,” she sighed, sitting down at the small table.

“Is everything alright,” asked the cook, turning from a cabinet she was busy organising, eyebrows raised in concern.

“Why are you speaking to me?” Lucy snapped, looking away from the woman. The cook’s happy face bothered her, although she couldn’t say why. And why was she always so presumptuous? “Everything’s fine.”

Deflated, the cook resumed her task.

Lucy sighed. Sure, everything was okay, but a small slip of paper covered in spidery handwriting sat just above her breakfast plate with a message that made things not as fine as they could have been.
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Pianoforte, Lucy rolled her eyes. She hated the way Marjorie tried too hard to be posh. Typical nouveau riche. Gross displays of all kinds. Not a real lady, like Lucy’s mother…

She slumped and picked up her cutlery.

Suddenly, the kitchen didn’t feel so bright.








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




The halls were packed and loud, and everyone seemed to be going out of their minds about the amount of tests the day had in store. Lucy never really understood why people panicked so much. It wasn’t like the end of the world. It was only school.

She’d already searched the immediate vicinity, but her friends were nowhere to be seen. Which was odd, because Wendy’s locker was right next to hers. Either she’d been in a lot earlier to offload her stuff so that she could run off to whatever really important thing she had to do, or she was avoiding Lucy.

Enough was enough. It was time to have a little chat with Wendy to see where things stood.

Lucy already knew where they stood, but she wanted to see Wendy grovel. Wendy was good at that, grovelling.

“Hey, Lutz.”

Lucy turned from her locker and flashed her iciest glare at the person standing behind her. It was Jessie Nova, the girl most likely to be Lucy’s rival, if she had one. The only reason Lucy didn’t end the girl’s antics was because sometimes they were funny. Jessie was smart enough to make it entertaining. She also had living in Ivy Hills on her side. Their families mingled regularly from soirée to soirée.

“What do you want, Nova?” she rolled her eyes.

“Just wanted to say good luck on the maths test this afternoon. You’re gonna need it.” The smaller girl grinned and pushed her stylish glasses further up on the bridge of her nose.

Lucy had to turn back to her locker before Jessie saw her smile. Those glasses made her look like a mouse, and it was cute that she thought she was going to beat Lucy in maths.

“Get lost, Nova,” she said.

Jessie snorted a laugh and walked away.

Such a little pain in the butt, thought Lucy. Perhaps she should do something to put Jessie in her place. Nothing too extreme, but just enough that she knew she was pushing her luck.

The bell rang and suddenly she was surrounded by stamping feet, people shouting goodbye to each other. She still couldn’t see Wendy or any of her other friends.

First period, geography.

Lucy slammed the metal door of her locker and spun the combination lock. But as she turned, she ran straight into someone walking fast down the hall.

“Woah!” exclaimed the other person, crouching to help pick up Lucy’s books.

Lucy, already crouched and organising, glanced up angrily. She pulled back in shock.

May grinned at her and continued to scoop up books.

“What are you doing here?” Lucy asked. It was weird to see the tall, copper-haired girl back at school. Lucy couldn’t remember seeing her during the last few days of the previous school year, and she definitely hadn’t seen her all summer. What was she doing here now? Even more strange was the uneasy, disgusted feeling Lucy suddenly felt to look at her.

What’s that all about?

The first time she’d seen May she remembered feeling happy and light. It was like seeing the essence of sunlight in person. She’d never liked someone right away before speaking to them. Rarely did she like someone at all. But May had a magnetic, irresistible quality. Unfortunately, that loser, April Anderson got there first.

And then the year ended, and Lucy forgot about May. Seeing her now felt like a bit of a slap in the face.

May laughed. “Is that how you greet an old friend?”

Lucy scowled at her and walked away. She could hear May still laughing as she made her way to geography.

What a freak, she thought. She’d have to make more of an effort to avoid the girl. They definitely weren’t friends. In fact, wasn’t May nasty to her the very first day she arrived?

Yes, she was. Why did I put up with that?

It wasn’t even first period yet, and she’d already added two names to her takedown list. Jessie and May.

So, she baked muffins, or whatever. The only reason Lucy ate any of them, or let May sit with her during play practice, was because April had been watching. Lucy enjoyed stealing things from April. Her hair, her friends…

Pity the loser skipped town before she’d had a chance to see Lucy steal Alex.

She gave herself a mental shake before entering the classroom. She was losing focus, and that was unacceptable.

Mr. Avril, the geography teacher, had given a pop quiz on Monday afternoon, and she was looking forward to hearing him read out the results.

The disappointment on Jessie’s face when she came in second was always priceless. When was she going to learn that Lucy was simply better than her at everything?

She breathed deeply and took a seat at the front of the room, then glanced down the row to see Jessie watching her, a crooked grin on her stupid face.

Lucy crossed her eyes and gave Jessie the middle finger, mouthing the word “loser”.

For a moment she was satisfied by the look of hurt that crossed the other girl’s face.

Okay, so making fun of Jessie’s eye problems was probably a bit too mean.

Lucy shrugged. Who cares? She deserves it for being such a total loser.

Mr. Avril walked in and she sat up straighter in her chair, opening her textbook to the last page they’d been working on.

A couple of boys at the back of the room continued to mess around, so Lucy turned and glared at them.

They saw her looking, and one of the boys became pale. They quickly fell silent.

She smiled and brought her attention back to the front of the room. It was lovely the way people behaved better when she was around. She’d trained everyone so well.

Lucy frowned and glanced sideways at Jessie. Almost everyone.

“Now then,” Mr. Avril began, shuffling through the stack of quiz papers that he held.

Lucy quickly caught herself before he noticed her wrinkling her nose. She figured it was her own natural reaction to anyone that lived on Stormy Lane. Anyone but Ethan. Poor people got on her nerves, but Mr. Avril was still a teacher, and he still had the power to decide her grades.

And that was another thing she was mad at Daddy for. No matter how much she’d begged and pleaded, he’d consistently refused to send her to a more prestigious school. But his philosophy was that mixing with all walks of life gave you better perspectives, blah, blah, blah.

Lucy didn’t need better perspectives. She needed to get out of Twisted Lakes.

“I have the results of your last quiz,” Mr. Avril continued.

Here it is. Lucy smiled graciously down the row at Jessie. The girl smiled back.

“And I’m happy to say that we have a new winner among us.”

Lucy froze, her smile held in place by pure shock.

What?

“Miss Eve Hallows,” Mr. Avril smiled and walked through the centre aisle of desks. He came to a stop in the middle of the room. “Well done, Miss Hallows.” He smiled warmly down at the girl who sat blushing in her seat.

The boy sitting behind her with his own stupid grin, reached forward to squeeze her shoulder.

Good one, Matthew, thought Lucy. You two are ridiculous.

And Eve scored the top mark in the quiz?

Okay, fine.

Lucy glanced down the front row, appalled to see Jessie smiling smugly back at her.

Oh, shut up, she told the girl with a look. You’re probably more disappointed than I am.

She returned her glare to Eve. How? Why?

Eve was smiling now, thanking all of her classmates for the congratulations.

Lucy seethed. Wasn’t it enough that Eve had changed her appearance and become one of the most beautiful, popular girls at school? And what made it worse? It was effortless.

Before, when she was Yvette, no one had noticed her. Not very much. She was the sort of kid that was too pathetic to waste time on. Too invisible. If you went after someone like that, people would wonder why you bothered. The only reason Lucy did bother was because she started getting out of line.

But now… everything about her was different. She no longer wore the heavy makeup that she used to, preferring a more natural look instead. And her hair had gone from jet black to undulating ombre blonde.

Lucy would kill to know which hairdresser she’d been to. It certainly wasn’t the local one. Must have been one in the city. She’d love to go there and get something drastic to take home and show to the step-monster. For Marjorie, nothing said “I hate you” more than changing the appearance she wanted you to have. Lucy knew this well after the deep purple lipstick she’d bought at the end of the last school year. She’d thought she was having a subtle jab, but Marjorie’s reaction was epic.

She’d wanted to wear the lipstick again, but it wasn’t worth Marjorie’s wrath. And when she’d seen April Anderson wearing the same shade that afternoon in town, back in May, she’d almost had her own epic meltdown. How could something so stylish look so good on such a loser?

So, now Eve was stepping into April’s shoes. And she was taking away Lucy’s top marks.

Another name added to the takedown list.
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Lucy flushed the toilet and reached for the cubicle door.

The bathroom door creaked open, and she froze to listen to the sets of footsteps that entered and made their way to the sinks. Two.

“It’s so weird hearing you say that. It always looked like you were with her in everything. Like an army, or something.”

Emilia.

A soft laugh. “No,” replied the other girl. “You’re talking about that time in the forest, aren’t you? At the lake? In the summer?”

Wendy?

Lucy’s stomach churned in anger. What did Wendy think she was doing, speaking to Emilia? And why did they sound so chummy, like old friends?

“Yeah,” said Emilia. “You always stood behind her. Like you were backing her up.”

“You read that totally wrong,” replied Wendy. “We’ve all been really sick of her for a long time. What you were really seeing was preemptive damage control. It got pretty tiring having to hold her back all the time.”

“Oh, my god,” Emilia sighed. “I never realised.”

“No one did,” Wendy said. “Lucy would kill us if she knew what was really going on. And in case you haven’t noticed, we’re avoiding her right now, anyway.”

“It’s about time.”

“Hey!” Wendy sounded startled like she’d just remembered something. “Don’t say anything to Lucy about this. Okay?”

“Why would I? Remember what she did to April at the beginning of the year. My own hair is only just starting to look good again,” Emilia laughed.

“It’s not as funny as you think it is,” said Wendy. “Imagine having an entire school think you were in on something as terrible as that.”

“You weren’t?” Emilia sounded sceptical.

“We told her to stop. And we weren’t holding April down, like everyone thinks. It was all Lucy.”

“So, why didn’t you try and stop her?”

“What would you do if a maniac was wielding something sharp in front of you?”

They continued to chat as they finished up at the sinks, their voices fading as they left the bathroom and wandered away down the hall.

Lucy felt empty. She’d never been so angry. It made her feel lifeless, weightless, drifting. She was surprised by how quick her breathing suddenly was.

Was this a panic attack?

Lucy slapped herself and wrenched open the cubicle door.

Maniac? Her hands shook as she ran them under the cool water that sprayed from the tap. She glared at her reflection.

That was nothing, Wendy.

Another name added to the list. The top of the list.

I’ll show you maniac, you little bitch.

So, this was why she hadn’t seen any of her friends recently. They all seemed to prefer spending time with trash now.

Okay, it’s fine. Totally fine. Who needs them, anyway? I just have some stuff to sort out, that’s all. They just need reminding. Everything will be back to normal in no time.

You’re dead, Wendy.
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“This is interesting,” May sidled up to the spot where Lucy reclined beneath one of the big old oak trees at the bottom of the football field.

Until now, she’d been happy with the spot. The only other people there were a couple of relatively inoffensive girls smoking at the other end of the field.

Lucy wondered why they were doing that so close to the school. Surely further away would have been less obvious.

Maybe not. What teacher would suspect such bad behaviour right under their nose? They’d be looking for it further away.

Those girls won a bit of instant Lucy respect for their cunning. They were worthy of sharing her space.

“What, May?” she said to the tall girl standing in front of her. She wasn’t really interested in what May thought was interesting and was annoyed at even having to ask.

“Oh, nothing. It’s just that I’ve never seen you looking so alone before. Want some company?”

“No,” snapped Lucy, refusing to look directly at her. “Get lost.”

“As you wish,” May smiled and drifted away.

Lucy suddenly felt like she was covered in slime. Why was May so gross to her now?

After several minutes, she checked her watch and was disappointed to see that lunch was almost over.

She stood up and stretched, wincing at the pain. Her back was still bothering her.

Sucking it up, she made her way back across the field.

“Hi, Lucy.” Wendy glanced up from where she sat in the middle of the lunch yard and Lucy gave her a quick smile. The entire Brainless Squad were situated right in the middle of the grassy, tree-lined area. They could not have avoided her if they’d tried.

“Hi,” replied Lucy, brightly, on her way past their table. She gave Wendy her sweetest, most charming, unsuspecting smile. There was no way she was going to alert the little idiot that something was up.

During her alone time down the end of the football field, she’d decided she was going to play this game right to the very end. And she was going to win like she always did.

And besides, Wendy wasn’t even a third-place loser in life. She’d be fifth place, at best. Fourth on a good day. And definitely not smart enough to go up against Lucy.

Yet, here they were, playing one of Lucy’s favourite games. Cat and mouse.

Too bad for Wendy she was such a mouse.

Next period, art.

Lucy didn’t care about art. It was one of those subjects she considered a complete waste of time. And if she had to admit it, it was the subject she was least proficient in. Unfortunately, Mrs Smith didn’t agree with the idea that her class was the perfect place to study other, more important subjects. So Lucy usually just zoned out, and did her best to revise stuff from memory.

It annoyed
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