

  [image: Cover]




Divyanshi Upadhyay

ON THE ROOFTOP





  
    First published by DADYMINDS PUBLISHERS INSIDER 2026

  

  Copyright © 2026 by Divyanshi Upadhyay


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Divyanshi Upadhyay asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Divyanshi Upadhyay has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks,      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  
    Learn more about the DADYMINDS Company: https://www.dadyminds.org




The Publisher: DADYMINDS PUBLISHING GROUP




The Imprint: DPI (DADYMINDS PUBLISHERS INSIDER) is the TM Department in charge of book publishing and author services at DADYMINDS HOLDINGS LLC.




Publishing Services Info: https://publishing.dadyminds.org




Email: publishing@dadyminds.org




WhatsApp or Call: +250 (781) 355-361/+1 (307) 323-4616




Mail: 1007 North Orange Street, 4th Floor Suite #2987, Wilmington, Delaware, United States


  

  
    Second edition

  

  

  
    
      
        Editing by ANATH LEE WALES

      
    

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  
    
      [image: Publisher Logo]
    

  





  To that girl who always makes scenarios in her head while listening to those songs that she secretly has a playlist for in her head. That girl who doesn’t care about her typos or the fact that everyone calls her a dwarf. No you shut up, short people live longer. That is me by the way. I am the short girl. This book is dedicated to me. To my best friends. I love you. I also dedicate this book to TJ. The girl who always believed that ants went to school! Hhhh…







  
    
      When you find that person who you can just look at, and you know what they’re trying to say. That happiness, those butteries, that secret smile, that small moment of pride of knowing that you understand their message. You didn’t realize any of that at that moment. But right now, just go back, and remember that moment. And just feel your mouth morph into a smile and experience that feeling that you didn’t notice, Trust me, It feels amazing.


    

    
      Divyanshi Upadhyay
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  Foreword



From the very first pages of On the Rooftop, Divyanshi Upadhyay invites us into a world that is at once familiar and extraordinary: the hallways of high school, where every glance can feel like judgment, and the hidden rooftop, where fundamental transformation begins. As a longtime editor of Young Adult fiction, I have witnessed countless stories of teen courage and connection, but few carry the fresh urgency and warmth of Evelyn’s journey.




This novel captures that unique moment when life feels like it’s happening to you rather than for you. Evelyn’s sardonic wit, her fierce loyalty to the friends she’s lost and the ones she’s yet to find, and her intense desire to carve out a place where she truly belongs all ring with authenticity. You will recognise the sting of a cruel group chat, the thrill of a last-second tiebreaker, and the dizzying push-pull of first love. Yet, through every scene, it is Divyanshi’s compassionate insight into teenage hearts and her lyrical eye for the world’s small wonders that make this story soar.




Whether you’re stepping onto this rooftop for the first time or returning to its secret refuge, prepare to be swept up in a tale of resilience, unexpected alliances, and the power of one small leap to change everything. As you turn the page, you’ll find yourself leaning over that rail, breathing in the skyline, and believing, alongside Evelyn, that no matter how loud the world below may be, there is always a moment of clarity waiting at the top.




So settle in, dear reader. You are about to embark on an adventure of friendship, heartbreak, and triumph—one that will stay with you long after you close the cover. Welcome to On the Rooftop.







  Preface






When I first climbed onto that forgotten rooftop—key in hand, heart pounding—it felt like stepping into another world. Below me, the city’s noise grew distant; above, the sky stretched wide, as if daring me to breathe again. I wrote On the Rooftop for anyone who’s ever felt cornered by their own life—bullied in hallways, overwhelmed by change, or utterly convinced they don’t belong. In Evelyn, I found a kindred spirit: brave, sarcastic, and quietly desperate to be seen for who she is.




This story grew out of long afternoons spent scribbling in a battered notebook, imagining the people I passed each day—the jock who could break your heart with a grin, the “rich kid” hiding secrets behind designer jackets, and the girl who’d rather spend her lunch hour with a book than in a crowd. I wanted to explore what happens when those worlds collide: how a single act of kindness-or betrayal—can change everything. The chapters that follow came from my whispers of fear and hope: the terror of taking that first step toward a new life, the sting of online cruelty, and the thrill of finding unexpected allies in unlikely places.




If you’ve ever taped a comfort song to your locker or whispered secret wishes into the night wind, this novel is for you. May Evelyn’s rooftop refuge remind you that even when the world feels too loud, there is a place—real or imagined—where you can rise above it all. And if you find yourself scaling wire fences, literally or figuratively, know that you’re not alone. Thank you for letting me be your guide.

— Divyanshi Upadhyay

April 2025







  Reader Message



A Note to You, Dear Reader

Thank you for taking a chance on Evelyn’s story, for giving your time to her fears and triumphs, her rooftop refuge and heart-pounding break-ins. Each page you turn is a vote of confidence in this little novel that once lived only in my daydreams and scribbled notes.

Within these chapters, you’ll meet bullies and best friends, soar through first loves and stinging betrayals, and discover how one quiet rooftop can become the most powerful place on earth. I hope that you laugh at Evelyn’s sarcastic jabs, clutch your heart in the locker-room tiebreaker, and feel that familiar flutter when secrets are shared under the open sky.

So– please, keep going. Let the next page carry you higher, breathe in the city’s pulse, and remember: no matter how loud the world gets, there’s always room to rise above it. Welcome back to life On the Rooftop. Your adventure starts now.








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




Her phone lit up, and Evelyn’s eyes shot open. She pulled it out of her pocket and turned it on. Immediately, she regretted it.

Douglas: Who else will never forget about this year’s drama? It was such a LEGENDARY.

Troy: Don’t even start, it’s already in my top ten list.

Gabby: Did I tell y’all about that one day I saw her at Twenties?




Acting as if she could even fit in with the people there. Look at her, thinking that standard types of clothes would make her like everyone else. She can’t pull those man sweaters off her. What is she? A grandma? She can’t pull off any look now that I think about it. Can any of you imagine her in a bodycon? Wait, does she even HAVE A BODY LMAO

Emma: OMG GABBY UR KILLING ME

David: What a mutant! Hunter, I don’t even know how you could stand her. Good thing you’re not acquainted with her anymore, Nat. She’s a complete loser.

Hunter: I don’t know Dave. To be honest, she was horrible—totally and completely freaky.

Natasha: I can relate, @Hunter




Her body went cold, and her head began to feel dizzy. Evelyn’s chest hurt after she read what her school and classmates wrote, and it was becoming hard to breathe. She felt like throwing her phone away, but she couldn’t stop reading the messages. It was like the phone had a mind of its own when she kept scrolling down.

Douglas: I was thinking…

Emma: Yeah?

Douglas: Since this year was epic. How about we do one next year, too. No, not one, we could do as many as we like. I don’t think she has the guts to complain to the school. We’ll get away with everything!

David: FREAKING YES!! Natasha: I’m in!

Gabby: Same. 

Josh: Count me too!

David: Let’s do disssss

David: Can’t wait to see her face! She’ll be going crying back home. Next year will be just as bad for her or even worse. HAHA

Gabby: Guys, let’s make a group chat and tell all our ideas there

Troy: I’m picking the GC name! DIBS!

Douglas: This is going to be good

Evelyn wiped her tears and turned off her phone. She was so tired of everything.




Eva stared at the worn-out lavender wall with blurred eyes. She remembered how happy she was when her dad finally brought home the can of paint three years ago and how she loved the smell of it before it dried. Her eyes travelled to her cupboard. She could never reach the top shelf when she was little. She still had to tiptoe to achieve it.




She knew this house inside out. She grew up here and could recall the most minor details, like the coffee stain on her floor rug from when she accidentally poured a cupful last year. Last year. Sophomore year.




Her body consciously felt the bed she was lying on. It was soft, but also hard, just as she always remembered it. It wasn’t too springy, but she knew the points where you could hear the springs squeak. She was never able to sleep as well anywhere else as she did on her bed. But right now, she couldn’t sense any of that; all she felt was herself falling. Like she wasn’t on the bed, but was falling off a cliff. Her head spun, and she couldn’t make out anything except the feeling of the tremendous pull of gravity.




Flashbacks started. It played in her head like a movie. The way the year morphed slowly from what she thought would be a fun year to a complete mess. People laughing, sneering, shutting of lockers, footsteps played loudly in her head. Her head ached so much, and she just wanted it to stop. The gravity grew stronger, and she continued to fall.




Suddenly, she blinked. Evelyn resurfaced to find herself on her bed. She could swear that she was indeed falling from- well, from somewhere. The ashbacks stopped as well, and Evelyn was left with heavy breaths.




Sophomore year hurt her in ways she wouldn’t and didn’t think she could explain. Most parts of her wanted to leave. She never wanted to see or encounter anyone from school again. She was even going to resort to always wearing a hoodie so no one would see her face. How could she get over such a big betrayal? Evelyn hated every one of them. She loathed them. She detested them—every word in the book.




It was like moving to Canada was a gift from god. She did not want to stay here, in Mexico, where all her schoolmates and classmates were. It was a hundred per cent that Canada sounded like one of the best ideas ever.








  
  
  Chapter 1: I hate flying

  
  




‘What time is it?’

‘1:30’, Evelyn replied to her frantic mom.

‘It’s 1:30?’ Her mother yelled.

‘Calm down, Mom.’

‘We’re going to be late! And what are you doing, just lying there, reading? Get ready!’ she shouts at her daughter.

‘Our flight is at four mom.’ Evelyn rolled her eyes.

‘We have to get to the airport 2 hours before. Did you forget?’ Her mom replied, trying to close the suitcase.

‘How could I? You said that four times today!’ Evelyn shut my book in exasperation.

‘Stop talking and get dressed for the airport.’




Evelyn decided it was a waste of time trying to argue with her mom, so she went upstairs and changed. She combed her straight brown hair and let it down. Finally, she wore a necklace, applied some mascara, and put on clear lip gloss.




She headed downstairs and helped her mom and dad organise the passports and tickets. They heard a honk outside, and Evelyn checked to see if the cab was here.




They went through all the necessary procedures, and it was time to board the plane. Evelyn hated this, flying in aeroplanes. She sat down and braced me. The ground roared to life, and she felt the wheels of the aircraft turning. The plane took off fast and suddenly, and her stomach flipped; her head spun. After the aircraft was steady, she took out my earphones because she didn’t trust the plane’s ones. Who knows where they’ve been? Evelyn played it on shuffle and sat back, trying to fall asleep. But her mind kept wandering.




I was going to move. Things were going to change. And I hate change; I liked things the way they were. What if I can’t cope with it? What if I can’t move on? All my friends were moving on. Elizabeth was moving to Texas while both Veronica and Natasha were going to different schools, starting over. Of course, we promised we’d stay in touch after we separated. We knew we would, and we spent even more time together before we did. But can I move on? I need to, but I don’t want to. No. I’ll move on even if I have to force myself.

I can’t be the same girl I used to be.

She thought as she fell asleep.

* * *

Evelyn’s whole body was being shaken, and she slowly opened her eyes.

‘We’re Here Eva.’ Her mom said.




Evelyn tried to make sense of what she meant. Oh, right, Canada! She saw her dad struggling with bringing their suitcases down from the overhead bin.

‘Let me help, Dad.’ She chuckled.




He flexed his muscles, causing a woman behind us to frown. ‘It’s okay; I’m still just as strong.’

‘Sure.’ Evelyn sarcastically replied.




She helped her dad, and they went to the belt to get luggage. Evelyn remembered how she always wanted to go on the belt and see where it ended when she was young. She didn’t realise that her parents had already taken out her luggage and put it on the trolley. They went out the gates, and Evelyn immediately spotted her uncle.




‘Only you came to pick us up? Where’s Auntie?’ She pouted at her Uncle Richard. Her Uncle Richard’s family and hers were very close family friends, literally. We lived in the same 4-floor apartment building and right next to each other. Uncle Richard’s house was ours on the house’s left. Eva’s bag fell, and she knelt to pick it up. She picked it up and started dusting it when a shadow was cast over her.




She looked up from her bag to see a boy. Her honey-brown eyes locked with his dark chocolate ones. His eyes were cold and unwelcoming. She wasn’t surprised, nor did she care. The person she was dreading seeing was in front of her. Liam, Harry’s brother. She loved the Wood family, but her least favourite was Liam. She didn’t have any amenities or anything against him. They were close when they were little, but at thirteen, he shut her out. She accepted it, though; they were different in many ways, so it was only natural. She never really interacted with him after that. And she’s not planning to now, she likes her own space. Living together doesn’t mean that she has to talk to him, right?




Liam, on the other hand, was slightly surprised. Her honey-brown eyes grew brighter in the sun’s glow. But they were void of any emotion. Her whole face went blank in an instant, which shocked her slightly. How did she do that so fast? She turned away. Weird, Liam thought.








  
  
  Chapter 2: Tiebreaker

  
  




The atmosphere was intense, and everyone paid attention to the tiebreaker. This was supposed to take them to the semi-finals; they couldn’t mess up. The referee blew the whistle, and just like that, it started. The orange ball moved around so fast, from one player to another. It was passed to Liam, and he played. The other team kept an eye on his every move. He swam past the defence easily, shot and watched in satisfaction as the ball fell right in. The whistle blew and everyone cheered. The cheerleaders jumped up and down, and the team members carried Liam on their shoulders. They finally put me down when we reached the locker room. The coach came and congratulated us on our win.


We were going to the semi-finals. Our basketball team was going to go to the semi-finals!


‘Coach looks happy.’ A member of the team, Jake, said, sliding over to him when Liam was putting his jersey in his locker.


Liam rolled my eyes.

‘No, he’s crying.’ ‘Don’t you go on being sarcastic? And I think he’s got a girlfriend.’ Jake said, wiggling his eyebrows.

‘As long as he doesn’t yell at us, I don’t care. Now go take a shower, you stink.’ Liam scrunched his face up.

‘Yes, captain.’ Jake saluted Liam and left for the shower.


After taking a shower, Liam left the locker room with his bag over his shoulder; he was so happy and proud. That championship is going to be theirs this time. In a happy mood, he passed the staircase where he, unfortunately, encountered 4 Becca, his girlfriend. This time, she was with yet another boy, Jake, to be precise, and they were making out. Liam just stood there and clenched his teeth. He angrily walked to the parking lot and slammed the car door as hard as he could, getting in. Liam rested his head on the headrest and took a deep breath.

It’s fine.

It’s not the first time. And it was Jake this time. He betrayed you, too. Another thought argued.

You can take it.

You always do, don’t you think that’s sad? It scoffed.

I love her.

You’re pathetic.


He punched the steering wheel hard, only to produce a loud honk. Liam was so tired of this. His phone buzzed, cutting off his thoughts of being thankful for the distraction. His dad texted and asked when he was going to reach the airport. Oh, right, He was supposed to pick up his parents’ friends from the airport. They were moving back in today.

* * *

Evelyn craned her neck, stretching it. Unpacking was hard, so she got up to go for a walk. She climbed the stairs to reach the road, since they lived on the third floor, and started walking randomly. Don’t worry, she won’t get lost. She was somehow used to this area since the Martins visited Canada every year for Christmas. It was breezy and refreshing outside. But it wasn’t too cold since it was just five. She came back 20 minutes later, feeling that she had had enough walking. Eva reached her house and went straight to her bedroom. Evelyn’s bedroom was at the farthest end of the house, and this fact contributed to why she could hear faint voices of her Aunt and Liam arguing. They had relatively thin walls, so she could listen to whatever happened in Wood’s living room.

‘But you can’t take away my car, Mom!’ Liam whined.

‘Yes, I can, and I just did.’

‘But why?’

‘You’ve grounded Liam.’ Aunt said. She didn’t know what he did, but Liam deserved it. Evelyn smirked to herself.

‘Then how will I get to school?’ he asked hopefully.

‘You can walk, Liam.’ Evelyn heard Mrs Wood say, and she could visualise her giving Liam a look.

‘But what about coming home? I’ll be tired after basketball practice and I’m the Captain of my team!’ SHE heard her aunt sigh in thought.


He was the basketball captain. How cliché.


Eva rolled her eyes.

‘It’s okay-’ Eva heard her mum chime in. ‘-Eva could pick him up every day’


Her mum being at their house was no surprise. It was almost as if the two families lived in the same house. You’d find someone in the other’s house, and sometimes, even some of their belongings ended up in each other’s homes. It was
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