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			CHAPTER ONE

			Evie

			There’s a single solar lamp at the end of the dock, casting watery shadows over the black surface of the lake. The water is cold despite the mid-August warmth, and when I dip my feet in, goosebumps run up both my arms.

			It should be relaxing—trailing the lens of my camera over the water, watching the lights from the cabin behind me flicker over the surface. But pounding bass slips out from cracked windows, laughter spilling out with it. The sound of someone screaming rises sharply and then tapers off.

			The party is going full swing without me.

			Behind me, the dock creaks and sways, and I stiffen, lowering my camera. I know who it is without turning.

			“Come on, don’t be like that.”

			“Leave, Ada.” I don’t move.

			“What, like you actually cared about Adam?” Her voice is flat, but I can tell she’s amused. “You were going to get married?”

			I push myself up and turn around. My twin stands at the end of the dock, hands on her hips. Her dress, dark green and overly tight, is twisted around, like she yanked it up while running after me. Her bleached-blond hair is disheveled from rolling around in bed with him.

			I don’t care about him. I was bored. We kissed. It wasn’t anything deeper.

			What bothers me is her. “Why do you do this?”

			She thrives on this. I can see it, the way her eyes glitter as she steps closer, the cruel smile etched across her face.

			For the first time I notice the bottle in her hand, the way she sways on her feet. It’s not just the movement of the dock.

			“Because it’s fun.”

			The way she says it, dripping with mockery, makes something start up deep in the pit of my stomach…a buzz of dark excitement. It wants me to unsheathe my claws. Charge across the dock and seize her by the throat.

			I can picture it: Shoving her over the side, the muscles in my arms flexing as I grit my teeth and force her head under. Watching while she thrashes. Until she goes limp.

			The thought is clear in my mind—it would be so easy—but I shove it firmly away. I’m used to wrestling with the impulses.

			The thing inside me wants Ada’s blood. Has always wanted it.

			I think about killing her. I dream about it.

			But she isn’t worth violence. I have to deal with her for another two weeks, and then she’s gone. Shipping off to boarding school.

			When I go to shove past her, she steps into my path. “Stop being such a baby.”

			Anger blooms in the pit of my stomach. Poisonous and fanged.

			I rip my arm away. “Stop.”

			I can’t do this. If I engage, I don’t know what I’ll do. “Just leave me alone.” I try to push past her again, and she grabs my shoulder, nails digging into my skin.

			“I want to talk.”

			I twist in her grip, and my hand catches on her necklace. It gives way with a sharp tug, and my palm stings as the necklace clatters on the dock.

			The cross glimmers on the boards at our feet, and Ada’s expression turns ugly. I know her. I know the bottle will come up before it does, clenched in one fist, beer dripping amber trails down her arm. I can sense it.

			I duck, and there’s a hissing whoosh above my head.

			What would it have been this time? Sixteen stitches? A story about how I’d tripped on the dock?

			There are only so many excuses Dad can make for her.

			I can’t help myself. I turn on her, teeth bared in a smile. “You keep trying, but you’re so bad at this.”

			Ada lets out a scream of frustration, swinging a second time, bottle wobbling in her hand. She’s drunker than I’d realized, and when I step out of the way, her momentum takes her past me. She staggers, high heel catching on the boards. The bottle shatters on the dock as she lets out a startled grunt. There’s a nasty crack—her ankle or the shoe?—and then she pitches forward, arms pinwheeling.

			What happens next is so fast it’s difficult to see.

			Ada hits the edge of the dock with a terrible thud, boards shaking under my feet. I get a brief impression—a flash of white-blond hair and pale limbs, one red stiletto jutting in the air, and then she crashes through the surface of the water and disappears.

			She doesn’t scream when she goes under. She doesn’t thrash.

			For a second, I stand there, stunned. Realizing I’ve just seen her hit the edge of the dock so hard it shuddered under my feet.

			I rush to the edge, heart drumming furiously against my rib cage.

			With my back to the solar lamp, it takes a minute for my eyes to adjust, to spot the dark shape in the water. It looks like driftwood at first, a log floating below the surface. And then I see pale hair, like bleached seaweed under the weak light.

			She’s on her back, suspended in the glassy darkness. I blink, trying to clear my vision as the water around her goes even blacker. Leaning forward, the camera strap drags on the back of my neck, and the light behind me shifts.

			Blood. It’s Ada’s blood, billowing around her, turning the lake crimson. She struck her face on the dock as she went down.

			There are no tides in the lake, no currents to push her. But she drifts closer. Close enough that I can see the wound on her forehead, an ugly gash just below her hairline.

			Blood thunders in my ears as I tug the strap of my camera up and over my head, setting it gently on the dock. Then I stretch out, leaning so far that cold lake water soaks into my sleeves, the chill leeching into my bones. It makes my left arm ache, the scars throbbing.

			I don’t move, willing her closer.

			I can’t swim.

			Of course, I could call someone. But deep down, I know it’s too late. They won’t get here in time. Even running back to the house won’t save her.

			It’s eerie, the way she stays close to the surface, eyes wide and staring as she bleeds into the lake. I’m half expecting one pale hand to shoot out and grab my throat. A siren pulling me under, drowning me.

			But she doesn’t move.

			Looking at her, I can see only myself. A warped, bleeding reflection in the black water below. When she blinks, I blink. When her lips twitch, mine do too.

			I’m watching myself drown.

			I should move, but numbness spreads through me. Weighs me down. Should I be panicking?

			And then Ada coughs and the noise is terrible: a rattling, gurgling sound that makes me realize water is lapping over her mouth and nose. She’s slipped deeper under the surface.

			One arm twitches in the water, the movement so jerky it takes me a second to realize she’s trying to swim.

			Her face is pale and blank, mouth open and gasping as she claws her way back up. She resurfaces once. Twice.

			After the third time, Ada slides under almost gracefully, gray eyes fixed on my face as the water closes over her. I wait for her to come back up. To break the surface gasping and sputtering curses at me.

			But the water is still—an unbroken pane of glass. It stretches out flat and dark, disappearing into mist on the opposite bank.

			And I don’t know how, but I can feel it. The absence of her. An emptiness that rings in my ears and makes my core feel strangely light.

			Ada is gone.

			I’m alone again, hanging over the edge of the dock, the faint noises of the party washing over me. A chill runs through me as I stare down at the placid waters. This time, it’s only my own face reflected back at me.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			Evie

			I tell my mother. Somehow, I make myself say the words.

			Ada is dead.

			My mother, Supreme Court Judge Mariam Laurent, stares at me with the same slate-gray eyes I’ve inherited.

			There’s silence between us, heavy enough to steal the air from the room. It goes on long enough that I think she might turn and go. Leave me dripping dirty lake water onto her white sofa, staring straight ahead at her teakwood dining hutch, at the delicate bone china and silverware trapped behind the glass. There’s no artwork on the walls, no childhood drawings or framed photos—they’re bare and white.

			Her office is separate from the cabin. Far enough that the music is muted to a distant, thumping bass line. She doesn’t care what we do as long as we don’t disturb her work.

			I slide my hand into my pocket, wrapping my fingers around the cool metal of Ada’s necklace, the sharpened end of the cross pressing into my hand. It fits perfectly into the dull red scar in my palm.

			I almost left the necklace, the broken chain snaking over the wet boards, the cross glittering under the yellow light.

			But something made me pick it up.

			She’d sharpened the end. I’d realized a few months back in the most painful way.

			I don’t remember the perceived insult, only what had followed. That bright, sharp stab of pain through my hand, the warmth of blood pooling in my palm.

			It’s so Ada, to take something beautiful and turn it into a weapon. Something to draw blood.

			There’s a teacup on the table next to my mother, steam fanning up from inside. Even in the face of my announcement, she’s careful to slide a bookmark into the heavy lawbook in her lap.

			When she finally speaks, her voice is even.

			“Where?”

			“The lake.” My tone matches hers. Cold. Monotone.

			Neither of us bothers to hide the flat affect in our voice. To fake emotion. There’s no point.

			“She fell off the dock.”

			It’s not a lie. Not exactly.

			She looks at me for a long moment, and I know she’s trying to see past my blank expression. Looking for the truth.

			Finally, she says, “Did anyone see?”

			I shake my head, and she rises slowly. Says the last words she’ll say to me for almost two weeks.

			“Keep your mouth shut.”

			I stay in my room after that. Read. Listen to music. I take shelter, while people come and go. The police. The coroner. One hundred sympathetic friends and neighbors.

			Students who barely spoke to me keep texting. Ada’s friends, sent home from the party, all of them asking what happened.

			I leave them on read. None of them knew the real Ada.

			Mom keeps everyone away. Sometimes, I press my ear to the gap in my door, listening to her cool, wintery voice as she fixes everything. She tells the police I was there. That I tried to fish Ada out, but neither of us can swim. That I came in after she fell, panicked and dripping lake water on her carpet.

			She makes phone calls. I hear her arrange the memorial in that same matter-of-fact tone. Pick out a coffin. Order roses.

			She even phones someone about dry-cleaning the couch…

			I don’t know why that makes me laugh.

			It was only the first call I couldn’t listen to. The one that made me turn up the music in my headphones until it hurt.

			I imagine how that conversation went. How she delivered the news to Dad in that flat voice. How he must have crumpled, sobbing over the phone.

			He might be the only one who truly cares Ada is dead.

			Days crawl by, and I keep myself shut away. Sleeping during the day, lying awake at night, trying to block out the noise my brain plays on repeat: that rattling, wet gasp she made before she went under for the final time.

			I watch the news obsessively, waiting for something, anything, to point to me.

			It never does.

			Reporters show up, and the words tragic accident are passed around. Mom tells them in glacial tones that I’m not ready to speak. That I’m grieving.

			The idea is almost comical.

			Even now, it’s a relief just thinking the words: Ada is dead. Like I can breathe for the first time in years.

			Mom deals with everything. Sweeps everything under the rug. But she never knocks. Never speaks to me, or asks if I’m alright.

			I don’t think she’d care if we’d both drowned that night.

			I think she’d prefer it.
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			Two weeks into my self-imposed exile, the calls taper off. The house is quiet again. The constant trickle of vans and SUVs parked across the street vanishes.

			It’s in this sudden silence that I realize my dreams have changed.

			I’ve dreamed about the same clearing in the woods nearly every night.

			A huge tree in the center, so dark it’s almost black, its trunk as thick and tall as a house. Heavy branches dropping down to brush the tops of roots that come bursting out of the soil.

			In the dream, I drag Ada’s body to the tree. I bury her between thick, pulsing roots. Like an offering. Then I lie down on top of her grave and stare up at the arcing branches.

			Now, there’s no Ada. There’s only me beneath the tree, laying between the roots.

			Sunday morning, my mother looms in the doorway and tells me to pack.

			I don’t ask where I’m going. I can guess.

			If I take Ada’s place, she gets rid of us both.

			That afternoon, we load my luggage into the airport shuttle. We don’t speak, and I realize she can hardly look at me.

			No wonder she wants me gone.

			Hours later, I step out of the sleek black town car that’s delivered me to the front gate of Northcroft’s campus. I tilt my head to take in the surrounding forest.

			The trees are like nothing I’ve ever seen. Nothing like my hometown’s skinny fir trees. These ones stretch impossibly high, moss-draped and vibrant green, even in the pale evening light. Their branches tangle at the top, huge trunks leaning crookedly against one another.

			I knew Hemlock Woods was an old-growth forest, but it hadn’t sunk in just what that meant. How colossal the trees would be.

			The nearest one is so wide across, the trunk looks more like a wall—a living, lichen-covered tower, its twisted bark pitted with knots.

			A chill drops down my spine as I imagine how deep it goes. How easy it would be to lose yourself in the verdant darkness.

			Something blooms in my stomach—a familiar dark excitement. It makes me want to drop my luggage and plunge straight into the forest. Leave everything behind to run wild in the woods.

			The feeling is so strong it’s almost physical. A tugging at my guts that makes me step toward the forest.

			It’s new. This impulse from the dark thing in my core that isn’t violence.

			Before I can examine this, I’m forced to jump out of the way as the driver, a man with a red-tinged face, dumps my luggage out so hurriedly that one of the wheely bags clips my leg.

			He rushes around to the driver’s side, head jerking up to take one last look at the forest. Then the town car pulls out so quickly the wheels slide, flinging gravel up behind them.

			Slowly, I collect my bags and turn toward the gate.

			Will Dad come out to get me? Does the principal do stuff like that? He must know I’m coming, at least. Mom called to chew him out when he didn’t show up to the memorial.

			I can’t blame him for that.

			I didn’t want to be there either. Didn’t want to see her again, not even dead.

			It had taken me a moment to get over the uncanny valley feeling as I’d looked at that still, frozen face. They’d done their best to fix the dent in her forehead. Painted her to look alive. After I’d adjusted, I’d felt almost…contemptuous.

			This was the girl who’d tortured me all my life? Who’d left so many scars? The one who’d loomed so giant in my nightmares?

			In death, she just seemed…small.

			I thought I’d feel something by now. Guilt, maybe, as the realization sets in. Because I’m here in her stead. Stepping straight into her place.

			But as I stand in front of the massive stone walls, I just feel cold. The wind bites at my exposed skin, dragging tendrils of hair across my face like a mourning veil.

			I don’t even know where I am. An island off the West Coast of Canada, is what I’ve gathered from Dad, though he never seemed keen to get into specifics. He and Ada had fought about it constantly. It was all she’d wanted, and he’d been determined to keep her from it.

			Conflict of interest, he’d said. But that wasn’t it. Deep down, he was scared of her. Even if he didn’t know it.

			I was always good at hiding the impulses. Never letting them control me. But Ada…Ada never seemed to be able to rein it in.

			It got worse over the years.

			Mom was always in her office and Dad was always at his school. After we hit a certain age and the nannies stopped coming, there was no one but me to witness Ada become more and more monstrous.

			There’s a booklet clutched in my hand. Something I didn’t realize I was still holding. Dad had dozens in his office at home. Glossy blue pamphlets full of Northcroft information. I don’t know why I brought it.

			My fingers have creased it, wrinkling the happy faces of half a dozen diverse young people and the words You’re a Norther now!

			Beyond the gate, the campus lawn unfolds, a stretch of wide green grass. On the other side are the steps leading up to Northcroft’s main hall. The stone staircase splits into two halves, curling up to meet one another in an open platform at the top. Just before the arched double doors, a pair of ugly stone lions rear up, snarling mouths tilted toward narrow windows.

			The building is a massive, sprawling thing, with east and west wings reaching out on either side. Behind the west wing, soaring up taller than some of the trees even, is the bell tower. It’s featured on all the pamphlets. According to Dad, it’s one of the original buildings, making it more than three hundred years old.

			Up close, the bell tower is impressively Gothic. Dark, conical spheres stretching up into the sky.

			I’d seen pictures over the years, but nothing prepared me for seeing Northcroft up close. Thick sand-colored stone walls stand tall in a long line, and towers loom from all four corners, the decorative battlements ending in black stone points.

			I’m still just standing there, outside the gate.

			Unwrapping my fingers from my camera strap creates an ache in my knuckles, and I grasp the camera in both hands, snapping a shot of the front gate. I catch the burnt-orange rays of the setting sun streaming through the iron scrollwork.

			Sunlight glares off the silver shield of the school’s logo, which shows an open book in the foreground set against the black silhouette of a tree, its roots stretching out below, branches overhead. Beneath, in elegant gold script, is the phrase veritas ante omnia—truth before all.

			It’s intimately familiar. Practically a family crest. I remember Dad showing me old family photos, faded black-and-white shots of his great-grandfather standing by the sign.

			Stopping just in front of the gate, I level my camera at a giant oak growing so close to the wall that it reaches over top, and then pause. Ivy clings to the trunk, but it’s curled and dead on one side, some kind of slimy black coating between the leaves. Like the tree is starting to rot.

			I snap a series of photos before turning back toward the entrance.

			Going through the gate feels like passing through some kind of reverse portal, from wild forest to manicured grass. And even though the walls aren’t quite tall enough to block out the largest trees, the way the buildings form a square, hemming themselves in, makes it feel like I’m stepping into a stronghold.

			The last great bastion of civilization in the middle of the untamed woods.

			My camera is warm in my hands as I crouch down to angle for the top of the wall, catching the way the sunlight brightens the ivy.

			Once inside, I stop again, intent on capturing one of the more striking buildings at the other end of the lawn, a massive rotunda done in gray-green stone, with a circle of pillars supporting a domed roof.

			Stepping closer, I catch sight of movement on the steps. Someone is sitting at the end of one of the twin staircases, leaning a shoulder against the rails.

			He’s watching me, a lit cigarette dangling from his fingers.

			I’m almost certain smoking is banned on campus, like everywhere else, but this boy doesn’t seem to care. There’s an air of James Dean suavity about him that I’m sure has taken years of practice.

			As I get closer, I can see he’s wearing expensive slacks, and his school blazer is draped carelessly over one shoulder. His fair hair is styled to look as though he’s slept on it. He has beach-bronzed skin and heavy, hooded eyes, and his brows are dark and sharp at the corners.

			The sight of him is strange, and it takes me a moment to realize why. He’s the only one around.

			I’d expected the lawns to be filled with newly returned students, eager to soak up the last bit of warmth. Lingering under trees, coats spread out on the grass.

			But the grounds of Northcroft are silent. Empty. There is only this boy, with his narrow, glittering stare.

			They’d told me during registration there would be a student ambassador. One of the other twelfth-graders.

			I’d just assumed it would be a girl.

			He smiles as I walk toward the stairs. It’s a charming grin, mischievous even. But his eyes—wide and dark and gorgeous—are flat.

			The sight makes unease prickle at my core. Recognition. A warning from that predatory darkness inside me.

			I’ve spent my life studying people, the way an epidemiologist studies disease. What their body language says. Every tilt of the head and shift of the brow. Every twitch of the mouth.

			It was necessary, to survive someone like Ada.

			The boy’s smile stays in place as I approach, and he tilts his head, scanning me. His expression hides the barest hint of contempt, though he probably doesn’t realize it. A flare of the nostrils, the slightest tightening at one side of his mouth.

			His posture is relaxed, shifting languidly as he leans back, lifting the cigarette to his lips.

			People always say things like birds of a feather and like calls to like in such offhanded ways. Like it’s just a fact. But even as I recognize something in him, even as that strange cold thing inside me roars up inside my chest, I know I want nothing to do with this boy.

			There’s a moment where he tips his head back to blow smoke into the air and then looks back down at me, and I know he’s about to say something. Something to put me off-balance or intrigue me. To draw me in.

			When he realizes he can’t, will he know my secret? That we’re the same, he and I?

			For a moment, I think about what would happen if I crossed the space between us and seized a fistful of those tousled blond waves. If I gripped his hair tightly and slammed his head sideways into the stone railing. What sound would that make? What expression would replace his charming smile?

			It takes me a second to realize I’ve stepped toward him, that I’ve got one fist clenched at my side.

			I let out a breath, alarmed at how strong the impulse had been.

			That was new too.

			I slide one hand into my pocket, gripping Ada’s necklace. The metal point bites into my fingers, grounding me.

			The impulses scare me. I watched Ada give in to them more and more, until she seemed almost feral. Less human than she should have been.

			There’s a noise on the steps above us, the scrape of a boot on stone, and the boy and I both look up. There’s a girl at the top of the opposite staircase. She doesn’t look at me as she moves toward us, glaring down at the boy instead.

			My stomach tightens. I recognize her. The full, strawberry lips and wide green eyes. The pale, freckled skin and cascades of copper-colored hair. Holland Morgan. Ada’s friend through all of ninth grade. Of course, that isn’t the real reason I know her face as intimately as I do.

			I used to watch The Wizards obsessively. Every Saturday morning, there she was, Holland Morgan on my TV screen, fighting evil and flubbing spells in the most comical way possible.

			It was my favorite show for all of seventh and eighth grade. It was everyone’s favorite show. The Wizards had been hugely popular.

			And I’d had a massive crush on the actress. Ada knew that, so it wasn’t the least bit surprising when my twin jumped on Holland the second she enrolled at our private school. Ada had relished my jealousy.

			Of course, her leverage had disappeared when Holland’s parents pulled her out to film the Wizards relaunch. She’d never been back.

			It made sense she’d ended up at Northcroft. Hidden away. Elite.

			I shouldn’t stare, but I can’t help it. She looks like some avenging queen as she descends, wind pushing waves of long hair back from her face, the black pashmina she wears swirling out behind her. She must be cold, with only a sheer blue dress underneath, bare legs, and red ankle boots. But if she is, she doesn’t show it.

			She looks at me, and I know she must remember me from high school. I’m about to hear the always popular, ever-dreaded question: You’re Ada’s sister, aren’t you?

			Does she know her friend is dead? Has she heard?

			Maybe she was expecting Ada, and now here I am instead.

			But no, that’s ridiculous. The administration would have told her who she was meeting. Especially considering all the paperwork I did to take Ada’s spot.

			Then Holland directs her stare to the boy on the bottom of the stairs. “I don’t remember you being appointed student ambassador, Aukley.”

			Her tone is playful, but there’s something in her face, a hardening around the eyes that doesn’t match her smile.

			The boy, Aukley, lets out a stream of smoke in her direction, like he’s some kind of blazer-wearing dragon crouched there on the steps. But I notice the way he looks at her, the flicker of hunger in his eyes. “Hey, go easy on me, Bad Half. We were just saying hello.”

			Funny, since we haven’t said a word out loud to one another.

			My gaze is drawn back to Holland Morgan. Before I can think about what I’m doing, my camera is in my hands. She’s in my viewfinder, towering over me on the stairs, eyes flashing, red hair streaming in the wind.

			She’s center stage, and the planes and angles of her face, the fire of freckles across pale skin, and those eyes…that bright green. She’s perfect for the camera.

			There’s a flash and a whir, and I’m so used to the sound that for a moment I don’t understand why she turns and looks at me the way she does. I stare at her, breathless. Knowing the picture I’ve taken is going to turn out perfectly. The scene clicked together so well. Like a still from one of her episodes.

			And then I see the faint tug at the edge of her mouth, the furrowing of copper brows, and my stomach sinks. People don’t like to be photographed without permission…celebrities especially. That was a rule at school when she was there.

			Don’t take pictures of Holland Morgan or ask for autographs. That’s not why she’s here.

			I know this. I know better.

			Slowly, I lower the camera and press my lips together tightly, waiting for her to tell me to delete it. I’m probably no better than some pushy paparazzo to her now. The thought makes me feel a little ill.

			Instead, we’re all jolted into stillness by a brassy, echoing note from somewhere overhead.

			It takes me a second to figure it out.

			It’s a church bell. And not the usual clamor, the sound of multiple bells in quick succession, but a series of slow, drawn-out notes, each one echoing into the next.

			There’s something eerie about the measured, one-tone sound.

			“That’s the curfew bell,” Holland says. “When you hear it, you have ten minutes until the sun sets.”

			Her gaze flicks briefly toward the walls, to the forest beyond, before she turns to the doorway. I trail after her without a word, knowing I shouldn’t let myself talk to her.

			She was Ada’s best friend. Nothing good can come of this.

			I shouldn’t let myself become involved or invested in Holland Morgan in any way.

			I’m here to keep quiet. To stick to the shadows and corners of this place. To stay away from people.

			Because that darkness coiled in my core is always there. Always waiting.

			So I follow Holland, my childhood hero and crush, and I keep my eyes on her back and my mouth firmly shut. Because I can’t start conversations, or make friends, or fall in love.

			I won’t let myself.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER THREE

			Evie

			Holland introduces herself as we make our way up the split staircase and into a wide, echoing hall. She says it so casually, I’m Holland. Like I don’t already know her name. Like everyone doesn’t know it.

			I’d forgotten what it was like, seeing her up close.

			It’s not just the copper waves of her hair or her sharp side profile—it’s the way she holds herself. How she walks. Every movement is precise yet graceful.

			It’s the way she’d always moved on the show, and one of the first things I’d noticed in person. I don’t know why I’d anticipated something different, like maybe the graceful way she held herself was part of Felicity, her character.

			But it was never an act. It’s just her.

			It feels like ninth grade all over again. Like I’m fifteen years old and desperate to stay cool. Lurking in hallways and corners, forcing myself not to stare.

			Except this time, Ada isn’t here to step between us. To smile that vicious smile as she slips an arm around Holland’s shoulders. To torture me.

			She’s six feet under. Sealed inside an expensive wooden box.

			Ada is never coming back.

			Holland talks as we go, pointing out the structure of the vaulted ceilings high overhead. When she glances over, I shift my attention quickly to the ceiling, nodding thoughtfully, like I’ve been examining the wooden beams this entire time.

			I’m almost certain she caught me staring, but she continues the tour, pointing out statues that appear along the walkway.

			“That’s Ezekiel Blackwood.” Holland tosses her hair back over her shoulder, lifting her brows at one of the statues. “One of the founders. Dude was like five foot nothing. And a real bigot.” She shrugs. “We tried to get them to remove the old founder statues, but they wouldn’t.”

			We walk on for a moment more, and I hope my face doesn’t look as hot as it feels. I know all about Ezekial Blackwood. When I slide Holland another sideways look, there’s the tiniest smirk at one corner of her mouth. Her gaze cuts away to the left and down, dark lashes shadowing pale cheeks.

			I’m not one to blush, generally, but I bring my camera up to shield my face, tilting the lens to get a shot of the stained-glass windows along the hall, the forest warped and multicolored behind the glass.

			How much did Ada say about us?

			Does Holland know I’m descended from one of the founders?

			The walkway ends in a series of wide hallways and staircases and Holland glances down at her watch, brows furrowed. “This way.”

			She seems more hurried now, and my heart sinks.

			What if she noticed me staring? I’m not great at hiding it sometimes, particularly not if I’m flustered.

			For the most part, I can get by socially, but sometimes I slip. It’s like I’ve got the same song as everyone else, and I know all the notes, but occasionally I’ll hit the wrong key. Say something too bluntly, or stare too long without blinking, and I’ll catch that look. Like they’re wondering what’s wrong with me.

			Or maybe Holland is remembering something Ada told her, and now I’m proving her right.

			The thought makes me cling to my camera, feeling a little sick. I pause, staring through the viewfinder, trying to find my center again.

			I’m trailing my lens over a set of tall, narrow windows when Holland finally speaks.

			“So…,” she says, and then stops. “There are uniforms for you in the dorm. But, um, I’m hoping they’ll be okay. They were…” She pulls up short, clearly unsure, and my stomach sinks.

			I say it for her. “They were for Ada.”

			“Yeah.”

			There’s silence for a beat. Then she says, haltingly, “I heard a couple days ago. I’m—I wanted to say how sorry I am.”

			Immediately, I want to know how much she knows.

			I’ve read through the articles. They were all the same. pretty white girl falls off dock, drowns in terrible accident.

			They also loved the twin angle, but so far, no one seems to know I was there. That I watched it happen.

			Those rattling gasps play in my ears, and I clench my teeth so hard it makes my jaw ache.

			Holland falters again, and I realize I’ve left the silence for too long. “Thanks,” I say hurriedly. “I—I know you were friends.”

			Holland flinches. Then her expression goes carefully smooth. “We were, yeah.”

			Interesting. It makes me realize I don’t know how Ada and Holland left off. After Holland left to film the Wizards relaunch, Ada had complained that Holland had been so obsessed with her.

			To fuck with me, I’d assumed…

			Holland clears her throat. “Oh, and I meant to say. About Aukley…”

			“The boy on the steps.” I’m utterly relieved to be on a new subject.

			“Yes, him.” She says it quietly, glancing back over her shoulder. “Stay clear.”

			“Why?”

			I know why. But it would be good to hear someone say it.

			Holland purses her lips, gaze fixed on the top of the winding staircase we’re ascending. For a moment I’m sure she’s going to brush past the question. Then she says, “He’s run into trouble with girls. He even used to be a Gravesman until he got kicked out for it.”

			It takes me a second to put it together. Crown and Grave. Northcroft’s secret society.

			I’d run more than one Internet search over the years, come up empty. A mention on some forum, the name on a chat room transcript from years ago. And then…nothing. Just the name of the society, and the implication it operates out of Northcroft.

			“He gets away with it because of his family.”

			Holland looks grave, and alarm shudders through me.

			I pause at a tiny stone alcove at the top of the stairs, pointing my camera out the narrow window’s diamond-shaped latticework. The glimpse of sky beyond is tinted orange, dotted by curling wisps of clouds.

			I should warn Holland. Tell her Aukley goes so far beyond trouble. That the girls of this school need to find a way to protect themselves.

			But I can’t tell her how I know. That I recognize what he is because we’re the same.

			So instead I say, “He called you Bad Half.”

			Holland snorts. “He thinks it’s funny. Because he’s a child.”

			Neither of us says anything for a moment, our footsteps echoing off the high ceiling. All I can do is shield myself with my camera.

			Bad Half, the pilot for what was supposed to be the triumphant relaunch of The Wizards, had been an embarrassing flop.

			Holland had just hit sixteen, and the producers wanted to try something new. Something dangerous.

			In the pilot, Felicity—now older and attending wizard high school—runs afoul of a curse that pulls out her evil side. An evil side that apparently likes to wear leather and throw out thinly veiled innuendos between bouts of black magic.

			It was the timing of the relaunch that had been its undoing. Somehow not soon enough, and entirely too soon. There wasn’t enough nostalgia to make it work, and the audience, now made up of older teens, had been less than impressed with the uninspired writing and terrible special effects.

			Season two had been immediately and unceremoniously canceled. Even a die-hard fan like me had seen that Bad Half had been…well, bad. But it was also the moment where I fell for Holland Morgan so completely, so intensely, that it hurt. A real, visceral ache, somewhere deep in my gut.

			Eventually, the hallway takes us out onto a covered stone walkway, a series of arched windows revealing a stretch of green lawn wound through with walkways shaded by clusters of oaks. It’s beautiful, but the click of my camera is followed by a shuffle behind me, and Holland is at my elbow suddenly. The scent of something faintly citrus surrounds her, shampoo or soap maybe, and she clears her throat, glancing down at her watch.

			“We should get going.”

			Right. The bell that rang earlier. “Curfew’s at sundown?”

			“Yes.” She’s moving faster down the walkway now. I have to jog to catch up.

			The sun is going down now, sure. I can see the orange glow over the top of the tree line outside the windows. But we still have time. “Are they really that strict about—” I stop, letting out a breath as we turn the corner.

			The covered walkway ends in a huge entranceway done in white stone, and Holland makes her way across it, leading me toward the staircase on the other side. We’re clearly entering another building here. A stark contrast to the bleak splendor of Blackwood Hall.

			It’s lit by clusters of gold-stemmed lamps, tall, delicate things that seem to bloom golden orbs of light at the ends of their stems.

			They’re hazy in the lens of my camera, almost ethereal. Like fairy lights.

			“Welcome to Stowe House. We just call it the girls’ dorms,” Holland says, and it’s the tension in her voice that draws my gaze back to her.

			She’s standing several steps up, which makes her tower over me, one hand on the rail. There’s a restlessness in her limbs I hadn’t noticed before. Fingers drumming on the banister, one foot tapping an impatient rhythm on the stairs.

			“The girls’ dorms are up there.” She waves at the upper floors. “The common room is back in Blackwood Hall. You’ll see it later.”

			Carefully, I let my camera rest on the end of its strap, scanning her face. “I guess curfew is really strict?”

			“You get expelled if they catch you out after.” Holland turns and moves up the staircase again. I hurry across the foyer after her, even though I realize the ceiling has elaborate stone carvings of giant flowers all along the outer edges. My fingers itch to grasp my camera.

			It’s not like it matters if I get expelled. It might even be better, but Holland hasn’t done anything wrong. She doesn’t deserve to get in trouble.

			It shouldn’t matter, but it does.

			I want her to like me.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER FOUR

			Holland

			She keeps glancing at me when she thinks I’m not looking.

			I keep my attention trained straight ahead, my eye on the time. Checking my watch. Hoping my blush isn’t too obvious.

			Even with the time constraint and rushing down the halls, my gaze keeps straying back to her. Little pangs of shock go through my chest every time.

			She looks so much like Ada.

			Seeing her on the steps, it all came flooding back. I’d thought I was prepared. I knew in advance she was coming.

			Laurent. The label on the file had made my breath stick in my throat. I’d had a ridiculous thought—but then, she’s not really dead—before I’d realized the name on the file was Evie.

			It unsettled me, my own reaction. A jolt of panic, mixed with something else. Longing, maybe? Anger, certainly.

			The confused tangle of emotions has only grown worse. Evie is identical to her twin. Their features the same. Exactly the same. It’s almost eerie.

			I steal another look while she’s taking pictures.

			She has the same pale skin and dark brows. The same intense, gray-eyed stare. The same narrow, fox-like features and upturned nose with a splash of freckles. Her hair is cut shorter than Ada’s, and wavy, just above her shoulders. But I could be looking at Ada, if I didn’t know better.

			Six days. That’s how long ago I heard. Since I got an email from an old school acquaintance telling me how sorry she was. She was digging for information, as if I’ve spoken to anyone from that school. As if I’d want to remind myself.

			The news had filled me with a strange, burning anger. Anger that I’d never get to see her again.

			There are still so many things I’d say. So many things I’ve thought about, lying awake at night, staring at the canopy above me, rage smoldering in my chest.

			I need to know if Evie is the same. If she’s a stand-in. If I can say those things to her instead.

			So I’d swapped out the room assignment. Made sure we were in the same suite.

			There isn’t a lot I remember about Evie Laurent. I’d never bothered to speak to her. Ada had told me about middle school, how her twin had spread nasty rumors and turned the entire class on her.

			Ada was good at that, twisting things around on you. Making you seem like the bad guy.

			But I’m starting to realize how different Evie is.

			Ada had been bubbly. Outgoing and talkative. Drawing in a crowd at every opportunity. She was never still, always flitting from one cluster of people to the next, presiding over the hallway like she was Queen of High School and she had to speak to every subject. She was…vibrant.

			In contrast, there’s something cool and calculating about Evie. The way she examines her surroundings. The way she pauses before she speaks, as if she’s weighing every word. There’s something cautious about her. Almost watchful.

			I drag my gaze away and check my watch again, chest tightening.

			Five minutes.

			Picking up the pace, I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. I don’t have to check to know it’s Beth. Probably freaking out that I’m not there yet.

			Ironic, since it’s her fault I was late to get Evie.

			She’d found out who our new roommate was just before I’d walked out the door. It’s been a while since I’ve seen her that furious. She’d accused me of rigging things. Manipulating Mia from the office, because Mia is “infatuated” with me.

			She’s right. But I’d never admit that.

			I glance down at my watch and quicken my pace. Three minutes.

			We’re halfway up the stairs, and I glance over my shoulder, half expecting one of the Gravesmen to be waiting, tapping his watch, brows raised. Or the vice principal patrolling the dorm.

			We’re pushing it.

			I want to tell Evie to hurry. And then the door above us opens and Beth is in the hall, her face anxious, Leta crowding up behind her.

			One minute.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER FIVE

			Evie

			The second my foot hits the bottom step, one of the doors flies open on the second floor.

			There are two girls looking down over the stone balcony. The first is blond, with brows so pale they almost blend into the rest of her face. The other is petite and brown-skinned, with long black hair and blunt-cut bangs. She’s standing at the top of the stairs, thumbs hooked into the pockets of her jeans as she grins down at Holland.

			“Finally!” she says. “Hurry it up, Morgan.”

			Holland seems to relax a little, because she turns and smiles at me. “Evie, meet Leta. She’s the mastermind behind the welcome party. And this is Beth.”

			The pale girl only tilts her head at me, the barest movement. She has a full, down-turned mouth, and her serious, blue-eyed gaze tracks me as I make my way up the staircase.

			And then there’s that heavy, one-tone tolling.

			The curfew bell.

			It feels just overhead, close enough to reverberate through the building. Which must mean we’re in the west wing now.

			When I look up, Holland is hurrying back down the steps, hand outstretched, like she means to grab my arm and haul me up the stairs.

			“Final warning bell.” She raises her voice above the sound. “Everyone inside.”

			I don’t protest when she takes one of my bags and passes it up to Leta, who winks at me before turning to wheel it into the room. The girls are retreating toward the open door, like the bell simply cannot be disobeyed.

			Northcroft is secretive, I knew that. The admissions process is proof. Only a third of those who apply get in. And no one knows how they choose. It’s like the entire school is one giant secret society.

			I expected elite clubs and strict class deadlines. A large course load, but this…the curfew, the bell…

			Leta and Beth usher us in. I follow close behind Holland, nearly running into her as she pauses in the doorway. She turns, eyes glittering, expression unreadable. “You’re not supposed to be here.”

			For a moment, I just stare at her, startled, before I realize she’s not talking to me.

			When I turn, my stomach sinks.

			It’s the same boy. Aukley. He’s standing at the bottom of the staircase grinning up at us. There are two blond boys flanking him. They look like a set, standing there. School Boy Kens. Smooth beige skin, plastic smiles, sharp-collared white shirts under school sweater vests. All artfully tousled hair and shiny shoes.

			I don’t have to ask Holland to know—Gravesmen.

			It’s clear in the way they hold themselves. Unhurried. Arrogant. Like the rules don’t apply. They’re not worried about curfew, or that they’re standing in the girls’ dorm.

			Their smiles are knowing as they glance at one another and then at me, and I don’t need to have studied a single minute of body language to figure this out.

			I’m fresh meat.

			Aukley watches me just like before, with that cold, direct stare.

			When I lock gazes with him, his smile stretches wider, and the dark thing inside me stirs. Abruptly, the peal of the bell from overhead stops. He speaks into the silence, his voice low and velvety.

			“You never told me your name, new girl.”

			There’s something in me that wants to drop my hat in the ring. I know he’s picturing himself the wolf in the fold, a predator with his sights on some dumb, helpless lamb.

			It’s infuriating, and for a moment, I think about baring my teeth. Showing him what I really am.

			I want to tell him his mask isn’t nearly as good as he thinks. He needs more practice.

			Blink more. Match his eyes to his lips. Emote.

			He’s handsome, but his face in motion is a badly assembled jigsaw puzzle. All the pieces fit, but the picture doesn’t quite match up. He’ll skate by on his looks for a while, sure, but eventually other people will figure him out.

			But I don’t say that. Instead, I follow Holland through the doorway.

			I fix one last look on Aukley, still lingering at the bottom of the stairs. Then I turn away, shutting the door on him without a word.

			Let him think I’m a lamb.
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			There are no gauzy curtains, no strings of decorative fairy
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