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Chapter 1

I found Peter’s apartment easily. It was in the third floor of a building I’d noticed many times while biking around town. I cut across the half-full parking lot and found the door to Peter’s unit, number thirty-four.

I knocked.

And there was no answer.

I was tempted to text him, but I remembered that my phone was dead. Shit. I couldn’t even check the time to see how many minutes had passed since we last saw each other. Still, with the time it took to have a full conversation with Matt and walk here, Peter should’ve been home by now.

I tried knocking again and waited a couple of minutes. Nothing happened.

I sighed, feeling weary all of a sudden. My feet ached. The walk hadn’t been long, but it was difficult in heels. Briefly, I considered going back to Matthew’s house. I’d be showing up with my tail between my legs to ask for a ride back home.

No. Accepting a ride from him would probably make him think he could make more accusations about Jamie.

Jamie Malcolm is a thug, he’d said. How does a guy from a working class background gain so much success in so little time?

The more I played it over in my mind, the more ridiculous it sounded. I had to laugh at myself for that. At the same time, there was a knot of uneasiness in the pit of my stomach. I couldn’t help but think, What if?

That’s why I needed to talk to Peter. He was Jamie’s best friend. More than his best friend. He was the other side of Jamie, his shadow, his reflection. If anybody knew for sure, it was Peter. But Peter wasn’t home.

I pushed the thought away. For now, I had to figure out how I was going to get home. I finally decided to take my heels off and walked barefoot down the stairs, trying to recall the number of the cab company I’d taken to Trash Club. But so much had happened between now and then. It was only two nights ago...but so much had happened.

By the time I reached the parking lot, I was ready to sit on the curb and simply wait until the answer came to me. Then, I saw the bus stop. It had been a while since I’d actually taken the public bus. The last time was before my dad got elected.

There was my solution. I didn’t need to ask Matthew for a ride. I didn’t need to call Peter and Jamie. I put my shoes back on and made my way to the bus stop. There was just enough cash in my wallet for the fare.

I rolled up the sleeves of Jamie’s jacket and crossed my arms as I waited. For the first time in a long time, I felt truly independent.

* * *

Once I got home, I tried to sneak back into the house through the kitchen. It was surprisingly quiet and completely empty when I walked in. I grabbed a banana out of the fruit bowl on the counter and walked into the back hallway leading to the staircase. If nobody was in the formal living room, I could be up the stairs and in my room without getting caught.

Sweet.

It felt strange to be back in my house. I replayed the memories in reverse, starting with the kitchen. It was where I lost my temper from my cousin Bernadette teasing me, the same kitchen where Peter and I locked gazes for the first time. The hallway was where Bernadette and Matthew had been sharing a drink out of a flask, hiding from their parents during my dad’s re-election benefit party. I hadn’t even known Peter Slate’s name then, when I was practically an entirely different person.

I reached the staircase and exhaled in relief. So far, I hadn’t run into anybody. I put my hand on the rail and started climbing.

“And where do you think you’re going?” an icy voice drawled.

I froze. My chest seized up with dread. Mother. I turned around to see her standing at the foot of the stairs, her slim arms folded neatly over her chest. She looked stern in her silk blouse and pressed linen skirt with her hair in its usual French twist.

I drew in a slow breath. “My room.”

Mom pressed her lips into a thin line, causing wrinkles to erupt at the corners of her mouth. She was at the foot of the stairs and I was halfway up to the second landing, but I could feel the iron-hot rage of her glare even from that distance. We continued to stare at each other until she finally broke the tense silence.

“Then, tell me. Where have you been?”

I had to think quickly. I knew this was a test. I wasn’t dumb enough to hope that my parents hadn’t seen the photos of me hanging off of Jamie Malcolm’s arm, wearing the same exact dress and shoes I was wearing right now. When Mom’s eyes flickered over the gray men’s jacket on my shoulders, I could see a spark of recognition. It was the same jacket Jamie was wearing in those photos, and now it was on me.

I finally knew why they called it the Walk of Shame.

I decided to be honest. “Seattle,” I said. I drew myself up to my full height. “I went on a little trip with some friends.”

Mom unfolded her arms and planted them on her hips. “And what were you thinking going all the way to Seattle with strangers without telling us? Without even calling us?”

“My phone died. I was only a couple hours away, Mom. It wasn’t like I—”

“And not only that,” Mom interrupted, lifting her hand, “you have the gall to be seen in public wearing that, with a man who is much too old for you. Where did you sleep last night, McKenna? Have you looked in a mirror? Do you know what you look like?”

“Yes, I do!” I said. I sounded like I was proud of it.

“Well then. I suppose you actually intended to look like a whore.”

I sighed. “I’m going to my room.”

“Good!” Mom said firmly. “And you better stay there. Your father is coming home especially because of your behavior, and he’ll want to see you.”

I stomped up the stairs.

“Make sure you change into something appropriate.”

I resisted the urge to turn around and say something back. By now, I knew that Mom always had to get the last word in, no matter what.

Once I was back in my room, I shut the door and collapsed onto my bed. I sank into the fluffy covers, but I still noticed that they weren’t as soft as the ones at the Arena One Hotel. I sighed, counting all the reasons why I wanted to be back in Seattle than here.

I took the time to finally plug in my phone before I changed out of my dress and into something “appropriate.” For me, appropriate house wear was just a tee shirt and sweatpants, but I saw my busy dad so little that I thought I’d try a little harder this time. I settled on a pair of nice jeans and a soft blue blouse printed with white anchors.

I sat down at my vanity. My face looked flushed in the mirror, pale with high spots of color in my cheeks. I could still smell Peter and Jamie on me as I brushed my hair. Their colognes were very similar. They might’ve even been the same exact brand. I bit my lip. The thought of them sharing the same cologne turned me on beyond belief.

I shook myself. Focus. I wrapped my hair into a French twist. Or tried to, at least. I hadn’t inherited my mother’s facelift-worthy hairstyling skills. The most I could manage was a loose, sloppy bun that made me look like a cleaning lady on the last thirty minute leg of her shift.

Finally, I heard the distant hum of the garage door opening. My dad was home. A few seconds later, my phone buzzed on the nightstand. It was probably my mom texting me to come downstairs.

I stared at myself one last time in the mirror. I looked older than I did two nights ago. I looked like I knew something. But most of all, I looked scared.

* * *

“Hi, Dad.”

I found my parents in the formal living room. They sat on opposite ends of the same couch like a pair of austere bookends.

Mom stood up first, her slim hands fussily tugging at the hem of her blouse. She turned to look at my dad and raised her eyebrows as if to say, “Well?”

Dad groaned. He took off his silver-rimmed glasses and rubbed them on his shirt. I noticed that his eyebrows looked a little grayer than before as they knitted together in frustration.

“McKenna, explain to me what’s been going on.”

I sat down in an overstuffed armchair. I drew a deep breath. “After the benefit party, I went to meet a couple friends downtown, and we ended up going to Seattle for the night.”

Mom and Dad exchanged glances. “And?” Dad said.

I shrugged. My fists gripped tightly together in my lap, and my heart began to race. “And I came back a few hours ago. I’m sorry I didn’t call. My phone died.”

My mom tapped her foot against the hardwood floor. “Your father has seen the pictures, McKenna Rose, so don’t pretend that this was just an innocent outing with friends.”

“It was!” I protested. I was lying and I knew it, but I couldn’t bear the thought of telling my dad the truth. Peter Slate and Jamie Malcolm had fucked me. With their cocks. With their fingers. Their tongues. Most of it at the same time. That was the truth.

I tried to blink steadily, breathe slowly, afraid that if I made the wrong move, they’d somehow be able to read my mind.

Dad sighed, his shoulders deflating as he did so. “Just tell me, McKenna. The man who was in the photographs
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