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The image is stark yet beautiful.
      

      It’s just before dawn, at that moment when the world turns monochrome and everything is subsumed under a blanket of blue-gray
         light. The streetlights have gone off, the street is a still gray ribbon scarred with two black marks trailing from the upper
         left of the picture to the lower right. In the background, blurry, large houses hunker down, streaked dark from rain. In the
         foreground and slightly to the right, set in blue-gray grass, is a fantastic bush. It looks like something from a fairy tale,
         a witch cursed into an alternate form, gnarled fingers reaching for the sky. At the center lies a girl.
      

      Shreds of her tulle skirt are tangled among the branches blowing in the morning breeze like tiny flags. A ceramic rabbit,
         a mother duck followed by five tiny ducklings, and a squirrel playing the flute stand silent guard around her. One of her
         legs is bent up; the other juts out of the bush dangling a platform shoe, Cinderella after the ball gone bad. Her left hand
         is under her and the right one, with a friendship ring on the index finger, reaches up as though to pluck the single deep-red rose that hangs above her—the only spot of color in the image. Her face is lovely, dark hair feathering
         over half of it. Her body is covered with angry gashes and a magenta river of blood trickles from her head. Her lips part,
         as though she’s about to say something.
      

      But then you see her eyes and know it’s impossible. They are wide open, pupils fully dilated. And sightless.

      It looks like any one of a dozen photos I’ve taken for my Dead Princesses series, with two crucial differences.

      The girl in this photo should have been dead. And I didn’t take it.

      I’m in it. I’m the girl.

      It was the police who shot it, responding to the 911 call from Mrs. Doyle reporting a dead body in her front yard on Dove
         Street. They arrived three minutes after the call. It took them five minutes to stabilize my breathing and thirty-two minutes
         to cut me out of the bush.
      

      When I woke up, I had no memory of how I got there or what led up to it, which is apparently normal. All I remembered was
         pain and the single thought I must not let go.
      

      But slowly pieces of it have been coming back. An intensive care unit is a good place to do a lot of deep thinking—or a bad
         one, depending on what you’re thinking about. I stare at the photo in my hand trying to see myself as an object, another clue.
         In the past three days, much of the puzzle has been filled in and I’m not sure I like the picture that is emerging.
      

      “Hello, princess,” says a cheery voice from the door of my room.

      I look up and see an unfamiliar man in scrubs walking in. I miss Loretta.

      Loretta’s the regular nurse in the ICU, the one I was used to seeing. Plus she was on duty when I first opened my eyes, and
         even though I was only in the ICU three days, I felt like she and I knew each other well. Time passes in strange ways in the ICU, allowing you to form unusual relationships.
      

      “Oh, that’s ICU time,” Loretta had explained to me.

      “ICU time?”

      “It’s like how they say dogs age seven years for every one of ours? Well, every minute in the ICU feels about an hour long.
         Time here either crawls or flashes by, and let me tell you, sweetheart, you’d rather it was crawling. Flash-forwards never
         mean anything good.”
      

      The new guy is now saying, “I’m Ruben. And from the looks of this room, you’re Little Miss Popular.”

      Ruben, I repeat, mentally cataloging the name. One thing Loretta likes to do is gossip, but I can’t remember her saying anything
         about him.
      

      He fingers several bouquets on the windowsill, ending up with the two dozen red roses. “This must have set someone back plenty.
         I wish I could find a boyfriend as generous.”
      

      “They’re not from my boyfriend,” I tell him.

      “Woo-hoo, then you’re doing something right. What about this guy?” He picks up a teddy bear wearing a muscle shirt that says GET WELL BEARY SOON! “Not sure if that’s from a friend or an enemy.”
      

      “Me either.” I’m thinking about how that’s true in more ways than one as he moves on to study the rest of the get-well presents
         covering every surface of my room, so I only half pay attention as he asks about the card with the puppies on it playing instruments
         from David and the balloon bouquet from Nikki with the card that says CHEERS.
      

      Now Ruben is standing in front of a heart-shaped wreath of roses that’s flanked by a figurine and a doll. “What are all these
         over here? ‘From your secret admirer,’” he reads aloud from one of the cards. “All this?” He gestures. I nod. “So let me see—you’ve
         got a boyfriend, a not boyfriend, and a secret admirer.” He shakes his head at me. “Girl, no wonder someone tried to run you down.”
      

      He’s right. I have a lot of presents because somehow—unaccountably—I’m actually popular. And most of the “We miss you!” and
         “Get well soon” messages are lies—because I’m very popular.
      

      That’s the irony, isn’t it? The cruel lesson I’ve learned. In movies everyone loves the princess, but in reality it’s different.
         Popularity isn’t a double-edged sword; it has only one edge—kill or be killed. There’s a finite amount of space at the top
         of the social pyramid and once you’ve reached it, there’s only one direction to go and no shortage of people who want to push
         you there.
      

      I know now who tried to kill me, but I don’t want to believe it. Every part of my mind seeks out other solutions, any other
         possible explanation, because the truth is too horrifying. I’ve had every clue I needed to figure it out in front of me all
         along, but I’ve been willfully blind. It’s like that moment when you’re framing a shot and what was blurry comes finally and
         acutely into focus. Only in this case I don’t want it to.
      

      “I’ll be back to check on you in a tic, princess,” Ruben says.

      I could try to stop him, but it won’t change anything. This killer can get at me anywhere.

      My gaze returns to the photo of me in the rosebush and it’s all completely clear. There is only one person who could have
         done all of this. One person to whom everything points. The drink. The slammed door. The kiss. The car. The ring.
      

      The eyes.

      I’ve seen the writing on the wall. I know what has to come next.

      “Hi, Jane,” the male voice says from the door.





      Thursday
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      Chapter 1

      It’s hard to talk when you’re being kissed. I experienced that for the first time with Liam Marsh when I was in ninth grade. I was experiencing
         it again with my boyfriend, David Tisch, as a junior in front of Livingston Senior High School at two forty-five on the Thursday
         before Memorial Day weekend.
      

      
      Which was why I had planned a surprise for that night. Because as much as I loved the Flintstone-vitamin-plus-pot flavor of
         David’s kisses and the way he used his tongue to nudge my lips apart while he held my shoulders in his big hands, I had something
         important to talk to him about.
      

      
      I pulled away now. His eyes opened halfway, slowly, and focused on me. “What are you doing, babe?”

      
      “I told you, I’m saving up. For tonight.”

      
      “Right. For the surprise.” He twisted a piece of my long dark hair between his fingers. “I wish you wouldn’t go to all that
         trouble. We can just be together like we always are.” His fingers moved to knead the muscles in my neck, almost too hard.
         He didn’t realize how strong they were from all his drum practice. “Why do we have to drive all the way out to the shore and go to some stupid party?”
      

      
      “It will be worth it,” I said, giving him a look I hoped was at once cute and suggestive. “I promise.”

      
      He shook his head but seemed more amused than annoyed. “You and your plans.”

      
      It had rained almost continuously for the past week, but today was clear and fine and blazed with sun so bright that the white
         trim on the brick face of the main building shimmered. The big elm tree above us moved lazily in the breeze, the leaves rich
         spring green. Shadows fell like puddles around us. It was the kind of day, the kind of moment, when anything can happen.
      

      
      The seniors had planned to make the long weekend even longer by ditching Friday and naturally we juniors were going to stand
         in solidarity with them, so everyone who was anyone was headed to Jocelyn Gunter’s party in Deal on the Jersey shore that
         night.
      

      
      The sun picked out the golden highlights in David’s brown-sort-of-long-sort-of-curly sort of hair, framing his face, making
         him look like a cross between Jesus and Jim Morrison, a comparison I knew he’d like.
      

      
      David’s hand was on my chin, tilting it toward him, looking into my eyes over the top of his glasses. “Hey babe, where’d you
         go?”
      

      
      “I’m right here,” I said, and brushed my hip against him.

      
      But the truth was, I hadn’t been listening. Not because I wanted to avoid something, which was what my mother would say. I
         was trying to think about how I would capture the shot, what it would look like framed by my camera lens, and half wishing
         that David hadn’t set down his drumstick bag because the tilt of his shoulder would have made a more interesting picture.
         I’m a photographer; I can’t help it if my mind wanders to how things would look from the outside.
      

      
      
      Besides, if I was avoiding something, would I have organized a whole special dinner to talk about it?

      
      “I can’t wait until we’re on our camping trip, babe,” he said, smiling lazily. I saw myself reflected in the lenses of his
         glasses, a distorted fuzzy image. “Just you and me and the wilderness. None of these other people, no distractions, no—”
      

      
      I stood on my tiptoes now and kissed him on the lips. He took it as me agreeing with him, not me wanting to change the subject.
         “Hold that thought until tonight,” I said.
      

      
      He sighed and tucked a piece of hair behind my right ear. “Temptress. I don’t know how long I can control myself around you.
         I’d better go.”
      

      
      I laughed. He gave me a goofy grin, said, “Stay soft” (his version of goodbye), then lumbered off.

      
      I loved the way he moved, smooth and relaxed, his fingers drumming on his leg. He high-fived Dom, the guitarist in the band,
         and put his arm around Chelsea, their lead singer. I might have been a little jealous if he hadn’t turned around at that moment
         and shot me a smile and a peace sign over her shoulder.
      

      
      God, I was lucky.

      
      He disappeared into the crowd and I turned and spotted Langley and Kate already in Langley’s five-and-a-half-month-old red
         BMW convertible. I was about to walk over when I noticed Ollie leaning against the passenger-side door. Maybe I should take
         a sec and do a few shots of the facade of the school, I thought. The light really was perfect and it hardly ever—
      

      
      “Jelly bean,” Langley said as I was reaching for my camera. She waved at me. “Come on, we’ve got so much to do.” I slid the
         camera back into my bag and started toward the car. As I walked over, Ollie’s olive-green eyes raked me up and down lazily.
      

      
      
      Oliver “Ollie” Montero was David’s best friend and his complete opposite. While David wore James Brown Loves Y’all T-shirts
         and Chuck Taylors, Ollie wore button-downs and Gucci loafers. Where David liked me, Ollie didn’t. Talking to him always made
         me feel insecure, like he’d ordered filet mignon and someone brought him a burger instead.
      

      
      Now he was blocking my access to Langley’s backseat. “Will we see you at Joss’s party tonight?” I asked, just to be saying
         something. I also always had the sense that, like a dog, Ollie could smell my fear and it amused him.
      

      
      He looked at me two beats longer than he needed to. “I never went to Livingston High School parties before, why would I start
         now?” According to rumor, Ollie only dated girls from the fancy schools in New York City like Chapin and Spence, girls whose
         last names were almost as long as the strings of zeros on their trust funds.
      

      
      “Can a girl ask who your date is tonight, Mr. Montero?” Kate drawled from the passenger seat, giving Ollie a sugary smile
         and batting her eyelids. She was doing her Scarlet O’Hara imitation, which was one of her best and usually had a subtle barb
         at the end. “Blair? Muffy? Brent?”
      

      
      Unlike me, Kate had no problem dealing with Ollie. With long-lidded gray eyes edged with a dark blue ring and wavy golden-brown
         hair, Kate was pretty much drop-dead gorgeous. She ruled the drama program at Livingston High, getting every lead since her
         first day on campus. She also had what my political-consultant mother described wistfully as perfect political-wife manners,
         a way of looking at you like she cared about what you said, like you were the only person she wanted to talk to in the room.
         Her style was slightly bohemian. She never rushed, never seemed concerned about anything and yet always looked perfect, unsmudged,
         unchipped, un-covered-with-crumbs-from-the-cupcake-she-scarfed-before-English. Unlike me, the mess magnet.
      

      
      Kate also had a wild streak that I didn’t exactly advertise to my mother. It came out onstage, in her laugh, and when operating
         motor vehicles.
      

      
      Which was why Langley was our designated driver.

      
      Langley looked like someone Vikings would fight over: hair like fresh ice, eyes like the light-blue of the Arctic ocean, skin
         like carved alabaster, and a mouth that always appeared as if it was on the edge of mischievous laughter. That impression
         was half true and half from the faint scar that ran across her right cheek. Langley was short and petite but gave the impression
         of being much bigger, one of those people who didn’t just enter a room but filled it. Her favorite color was red, like her
         car and like the beret, sweater, skirt, and ankle boots she was wearing.
      

      
      Leaning his elbows against the shiny red door of the BMW, Ollie spread his hands in mock consternation. “If only one of you
         harridans would go out with me, I wouldn’t have to roam so far from home.”
      

      
      “I don’t think any of us want what you have,” Langley said.

      “What’s that?” Ollie asked. “Charm? Charisma?”

      
      “Crabs?” Kate said, still sugar sweet.

      
      “Always a delight to chat with you, Ollie,” Langley said, revving the engine. “But for now, please move your Ralph Lauren–clad
         ass so Jane can get into the car.”
      

      
      “You’re slipping, angel. It’s John Varvatos.”

      
      Langley raised an eyebrow at him. “Freals, you’re slipping if you think I care.”

      
      Ollie laughed, said, “Touché,” and sauntered over to a dark-blue Mercedes with a driver waiting for him at the curb.

      
      
      I got in and we touched pinkies, our friendship salute. Langley started to say, “Okay, lovelies, let’s—” but interrupted herself
         to look at Kate. She sighed.
      

      
      “You know what you need to do.”

      
      “No.” Kate shook her head and made her eyes very wide. “That is why God created windshields.”

      
      “So you can crash your head through them?” Langley asked. “Put on your seat belt.”

      
      Kate sighed. “With the way you drive, Safety Officer Langley, it’s hardly necessary.”

      
      “It’s very simple,” Langley said, holding up a finger. “The first rule of Langley Motors is: Don’t talk back to Langley. The
         second rule of Langley Motors is: Don’t talk back to Langley. The third rule—”
      

      
      “Let me get a pen so I can take these down?” Five bangles tinkled on Kate’s wrist as she pulled her seat belt across the faux-fur
         vest she was wearing over a cotton minidress. “It’s sad that you have to lord this over me when I have no other options.”
      

      
      “You had the option to not run the second Mercedes your parents bought you this year into the front of Madame Yong’s. There
         is such a thing as delivery, you know.”
      

      
      “That’s brilliant,” Kate said, clapping with mock enthusiasm. “I didn’t know you could do impressions of my father. Do another
         one! Oh please?”
      

      
      Langley shook her head. Her pale-blue eyes moved to me in the rearview. “Jane?”

      
      “I’m locked in, ma’am,” I assured her with a little salute, tugging on the seat belt strap that crisscrossed my ruffled T-shirt.

      
      “Kiss ass,” Kate said, rolling her eyes.

      
      “No, just a law-abiding citizen,” I countered.

      
      
      Langley went on. “Here’s the plan. We’ll go to my house to get the costumes, then—”

      
      My cell phone started to ring, interrupting her. I glanced at the caller ID, winced inwardly seeing the same number for the
         second time that day, and sent it to voice mail. Langley didn’t like being interrupted and I didn’t feel like talking to that
         particular caller anyway. “Sorry. Go on.”
      

      
      “After we get the costumes, we’ll change at Kate’s place on the beach and then walk over to the party so no one has to worry
         about driving. Joss is going to make everyone leave their keys at the door and I don’t want anyone touching my baby.”
      

      
      A horn blared behind us. Turning around, I saw Nicky di Savoia leaning out the open window of her lemon-yellow Karmann Ghia.
         Nicky was David’s ex-girlfriend and not a huge fan of mine. I waved.
      

      
      She sneered. “Could you please discuss lip gloss or whatever hugely important issue you’re debating elsewhere, vapid bitches?”

      
      “Takes one to know one,” Langley shouted pleasantly. Nicky kept honking, but Langley ignored her. She buttoned her red-leather
         driving gloves with care, signaled with her turn indicator, and slowly steered out of the driveway.
      

      
      Nicky sped past us, flipping us off.

      
      “Tsk-tsk, that’s no way to drive,” Langley commented. “DJ Kate, will you please do the honors?”

      
      Kate flipped on the stereo and it started blaring Blondie. With “Heart of Glass” screaming from the speakers, I closed my
         eyes and pictured what we must look like. In my mind I framed the shot, the two of them with two different colors of blond
         hair up front, me with my dark hair fanned against the cream leather of the backseat of the red convertible, blue sky and
         green trees a blur in the background. It was a perfect image, the perfect snapshot of three popular girls embarking on a great weekend. I was happy, happier than I could ever remember feeling. I wished I could freeze the moment
         like that forever, click, to assure myself that it was real.
      

      
      Because I still had trouble seeing myself in the snapshot. Kate Valenti and Langley Winterman were the top of the social pyramid.
         Even after two years I could hardly believe I was friends with them. Being popular wasn’t something that came naturally for
         me. I’d worked at it. And paid for it.
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      Chapter 2

      
      It started the summer before freshman year. I still remember the day I told my best friend in Illinois, Bonnie, about my plan.
      

      
      Bonnie and I had been best friends since my family moved in next door to hers when we were both seven and my pet turtle, Amerigo
         Vespucci, slipped through a hole in the fence and discovered her cat, Rolo. Like the man he was named for, Amerigo was a relentless
         explorer, always going off on his own and unafraid of anything despite being small enough to fit in the palm of my hand. He’d
         disappear for a day or two at a time and come back trailing leaves of unknown origin or strange splotches on his shell. I
         admired his courage and sense of adventure even as it mystified me.
      

      
      Amerigo and Rolo became fast friends and so did Bonnie and I. Soon we were inseparable, planning elaborate funerals for the
         dead mice Rolo dragged in and making our own radio show and staying up late outside reading and giggling, then reading and
         gossiping, and later talking about boys.
      

      
      We didn’t have much luck with them. Which was why I decided, the summer before freshman year, to use my earnings from my summer business doing photo portraits of people’s pets to go to
         Chicago and get a haircut and makeup and a new wardrobe.
      

      
      Bonnie was saving all the money she made from her summer job as a junior lifeguard for the school spring trip to Spain. She
         thought I was crazy. “There’s nothing wrong with you the way you are. Why would you want to be one of the Stall Sisters?”
      

      
      Stall Sisters was Bonnie’s name for the popular girls in our class because they seemed to spend most of their time in the
         restroom either fixing their makeup or crying. “Or both at the same time,” she noted. “Which shows how stupid they are.”
      

      
      But I knew she was all talk. “It’s a new year and a new school,” I pointed out. “We can be anyone we want. Don’t you want
         to be popular?”
      

      
      “Why?”

      
      Because popularity meant being accepted. Belonging. Never being alone. Because it was what everyone wanted.

      
      “Not me,” Bonnie said positively. “I’m not that crazy about the girls’ bathroom.”

      
      “Do you want to die without being kissed?”

      
      “You think popularity is going to get you kissed? Good luck with that, dream walker.”

      
      But it did. My makeover worked. People who had never spoken to me before started saying hi in the halls, and I managed to
         say hi back, and one day a group of popular sophomores came and sat at my table at lunch and I couldn’t eat because I was
         so worried about spilling, but it was worth it. I got Bonnie and myself an invitation to a party being thrown by one of the
         most popular seniors. Bonnie hadn’t wanted to go, but I convinced—okay, begged—her, and she finally gave in.
      

      
      At the party Liam Marsh kissed me and like Sleeping Beauty, I was brought to life—social life. As his girlfriend, my popularity was guaranteed. So six months later when my mother announced
         we were moving to New Jersey so she could run a mayoral campaign and put herself “on the East Coast political map,” I was
         devastated. Not just because of the popularity—by that point, Liam had become my whole world, the only solid thing I had.
         We said goodbye. I cried. He told me not to worry, we’d always be together.
      

      
      The night before the first day of school in New Jersey, I got a text from Liam saying he wanted to be just friends. I took
         a bottle of vodka I found in the kitchen—Liam had introduced me to vodka the way he’d introduced me to all his friends—and
         a pair of nail scissors into the bathroom. When I woke up the next morning, I felt bad but not as bad as I looked. I’d hacked
         off my bangs and left myself with a strange fringe sticking out. So not how you want to look on your first day at a new school,
         but I was beyond caring. Or so I told myself.
      

      
      Livingston High was smaller than my other school but more labyrinthine and scary. I endured lunch alone, studiously not looking
         at anyone, until the bell rang for fourth period. As I got up to go, my tights caught on the bottom of the cafeteria table
         and I got two huge runs in my right leg. Perfect.
      

      
      Out in the hallway I watched as girls went by, arm in arm, or paused to touch pinkies with one another. Couples strolled along,
         guys staring straight ahead as their girlfriends nuzzled their necks. That had been me once. I realized I’d spent most of
         my freshman year with Liam’s arm around my shoulders, his Irish Spring–scented neck near my cheek, and knowing I would never
         have that again made my stomach lurch. I felt too light, insubstantial, like I almost didn’t exist. I was used to looking
         up at him, turning to him to decide what came next, what we wanted to do. We. I ached for we, hated I. I was lonely and untethered and abandoned and unloved. Unlovable.
      

      
      
      I felt like I was going to be sick.

      
      The bell rang for fourth period, but I couldn’t face it. So I did the only thing I could think of: I went and sat in the girls’
         bathroom with my feet up on the toilet.
      

      
      I’d been there about a minute when I realized that there was someone else doing the same thing next to me. Only it sounded
         like she was hyperventilating.
      

      
      “Are you okay?” I asked.

      
      There was a startled gasp. “I didn’t realize anyone was in here.”

      
      “No one is.”

      
      “Um, you are? You’re someone?”

      
      “Not here.” I’d meant to say it to myself, but it came out of my mouth instead. It was the kind of mistake, saying the wrong
         thing and seeming too insecure, that I dreaded.
      

      
      There was shuffling next door and a tanned hand with two gold rings, attached to a fine-knit gray-cashmere-clad arm, appeared
         over the top of the stall. It was followed by a perfect oval-shaped head and a mane of wavy hair the color of fine brandy
         pinned back in that perfectly tousled way only people on television and the naturally gorgeous manage to achieve. The kind
         of girl who’s never even realized she was popular because she always has been. I’d noticed her in English class earlier that
         day, surrounded by a group of other girls all clamoring for her attention. She was wearing a gray tunic with a leather-and-bone
         belt I’d seen in my mother’s copy of September Vogue.
      

      
      “I’m Kate?” she said, almost like it was a question. I’d come to learn she nearly always phrased things that way. She held
         out her hand. “Who are you?”
      

      
      I stood up on the toilet and shook it. “I’m Jane. We have English together.”

      
      
      “Do we?” Her eyes went toward the ceiling like she was trying to summon a memory. “I don’t remember seeing you.”

      
      “I just mov—” I stopped because the girl called Kate’s lip started to tremble and she blinked like she was on the verge of
         tears. “Are you oka—”
      

      
      Suddenly she started to cry. Without thinking, I reached my arms around to hug her.

      
      She went stiff and sucked in her breath. I pulled back. “I’m sorry. I didn’t—”

      
      She swatted the tears on her face. “No, I’m sorry. That was inappropriate.” She blinked. “I’m just going to get down”—gesturing with her fingers toward the floor—“and
         then go?”
      

      
      “Right. Me too.”

      
      We both climbed off the toilets. I reached over and flushed even though I hadn’t done anything and then I felt like a huge
         moron because what if she thought I’d done something? And I’d been like standing over it the whole time? Exactly the kind
         of thing a loser did.
      

      
      I opened the door and went and stood at the sink next to her. At least I could look like I cared about hygiene. As I washed
         my hands, I thought maybe Bonnie had been right about popularity. Maybe it was all basically in the toilet, maybe—
      

      
      “I’m guessing they’re clean?” Kate said, nodding at my hands. She was about a foot taller than I was even though her brown
         knee-high boots were flat.
      

      
      “Oh, right. I was just—”

      
      And then she burst into tears again. Only this time she threw herself against me. My arms came up to hug her and she didn’t
         pull away. She cried like that for a few minutes, then the heaving of her shoulders slowed down, stopped.
      

      
      She stepped back. Suddenly the navy-blue puff-sleeved sweater dress with tights and ankle boots I’d thought was so cool when I put it on that morning now looked over-thought-out and dated.
         As I looked from my face—pale oval, blue eyes, pink lips, smudgy shadows under my eyes from the vodka, unfortunate hedge of
         dark short bangs—to hers—perfect despite the fact she’d just been sobbing—I felt a rising wave of panic and insecurity. Which
         wasn’t helped by her saying, “Why didn’t you leave?”
      

      
      This time it definitely was a question, and not a friendly one. Her eyes were glittering and her jaw was set. “I mean, I didn’t
         want anyone to see me like this?”
      

      
      I was kind of surprised by her change in tone. “I told you, I’m not anyone,” trying to make a joke.

      
      In a flash her hardness transformed into confusion. She turned from looking at me in the mirror to looking me directly in
         the face, her brow furrowed. “Why are you being so nice to me?”
      

      
      “Because you seem sad?”

      
      She turned back to the mirror. “You mean weak.” She grabbed a paper towel and started drying the tears off her cheeks. Only
         it was more like she was trying to rub them out.
      

      
      “No, I mean sad.”

      
      She kept rubbing, her eyes avoiding mine. “Well anyway, thank you?”

      
      “It was nothing. I’m sure you’d do the same thing for me.”

      
      She dropped the paper towel in the trash can and stared hard at her reflection. She might have perfectly symmetrical features
         and be model beautiful, but the expression on her face when she looked at herself was like she was looking at trash.
      

      
      “In all honesty, probably not?” Now she smiled, but it was mirthless. When she spoke again, it was in a southern drawl, harsh
         and staccato: “I’m a spoiled bitch with a perfect life who’s not even half grateful and never thinks of a thing but herself. At least that’s how my daddy would put it.”
      

      
      It was my first encounter with Kate’s amazing ability to imitate anyone’s voice, and it was disconcerting. Between that and
         the anger beneath her words, I didn’t know what to say. I can’t even guess how long I would have stood there like a moron,
         nervously fingering my dark, short bangs, if the door to the bathroom hadn’t slammed open then.
      

      
      A blonde girl with the kind of confidence that came from always having been popular exploded through it into the room. Wearing
         shorts made out of some kind of brocade over lace tights, a sweater with ruffles down the front, and platform pumps with her
         mass of light-blonde hair tied into low pigtails with two satin bows, she looked more ready for a catwalk than a walk to class.
         She didn’t even glance at me, just rushed to Kate, put a maternal hand on her cheek, and said, “Are you okay, Kit Kat?”
      

      
      The Kate that turned to face her friend was nothing like the falling-apart girl I’d seen. She smiled like she was amused by
         the shorter girl’s concern and said, “Yes, Mother Langley, I’m fine. I just had bad cramps.”
      

      
      The girl called Langley tilted back and put her hands on her hips. “Want fries with that?”

      
      Kate’s brow wrinkled. “Fries with what?”

      
      “That whopper you just told.”

      
      Kate looked wide-eyed taken aback, but I couldn’t help it, I started to laugh. Langley’s eyes came to me then. “I like an
         appreciative audience. Who are you?”
      

      
      “That’s Jane,” Kate told her. “She’s new here? She gave me something to kill the pain.” She winked at me.

      
      Langley tilted her head to one side and studied me for a moment like I was a bio slide she had to correctly identify. Then
         she nodded, having located the right classification. “I’m not going to lie, you’re cute, but the bangs are a bit extreme. Freals,
         did you do that yourself?”
      

      
      I nodded. “My boyfriend from back home broke up with me.” I couldn’t believe I was admitting that. How pathetic did I look?

      
      She came over and tried to push the bangs to one side. “Yeah, not going to work. Your tights, though, those are cool.” She
         stepped back and assessed me again. “Do either of you have a pen?”
      

      
      I fished one out of my bag and handed it to her. She immediately stuck it into her black lace tights and started to rip through
         them.
      

      
      I was shocked. “What are you doing?”

      
      “One for all—” Langley said.

      
      “—And all for one,” Kate finished, smiling not at me but at her friend. It was like a secret message passed between them.

      
      A message I only understood a little later when, after having put a second run in her lace tights, Langley said, “Okay, I
         think we can debut this.” Kate and Langley each took one of my arms and together we left the bathroom.
      

      
      “Watch what happens,” Langley said as we paraded down the hall. “We’re about to make your year.”

      
      They introduced me to Elsa, the third member of what they called the Three Must-kateers because whatever they did, everyone
         else must follow. And it was true. By the end of the day, five other girls had runs in their tights. The next day most of
         the sophomores, three quarters of the juniors, and even a handful of seniors did too. And four girls had hacked their bangs
         off with nail scissors.
      

      
      I’d arrived. Whatever the Mustkateers put their stamp of approval on—wearing sunglasses to class until the faculty banned
         it, wearing candy necklaces, wearing globs of red nail polish on the knees of your jeans because I was trying to paint Langley’s
         nails at lunch and made a complete mess—everyone else approved of too. And that included me. I would never be lonely again.
      

      
      Within weeks I was hanging out with Langley and Kate and Elsa all the time. And then came the morning when Elsa was found
         by the school custodian on the roof wearing nothing but a pair of anklets, after which she disappeared for a month to “relax”
         at a special hospital in Aspen. When she got back, I’d taken her place as one of the official Three Mustkateers. “Because
         there can only be three,” Langley had explained.
      

      
      “And we’ve chosen you,” Kate finished for her, grinning.

      “Besides,” Langley added in an undertone, “with the number of voices
         Elsa has in her head, she doesn’t need any more friends.”
      

      
      We touched pinkies and looking at our three arms, all with matching leather studded bracelets on them, I was too happy—and
         afraid of jinxing it—to ask how I got so lucky.
      

      
      Once I’d been adopted by Kate and Langley, the move to Livingston had been great. At least until Joe Garcetti, proprietor
         of Garcetti Construction, showed up at one of the town hall meetings my mother was running, asked a question that stumped
         her candidate, thereby giving her the impression he was insightful, and took her out for dinner.
      

      
      It wasn’t that I didn’t like him, although I didn’t. It was that I didn’t trust him. If there was shady business, he would
         be in it.
      

      
      “What kind of construction-company owner gets calls at midnight?” I’d demanded of my mother.

      
      She hadn’t even paused in touching up her lipstick. “The kind with projects in Dubai.”

      
      Nothing I said stopped them from getting engaged or moving into the ten-thousand-square-foot brand-new house—with stone floors
         “flown in direct from Italy” and moldings as wide as my head—that Joe called the “Chateau” (or, the way he pronounced it, the Chatoo). He’d rubbed his hands together as he showed us around
         the first time, and the image of my mother as some kind of goddess sacrifice got burned into my mind.
      

      
      But it was her choice and she seemed hell-bent on going through with it.

      
      In fact, during breakfast this morning, in the massive stone “Provençal-farmhouse-style” kitchen, my mother had said, “I thought
         this weekend you and Annie and I could go out for lunch after you get fitted for your bridesmaids’ dresses.”
      

      
      “You’re not serious, are you?”

      
      She’d sighed and tried not to look upset, but I saw the anger in her eyes. “Why can’t you find a way to like Joe? Annie adores
         him.”
      

      
      “Annie’s only seven and her best friend is a Barbie she’s decided is transsexual, so I’m not sure about her taste. And I don’t
         care that you’re getting married, I just think you might want to do it with dignity, not in a way where you make a fool of
         yourself. Do you have any idea how ridiculous you’ll look having a formal wedding?”
      

      
      “If you can’t improve your attitude about this, I won’t include you in the ceremony.”

      
      “Great. Don’t include me. Don’t include me in anything.”

      
      I’d stomped out of the kitchen and almost tripped over Annie, who was playing some kind of game tucked just behind the dining
         room door. She had her hands over her ears, humming. I stopped and said her name, but she just kept humming and rocking back
         and forth.
      

      
      Damn. Seeing her there made my anger start to evaporate, and by the time I was heading back downstairs, I was ready to apologize.
         If my mother wanted to make a fool of herself by having some big formal wedding, she could do that and I could blame her for
         it for years to come in therapy. Joe might not be my ideal choice, but if he made my mother happy, then that should be enough.
      

      
      I’d nearly reached the kitchen when I overheard my mother and Joe talking. Their voices carried easily across the stone kitchen.

      
      He was saying, “I wish there was something I could do. I just hate to see you so miserable, Rosie.”

      
      “Let it be, Joe. It’s a tough time for her. And grounding her will just keep her here with us, throwing a fit. I’m letting
         her go with her friends.”
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      Kate’s voice pulled me out of my thoughts and back into the reality of the butter-leather cocoon of Langley’s backseat. Kate
         had wrapped her mane of silky honey-gold hair in one hand and swiveled so she could look at me. The sun caught at the curled
         tendrils playing around her face, making it look like she had a gold halo. As though she’d been reading my mind, she said,
         “Did you have any trouble with your mom about tonight?”
      

      
      “No.” I shook my head. “I didn’t even have to give her any of the excuses we’d made up to stay out all night. She doesn’t
         care enough about me to ground me, let alone care where I’m going.”
      

      
      I swallowed hard, swallowing back a lump that had unaccountably materialized in my throat. When we’d lived in Illinois, my
         mother had been a tyrant, wanting to know where I was all the time, with whom, until when. Before—
      

      
      It didn’t matter, I reminded myself. That was past history. Now she didn’t want to know anything about my life. Anything about
         me. We lived in rough silences and occasional outbursts that did nothing but make the silence more appealing.
      

      
      Langley shook her platinum head with wonder. “My grandparents demand such a precise record from me of everywhere I’m going
         that I’m thinking of hiring a private detective to follow me around and prepare a report. You’re lucky.”
      

      
      “Totally,” I agreed.

      
      So why did I feel anything but?

      
      My phone buzzed in my pocket, and with the touch of a chipped purple nail I quickly bounced the caller to voice mail once
         again.
      

      
      But not fast enough. “Someone’s popular today,” Langley said, her light-blue eyes catching my gaze in the rearview. “Who is
         it?”
      

      
      “Unknown number,” I lied. I felt a warm blush creeping up my neck.

      
      “I think Jane has a secret,” Langley said in a singsong voice to Kate.

      “No, really, it’s probably just a telemarketer.” I
         wasn’t even sure why I was lying. I mean, Langley didn’t like Scott because she thought his intentions toward me were “impure,”
         but she wouldn’t care if he called. I think the truth was, I felt a little guilty about the way I was avoiding him. But there
         had been something uncomfortable in our last few communications I couldn’t define and didn’t feel like dealing with.
      

      
      I was spared having to think about it anymore because at that moment, Langley reached out to turn down the music and we pulled
         into the long driveway that led to the Winterman house.
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      Chapter 3

      
      If the monstrosity that Joe had built was a Chatoo, then the house Langley lived in with her grandparents was a palace, but a real one.
      

      
      Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Arthur Winterman were leading lights in New Jersey social and philanthropic circles and they somewhat
         terrified me, so I couldn’t imagine what it must be like to live in the sprawling house with the gray-and-white-uniformed
         staff. But Langley had Maman and Popo, as she called her grandmother and grandfather, wrapped around her finger and they doted
         on her.
      

      
      Mrs. Winterman was in the oak-paneled foyer when we came in, her lean straight pantsuit-clad back to the door, watching one
         of the uniformed housemaids adjusting a vase of flowers. Her pantsuits bore no resemblance to the blue polyester ones with
         the permacreases that my grandma and her friends wore down in Boca Raton.
      

      
      “No, Ivanka, I said to the left.” She gestured impatiently with a hand that held a massive emerald ring. “I can still see
         the camera. I want it hidden.”
      

      
      
      Langley announced, “I’m home, Maman,” and moved to give her grandmother a cheek to kiss. “We’re just going to my room to get
         my pajamas. We’re having a girls’ sleepover at Kate’s house tonight. I put it on the calendar last week.”
      

      
      “That’s right, dear, very good,” Mrs. Winterman said. She rested the hand with the emerald on Langley’s arm. “Before you go,
         will you check on your grandfather? And watch the new nurse especially? I think she’s stealing his medication.”
      

      
      “Of course, Grandmother.”

      
      Recently Mrs. Winterman had developed a penchant for security, which, coupled with her overprotectiveness, was starting to
         make living in their house “more prison than palace,” as Langley put it. “Where the guards wear Oscar de la Renta suits and
         specially blended Creed perfume,” she had added.
      

      
      “See?” Langley whispered now as we followed her red-suede ankle boots up the stairs to her room. “Crazy.”

      
      Langley’s room was as neat and impersonal as a hotel and yet somehow suited her. The walls were cream, the furniture was either
         cream or blue, and the only personal items were riding trophies and ribbons and photos of her friends on the dresser. There
         was one of the three of us dressed up as sexy astronauts for Halloween, another of us dressed as sexy Girl Scouts to sell
         cookies, us dressed as sexy ninjas for—I didn’t even remember now. Langley loved costumes and dressing up and since she did
         most of the planning, Kate and I nearly always acquiesced.
      

      
      “Is this a new picture of Alex?” I asked, reaching for one of the frames to get a better look. Alex was the superhot Austrian
         prince or count or something she’d been dating since they hooked up at a riding event during the posh summer school she’d
         gone to in Scotland the previous summer. In this picture he was shirtless, wearing only a knitted ski cap and long johns and boots, apparently in the middle of a snowball fight. It looked a little cold for the
         absence of a shirt, but there was no denying he was superhot. We hadn’t met him yet—he was flying in for her eighteenth birthday
         party next month—but Langley really seemed to like him.
      

      
      “Don’t touch it!” she screeched, poking her red beret out from around the corner of her closet. “It’s—” She blushed.

      
      I put it down and stepped away. “What?”

      
      “I’m doing love magic with it,” she said, emerging now with three bags and two shoe boxes. She stacked them carefully next
         to a chair. “It’s embarrassing. And stupid.” Her hand went to her forehead. “God, I can’t believe I’m admitting this.”
      

      
      Kate snickered. “You’re doing love magic? You? Miss Practical?”

      
      Langley punched her lightly on the arm. “Stop it. Ivanka told me about it and I didn’t want to hurt her feelings and—”

      
      Kate nodded seriously. “Of course.”

      
      Langley addressed herself to me. “You just put a piece of his hair and some salt and you leave it there and it makes him think
         of you fondly. Not like you, Kate, with your voodoo.”
      

      
      Kate was lounging on the bed, one boot-clad leg tucked under her, the other resting on the floor. Her arms were wrapped around
         a stuffed dog. “It wasn’t voodoo; it was Wicca, and it worked? I got the part of Stella in the play? Is your love magic”—she made quotes in the air with her fingers—“working?”
      

      
      Langley glanced balefully in the direction of her phone. “Not today.” Her mood shifted and she held out a pair of blue-and-silver
         silk-brocade platform sandals. “Jelly bean, these will look perfect with your costume. You should wear them tonight.”
      

      
      They were spectacular and so sexy, the kind of shoes that actually make you think you might hear a choir of angels singing.
         Which was why there was no chance I could wear them. I shook my head. “Those are your new Pradas. No way.”
      

      
      “Yes, way.”

      
      “They cost like a zillion dollars,” I objected.

      
      Still holding the shoes, Langley put her hands on her hips. “Freals, you have to wear them. I want you to. It’s good luck
         to have a friend break your shoes in.”
      

      
      “Did Ivanka tell you that?” Kate asked, all innocence.

      
      “Shut up.” Langley returned to me, her blue eyes sparkling as she held the shoes out at arms’ length. “The only thing I ask
         is, just don’t wear them in the shower, no matter how much David begs. They’re not waterproof.”
      

      
      I considered protesting again about borrowing the shoes—they really did cost more than a new telephoto lens—but I knew it
         was futile. I said, “Promise.” In the end, everyone always did what Langley wanted.
      

      
      Langley was in charge of our outfits for the night and she hadn’t let us see them yet. She handed us each one of the bags
         with orders not to open it Or Else and we trooped back down the stairs.
      

      
      From there we went to Kate’s parents’ beach house, where my surprise for David was taking place. Kate’s father was the Reverend
         Joseph Carter “J. C.” Valenti, preacher, bestselling motivational speaker, and patriarch of his own reality show Living Valenti. Reverend Valenti was on tour promoting the new season of the show as well as his Give It a Valenti Try! series of self-help
         CDs and day planners somewhere in Eastern Europe. Mrs. Valenti had taken Kate’s two younger sisters to L.A. for a silent-meditation
         retreat and to meet with agents about a possible Valenti Girlz! spin-off show. Which meant we had the place to ourselves except for Zuna, the housekeeper. The idea was that David and I
         would have a picnic on the balcony outside, talk about the slight alteration to our summer plans I was going to propose and then…then there was
         Kate’s parents’ bedroom upstairs with the sixteen-head steam shower that, I’d been shocked to discover a few months earlier,
         was completely surrounded by mirrors.
      

      
      Assuming everything went well.

      
      When we got there, Langley unveiled our outfits. They were tube tops, puffy skirts, gloves that went to our elbows, and fairy
         wings. Mine was light blue to go with my dark hair, hers was lavender to contrast with her corn silk blonde hair, and Kate’s
         was pale
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