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	First Edition

	
My best friend and I were in the same car crash. She survived using my heart. She married the man I loved.

	The only person who came to my broken grave was my father, whose mind worked differently from everyone else's. Sweeping it. Speaking to me.

	Everyone else had nearly forgotten me already.
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	How many days have I been dead? I'd lost count.

	I was watching August Larkin help adjust Faye's white veil. Something inside me — something that should no longer have existed — flinched.

	It turns out ghosts can still feel a heart break.

	The same way it had broken on the day of the crash, in the hospital corridor, when August had walked right through my body to hold Faye against him.

	The two of them clinging to each other, grateful to have survived. Only my father, dragging his bad leg, had walked out of that hospital alone, holding the box of my things. The box getting wet as he cried.

	He had signed the consent form himself. I had been a few minutes from gone, and Faye had still had a chance, and our blood types matched.

	She'd lost the use of her legs after the surgery, but at least she'd lived. Not like me — I'd lost everyone in the same hour.

	Tonight, on the eve of the wedding, the Larkin family was working through last-minute details. My father had gone back to the small diner he and I had run together. The one we used to keep like something precious.

	He breathed on the window in the same moonlight that fell on Faye, drew a smiley face with his finger, and wiped down a table that didn't need wiping. He was doing all the small things I used to do every night before I'd lock up.

	I watched him, confused. I couldn't get close.

	When he was finished he walked through the small door at the back of the kitchen, and the diner went dark, and he never came back out.

	While the Larkin family was celebrating the addition of a new daughter-in-law.

	While they were preparing to take Faye home.

	I hated them. If I were ever given another chance, I would make sure they got what they deserved.

	A pulling sensation. The world spun, compressed.

	Then a white light filled my vision.

	I couldn't open my eyes against it.

	When I did open them, I was wearing my Hello Kitty scarf. I had a rag in my hand. I was standing in my father's diner.

	August Larkin and Faye Lockwood were sitting at separate tables.
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	I had been thrown back to the day I'd first met them both.

	I couldn't believe it. I slapped myself hard. It stung.

	I held my father over and over to make sure he was real. He laughed, said "Dad's here, Dad's here," and I knew it was true. I was back. Before everything had gone wrong.

	The calendar on the wall confirmed the date.

	If history was going to repeat itself, in about three minutes a group of guys was going to start harassing Faye. My father and I were going to try to stop them and fail. Then August was going to step in and beat them off.

	That was the day Faye would become my best friend, the day she would fall hard for August, the day she would start using me to relay messages between them.

	And it was the love of these two people that destroyed my family.

	The people I hated most were sitting in my diner.

	This time I would do nothing.

	I walked into the back kitchen and started washing vegetables.

	My father came in after me, slurring slightly. "Tired? Go sleep if you're tired."

	I wiped my eyes. "I'm not tired."

	If washing vegetables for him was all I had to do for the rest of my life, I wouldn't be tired.

	Sure enough, the argument started in the front. Faye was calling for help. My father started toward the door and I grabbed his arm. "Don't."

	Let August save her. Whether she lived or died was up to the two of them. I wasn't going to be the supporting role anymore.

	Her voice rose. My back was to her. My hands were shaking.

	I wasn't going. Even if she died on this day, she would have earned it.

	Then a scream — and my father, who had been standing at the doorway watching, rushed out anyway.

	I followed him, alarmed. August wasn't in the dining room. Only Faye, surrounded by a few men, eyes wet.

	My father dragged his bad leg over to them, smile fixed in place. "Boys. Have a smoke. Tonight's on the house."

	He didn't really understand what kind of men these were. The diner had always handled trouble the same way: smile, free food, sometimes a free drink, and people would back off and leave.

	Not this time.

	The men's eyes went hard. One shoved my father to the floor.

	"Get out of here, you idiot. You know whose business you're getting in the way of?"

	He grabbed a bottle from the table and lifted it over my father's head. Faye stood there frozen.

	She was the kind of disaster who would drag my father into ruin in any timeline.

	I grabbed a kitchen knife off the cutting board and ran out.

	The blade hit the bottle. Glass flew. The man with the bottle wasn't ready and went down howling, holding his eyes, blood running through his fingers.

	Another one of them pulled a knife out of his jacket.

	In the doorway, August arrived a beat too late, holding a delivery box. He saw it.

	He dropped the box. He swung. The punch hit the second man's temple hard enough that the guy crumpled.

	August was six-foot-something. Lean and trained. The guy didn't get back up.

	Faye called the police. August stood there, no expression.

	She retreated into his chest, like a frightened animal.

	The moment his eyes met mine, my heart did exactly what I'd promised myself it wouldn't.

	I was going to fall for this man no matter what timeline I was in.

	August Larkin. How many times will you save your princess?
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	They took our statements at the station.

	I didn't hesitate.

	"It's probably just her personal trouble. She has issues with those guys somehow. Nothing to do with our restaurant."

	I slapped the table. "I want her to cover the damages and the medical bills."

	The two officers looked at each other. I don't think they'd seen anyone separate themselves from a victim that fast.

	It didn't matter. Compared to what I was going to do to her later, this was an appetizer.

	When I came out of the interview room, August and Faye were already waiting.

	She lit up when she saw me and grabbed my hand.

	"The officers said we all go to the same college. Fate! We got hauled in together. So now we're friends!"

	Friends? A girl like me, ordinary, with a tragic family history — what made me qualify to be friends with a girl like Faye Lockwood, raised on her parents' wealth her whole life?

	She just wanted a maid. Something to make her look more impressive.

	In my last life I had genuinely believed I'd found friendship. I'd been thrilled to be her shadow.

	But I'd seen through the act now. Did she think she could keep me in her palm again?

	Fine. I'd play the friend. Whatever she'd done to me last time, I'd repay it in this one.

	I smiled. "Sure."
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	Everything else moved the way it had before.

	First-year placement put Faye in my section. August, the student government president of our college, was already worshiped by every freshman, including Faye.

	The handsome, capable, charismatic upperclassman. Hard not to fall for.

	The thing that pushed Faye and August together was the freshman gala.

	Faye, dazzling, did a ballroom duet with August. They were instantly the campus's official fairytale couple. They started cutting me out.

	You were the closest thing to me. You taught me where to stick the knife.

	So when she came backstage, I handed her a glass of sweet milk with crushed peanuts mixed in.

	"Faye, drink up. Good luck out there."

	In my last life, I hadn't learned she was allergic to peanuts until later. Anaphylaxis — throat swelling, breathing closing off, sometimes suffocation.

	It was the most invisible method. And it would teach her a lesson she would not forget.

	She looked at the milk and pursed her lips. "I never drink before I perform. But you gave it to me, so I'll drink it."

	My hand froze. My face wouldn't decide on an expression.

	*Don't be fooled by her. She is the one who took everything from you.*

	I held it out anyway.

	She drank it without hesitation.

	I knew I was being cruel. But I'd spent my last life counting down to my own death. She could have a taste.
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	Backstage, waiting with Faye, August was there too. In his costume, posture straight, like a fairytale prince.

	He looked at Faye and complimented her without holding back. "Nice hairclip."

	I touched my own hair. The same yellow daisy hairclip. I'd given her the matching one.

	Faye got excited and tugged my arm. "Wren, he said your hairclip on me looks pretty!"

	The two of them, doing this flirtatious dance with me as the audience. It made me sick.

	The announcer's voice came on. I told Faye, "Go. Tonight you're the most beautiful swan out there."

	Faye's eyes shone. She kept looking back at me as she walked toward the stage.

	The white swan, about to become something less graceful.

	The lights came up. Their steps were synchronized. The audience cheered. They leaped, they turned.

	For one second the spotlight swept past me too. One second.

	After Faye, I was destined for the dark.

	A thump on stage. The audience surged out of their seats.

	Faye, who had always carried herself like a beauty, was sitting on the floor, her mouth swollen to twice its size. She was clawing at her throat. Her face was turning red.

	August went white. He shouted at the stage crew, "Call an ambulance! Call an ambulance!"

	*August, is your princess still beautiful?*

	*As long as the two of you stay together, you'll only hurt her. Do you think you'd survive it?*

	The gala dissolved into chaos.

	I stood in the shadow of the wings. I took off the matching hairclip and dropped it on the floor.

	6

	I picked up some fruit from a stall outside the hospital and walked in.

	Faye had been brought back. Not close to death — but she had been to the edge of it.

	I pushed open the door to her room. August was at her side, comforting her with naked earnestness.

	I made my face concerned and put the fruit on her bedside. "What happened? You scared me to death."

	Faye turned, voice raspy. "It's okay. Some kind of allergic reaction. The doctors don't know what triggered it. Maybe I ate seafood before the performance and didn't realize. Don't worry."

	What luck. She wasn't going to blame anyone.

	Before I could answer, August was already comforting her again. "Whatever it was, I'll stay with you. I'll look after you."

	A real demonstration.

	*August, why the hurry? What's coming for you isn't going to be any less.*

	After I left the hospital, I started drafting an anonymous letter to report August for misconduct, hoping to strip him of his student government presidency, pull him down off the pedestal he stood on.

	I didn't get to send it. Before I could, I learned that August had already resigned. He'd taken responsibility for Faye's accident, said it was his fault, and stepped down.

	He spent every day of Faye's recovery at her bedside.

	I wanted to laugh. I had been trying to choke their relationship at the seed. Instead I'd watered it.

	How could I not hate him?

	If heaven wouldn't help me, I just hadn't gone hard enough.
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	Sure enough, Faye sank deeper into August's care. She started clinging to me to write her love letters. My writing, ferrying their romance.

	In my last life, my most sincere words had been delivered to August through those letters.

	Will a summer wind ever reach the winter snow? It won't.

	Will August Larkin ever fall for Wren Snow? He won't.

	He wrote back. The replies were sincere too.

	Heir and heiress. Made for each other. I was the bridge — a white dove ferrying their feelings between them.

	In that other life I'd treasured every line he'd written. Even though every line had been addressed to someone else.

	This time I would not be your messenger.

	I wrote, in my own dramatic handwriting: *August Larkin, a person as garbage as you should be alone your whole life, never have the love you want, until the day you die.*

	A letter like that would put out any flicker of feeling in any man.

	Faye took the letter and skipped off, chirping, "I'll buy you that spicy chicken sandwich from the place near campus afterward."

	I nodded. Only revenge in my chest.

	The next morning, before class, Faye came to me with a sad face. "What do I do? I'd had a few drinks last night when I dropped it off. I let it slip."

	"What?"

	"I told him you'd written it for me."

	"*Me?*"

	This
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