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			To Rūta and Simone, 
for making this one (all of them) sing

		

	
		
			Millie

			I did not plan to start the summer by dangling out of a second-story window. But on this breezy night, all that separates me from plunging to my death and living to see my eighteenth birthday is the grip my older sister, Lucy, has on my wrists from inside my bedroom. Frankie, the youngest, suggested this was the best way to sneak out of our house. Maybe for her.

			“It’s easy!” Frankie calls from fifteen feet below. “Swing your foot over to the ladder thingy and hold on.”

			“It’s called a trellis,” Lucy says above me.

			“Whatever.” Frankie blows a raspberry, clearly not caring a bit about our safety.

			“She’s insane,” I say through gritted teeth as Lucy readjusts her clutch on my wrists, inching her fingers down to get a better hold. “Don’t you dare let go.” I kick my feet back and forth, hitting nothing but wind.

			I make the mistake of glancing down and suck in a big breath of air. Crap. The ground is very, very far away. “I can’t do this.”

			“Why did we let Frankie go down first again?” Lucy says, her breath heavy above me.

			“Because I was the only one who volunteered.” Frankie laughs and plops down on the grass.

			I shake my head. “Unbelievable.”

			Lucy knits her brow together in determination. “I won’t let you fall, Millie. Just get it over with.”

			“Easy for you to say.” I grunt and fix my gaze on the trellis beside me. “You’re not the one who’s half-in, half-out.” I swing my leg with as much strength as I can muster, and with a rush of relief and a small miracle, my foot latches on to a section of wood. “I got it!”

			“I’m gonna let go,” Lucy says.

			“Wait! Let me get my grip.” I release one of her hands and grab a slat of wood, then redistribute all my weight and scamper down to the earth, wisteria and ivy crunching underfoot as I leap off onto the grass and roll over to Frankie.

			“Oh my god,” I say, pressing my cheek to the cool ground. “Never again.”

			Frankie leans back on her elbows, and we both look up to see Lucy crawling on the roof on her hands and knees, securing herself to the same pathway I took with what looks like no effort at all.

			“Why is that so easy for you?” I ask.

			Lucy looks back over her shoulder at me, and her lips spread into a smile.

			“Wait a second. She’s done this before.” Frankie smacks the backside of her hand against my shoulder.

			“Gotta get to Ethan somehow,” Lucy says as she hops off the framework, landing on the grass on one dainty foot.

			Of course. Lucy sneaks out to see him without us. I tuck a stray curl behind my ear. “Mom and Dad don’t even care.” I glance up to our parents’ bedroom window and see their light still on, the silhouette of Mom reading in bed dark against the linen curtains. “It’s practically sanctioned.”

			“Zip it!” Lucy says. “Don’t ruin it for Frankie.”

			“Are you serious? They really know?” Frankie asks, turning to me.

			“But that doesn’t make it any less fun,” I say. “I promise.”

			Lucy skips ahead toward the hedge that separates our home from the Silvers’ property next door and waves her arm for us to follow. I grab Frankie’s hand and pull her with me as we take off after Lucy through the grass. The stars are bright, illuminating us against the dark sky. When we get to the archway, I pause and close my eyes, inhaling.

			Summer nights always smell the same: of sea salt and burnt driftwood, cut grass and lingering barbecue. Of beginnings. When I blink my eyes open, I see the moon glinting off the Long Island Sound, right over the boardwalk that leads to the beach. The bonfire we made only hours before is gone, but a tiny plume of smoke drifts into the air. We’d left a few blankets out there, rocks stationed at the corners to keep them secured, and I wonder who forgot to clean up. Alex, maybe. Probably Frankie. Goose pimples rise on my arms, and I shiver even though it’s warm out, the breeze only a gentle suggestion.

			Everything about this moment is perfect. I wish I could bottle up this feeling—the humming in my stomach, the fluttering in my heart. Every little indicator that reminds me this is what’s important in life. My sisters, the beach, and the boys who live next door.

			“Millie, let’s go,” Lucy whispers, and I follow my sisters through the archway that connects us to our next-door neighbors, a label that’s never felt quite right. Friends doesn’t feel intimate enough. And yet the Silvers aren’t family either.

			There is no word in the English language to describe the connection between our two households—whose last names are conveniently (and ridiculously) the Golds and the Silvers—whose members spend every Friday Shabbat dinner together, have open invitations to each other’s snack pantries and sports equipment and first aid kits. Whose lives mirror one another’s in peculiar and almost cosmic ways.

			The Silvers are as much a part of my life as the cicadas that sound right after Memorial Day or my membership to the Pelican Island Tennis and Beach Club.

			Lucy leads us to the pool house at the far end of their property, past the newly lined pickleball court, the crystal-clear infinity pool, and the tiny putting green Gil installed last spring when he and my dad decided their short games needed work.

			“So, Mom and Dad let us come over here this late?” Frankie says. “We’ve been sneaking out after Shabbat every year for…ever.”

			“They think it’s cute,” Lucy says. Her voluminous hair falls down her back as she stands up straight, facing the side of the pool house. “Besides, it’s not like they have anything to worry about. When was the last time something bad happened here?” We don’t answer because the answer is never.

			Lucy raises a fist and knocks three times, then waits. The lights are off inside, and the only sound comes from the tiny waves lapping at the shore. I shiver in my oversize T-shirt and sleep boxers, the unofficial uniform of Friday nights, when the six of us meet here. Tonight, my top says I Believe in Happily Ever After, a merch tee I snagged at the romance bookstore in Brooklyn the last time we schlepped into the city.

			“Why do the boys insist on all this hoopla?” Frankie says. Her corkscrew curls are tied into a bun on the top of her head, sticking out every which way, and she fiddles with one, pulling a tendril from its secure station until it springs back into place.

			“Because it’s fun,” Lucy says, knocking her with an elbow. “We get to pretend like we’re in a secret club.”

			“We are in a secret club,” I respond, though I flush when I hear desperation in my voice.

			Shit, it’s happening again. The wetness in my eyes, the soreness in my throat. The sentimentality I can usually push down has been rising to the surface so often, ever since Lucy and Ethan’s graduation last week. The countdown to their departure has begun, and I hate that it’s all I can think about. I’ve never known life without Lucy sleeping on the other side of my bedroom wall and I don’t want to. When I think too hard about what it will be like without her asking me if I want to take a bike ride, singing Taylor Swift in the car, or communicating with me using just her eyes from across the dinner table, my brain gets hazy, like I can’t quite picture that version of reality. If I had it my way, we’d stay these exact ages forever: Lucy, eighteen. Me, seventeen. Frankie, fifteen.

			We had one perfect school year, when we all went to Pelican Island Academy’s high school at the same time. Lucy drove us every morning, dropping Frankie off at the freshman circle before we parked in the senior lot, separating only when I had to go off to junior assembly. We saw each other in the halls, the bathrooms, at homecoming and pep rallies. I got to play on Lucy’s varsity tennis team, and though Frankie sulked about being on JV, we all got to wear those uniforms together. And now it’s over.

			Lucy knocks again. “Let us in!”

			Finally, a voice rings out from inside the pool house. “What’s the password?”

			“Oh my god, Alex, who cares?” Frankie steps forward and presses her face to the window.

			“Nuh-uh, the password,” says a different voice.

			I can’t fight the smile forming on my face. “Pennywise.”

			Lucy groans. “You used that one already, Trevor.”

			Laughter erupts inside the pool house and then finally the lights switch on and the door swings open, revealing all three Silver boys in various states of repose around the small room.

			Alex, the youngest, is perched on top of the counter in the kitchenette, kicking his socked feet against the cabinets, twisting a Rubik’s Cube around in his hands, even though he’s crossing his vivid blue eyes at Frankie. Like Frankie, he’s the physical outlier of his family: He’s got the same features as his brothers—a round chin, sharp cheekbones, a nose that makes a near-perfect forty-five-degree angle—but he’s the one who towers over the others, whose light eyes are so bright they seem to pierce your skin.

			Trevor’s laid out on the couch, my copy of the first Bridgerton novel in his hands. He pushes himself to sit up, his mouth forming a lazy smile. “Catch, Millie!” He tries to fling the book to me, but his face contorts into a wince as it falls to the floor at his feet. Ethan, the oldest boy, who’s leaning against the doorframe, rushes to scoop it up.

			“Dude, careful,” Ethan says.

			Ever since Trevor messed up his shoulder in a bike accident a few months ago, he’s been itching to heal faster than he should, tossing balls and books and all sorts of stuff his physical therapist says he shouldn’t. The only person he’ll listen to is Ethan, who’s giving him a stern look, a whole conversation passing between them.

			“I know,” Trevor says, sulking, and Ethan’s face relaxes.

			It’s always jarring to look at them side by side. To everyone else, they’re nearly identical, with their dark curls and broad shoulders. But when you know them as well as we do, it’s obvious they couldn’t be more different. That if I was faced with the question Which one would you give your heart to? there was only one answer.

			Heat flames up my cheeks, down my neck, and there’s a flicker in my core as I watch Ethan flip through the book—my book. The pages make a pleasant whooshing sound when they move through space. He looks up at me and smiles, a dark lock of hair flopping down to cover one of his eyes. When he pushes it back, his T-shirt rides up a little, revealing a sliver of skin, and a lightning bolt strikes my stomach. He extends his arm to me, the book in his hand. “Here you go.”

			I take it from him and hug the copy to my chest. “Thanks.” The word comes out chalky, like all my words do when I’m talking to Ethan.

			It’s a sickness, I know. One I’ve tried to rid myself of for the past five years. But I can’t help it.

			I’m desperately in love with my sister’s boyfriend.

		

	
		
			Lucy

			I lock eyes with Ethan, and that sweet, sloping grin spreads across his face. “Hey.” His voice is low, and he leans in for a kiss, chaste by our measures, but even so Frankie makes a retching noise.

			“Get a room!” she calls.

			“Kissing is a totally normal greeting, Frankie.” I sit down beside her and bump her shoulder with mine. “You’ll have to try it sometime.”

			“Barf. At least next year, you guys can do that away from us.”

			“Knowing you two, you’re going to have dorm rooms right next to each other,” Alex teases.

			Ethan squeezes my thigh, and I know what he’s thinking. I can’t wait. But my stomach seizes, and I desperately want to change the subject.

			“Let’s deal,” I say. “Who’s up?” Trevor pulls out a deck of cards from under the coffee table and starts shuffling. We’ve been doing this exact Friday-night ritual for years, since Frankie and Alex were old enough to understand the rules.

			“Mills, hearts or what? It’s your turn to choose.” Trevor nudges Millie with his socked foot, but she’s got her eyes on me, that bottom lip wobbling. Oh no. I hate when she gets like this.

			“What are we going to do on Friday nights in the fall?” she asks, her voice strained. “When you’re gone?”

			A hush falls over the room, and while I used to think her sentimentality was sweet, I wish she’d stop making such a big deal about next year. The whole shtick has started to bug me and makes it so I can’t focus on my emotions, only hers. I’d never say that to her face, though. My oldest-sister brain kicks on, and I reach my hand to hers and squeeze. “You’ll do the same things, and it’ll be fun. I promise.”

			My phone buzzes beside me, and Frankie swipes it before I can see. “Speaking of fun,” Frankie says, “looks like Billy is having a throw down tonight.”

			I cringe. That’s a party I have no intention of attending.

			“Please say you’re not going,” Millie says. “We only have eight Fridays left.”

			“We’re not going,” I say, and elbow Ethan. “Right?”

			“No way. I don’t want to be hungover for work tomorrow.” Ethan flashes a grin at Millie. “See you on the lifeguard stand.”

			

			—

			“It’s almost midnight,” I say, not even trying to suppress a yawn. “Time to call it.”

			Everyone rises from their seats, yawning and rubbing their eyes. These nights usually go late like this, but over the past few weeks, Millie has been stretching them longer and longer, like she’s desperate to make time stand still. Ethan’s always telling me that I can’t keep worrying about her like she’s my kid or something, but that’s impossible.

			Mom says that having children is like having a piece of your heart walk around outside your body—that’s how I feel about my sisters. Millie and Frankie are small slices of me, toddling out in the world on their own, and I’ll always want to protect them.

			As everyone makes their way to the door, Ethan grabs my hand and holds me back so we’re the last ones in the pool house. “Wanna go down to the bonfire?” he asks, his breath soft on my ear. “I left some blankets down there.”

			“Okay,” I say, even though the promise of sleep sounds better. “For a little.”

			When we get outside, Millie and Frankie are about to disappear through the archway between our properties, and Trevor and Alex are racing back to their house. Millie turns around, and I wave at her. “Go on without me,” I say. “It’s okay.”

			She nods once, her brows pinching, and then disappears behind the hedges.

			Ethan slips his hand into mine, his touch as familiar as if it were my own. Together, we trod over the wooden walkway, beyond the dune, and drop down onto the blankets spread around the firepit. Only a few hours earlier, we were here with both sets of parents, roasting marshmallows, assembling s’mores, the air heavy with heat and humidity. But now the wind has picked up, whipping my hair across my face, and the darkness above is an inky black dotted with stars.

			Ethan leans forward and blows on some of the embers that have stayed lit. I lay a few pieces of kindling on top, then stack driftwood like a Jenga tower. It doesn’t take long for the splintered edges of wood to catch fire.

			“How many hours do you think we’ve spent on this beach?” Ethan asks, leaning back to rest on his elbow.

			“Months.” I sit cross-legged and warm my hands against the flames. Ethan wraps his arm around my back, his fingers light on my side.

			“Years,” he says. “By the time we’re our parents’ age, how long do you think it’ll be?”

			Something inside my brain zaps like it does every time Ethan brings up our future. These big assumptions that he and I will live exactly like our parents do, that perhaps we’ll inhabit this very same stretch of Pelican Island Road and send our children to Pelican Island Academy and find a family to live next door who can produce a child the very same age as ours, which will result in an inevitable best friendship, or perhaps a new generation of Gold-Silvers, though we’d probably have to choose one last name because together they sound absurd.

			At some point over the last two years, Ethan assumed we had our lives planned out together, on one single track, even though I have no recollection of ever agreeing to such a thing. When Ethan talks like this it has a dizzying effect, like my head is a Mylar balloon being pumped full of helium and it might soon float away on its own.

			“I don’t know,” I say, and scoot closer to the fire.

			“Everything okay?” Ethan asks. “Are you nervous about work?”

			I shake my head. Interning at Mayor Cho’s office has been the only thing I’ve been thinking about since graduation, even while all Ethan wants to do is play tennis and go to Billy’s parties and fool around in the pool house.

			“Everything’s fine,” I say.

			Ethan raises his eyebrows. “You’re going to act like I can’t read every single one of your facial expressions?”

			I look at him, his angled features shadowed by the firelight, the tiny gold hoop in his earlobe vibrating with the wind. He’s concerned, flexing his fingers in the sand, and I can tell his heart rate has picked up from how quickly his chest is rising beneath his shirt. Here is a boy who knows every single part of me, even the awful parts like how I cried hysterically in my car when Erica got a higher score than I did on the AP Gov final or how I ruined Millie’s favorite sweater with black cherries last summer or that all dairy makes me gassy and yet I still can’t stay away from the chocolate flavors at Scoop DeVille. All that and he loves me still.

			Now. Now is the time to tell him the truth.

			It would be so easy, in theory, to say the words. I’m not going to Cornell with you. I could tell him in one breath—that I got off the waitlist at Penn last week. That he knows how much I want to go there and study in the political communications school. That, sure, Ithaca is far from Philadelphia, but we would find a way to work it out if we wanted to.

			But I can’t say that because he would hang on to that one word. If.

			He would know immediately what I’ve been trying to hide for months: that I’m not sure I do want to find a way to make our relationship work come September.

			I raise my hand to his cheek, feeling the familiar fuzz of his face, the hint of stubble on the bottom of his chin. He turns his lips to my hand, kissing my palm, then looks up at me.

			“Whatever’s going on, you can tell me.”

			I open my mouth, believing him. He’s never given me any reason not to. But when I think about what his face will look like when I do tell the truth—I’m scared; I don’t know if I want to keep this going in college; I don’t know who I am without you, and that’s not a good thing—I press my lips into a smile.

			“You’re right,” I lie. “I’m nervous about my internship. First summer not working at the Club. And I want to do a good job for Mayor Cho.”

			Ethan’s face brightens. “You’re going to be amazing. Lucy, you planned a mock election when we were in kindergarten.”

			“Herbert the Toad was robbed.”

			“You were built for the role. There’s a reason she picked you and only you out of a hundred applicants.”

			I nod, hoping he believes he’s comforting me when, in truth, I know all those things myself. Have never doubted that I would be an excellent intern with Mayor Cho.

			Ethan’s phone buzzes, and he looks down at the screen where I see Billy’s texted again. Ethan’s gaze lingers, and he presses his lips together.

			“You wanna go?” I ask, trying not to make a face. Billy’s always felt like an ear infection I can’t get rid of. He’s been Ethan’s best friend since we were born, more because of the fact they rolled into each other at a Mommy and Me class rather than because they actually like each other. Billy’s the guy who takes a joke too far, whose sole focus is riling everyone up as much as possible, who needles you and then calls you “uptight” when you tell him to quit it.

			He only became tolerable when he started dating my best friend, Erica, who insisted that he was different behind closed doors. But ever since they broke up after prom, it’s been a relief to have an excuse to pass on hanging with Billy.

			“Maybe for a little,” Ethan says. “Is that terrible?”

			I glance at my own phone and see a text from Erica. Oops I ended up at Billy’s party. Come?? Please???

			I turn the phone around so Ethan can see the message. “Looks like tonight is going to get messy.” I scrunch up my face. “No thank you.”

			Ethan nods, and I let him pull me in for a hug, as he’s done so many times, enjoy the warmth of his lips pressing down on my head. His heart rate steadies, and I calm, too, knowing I’ve played my part well enough for him not to worry. There will be no tears tonight. No conversation about my betrayal. No desperate pleas for me to change my mind. No bike rides to Billy Godwin’s party.

			“You’re right,” Ethan says. “Let’s just enjoy this.”

			I close my eyes and try to be present. The summer is long, stretched out, and we have, like Millie said, eight more Fridays together, just the six of us. Eight more weeks of bike rides down the boardwalk and ice cream cones at Scoop DeVille. We have the summer solstice party at the Club, the Fourth of July parade on Main Street, the tennis tournament where Ethan and I will crush our competitors at mixed doubles, and so many lazy days of swimming in the Sound and snuggling up in sweatshirts to search for shooting stars as they flicker over the sand.

			But tonight, I can sit by the fire with Ethan and forget about what comes next. What lies I’ve already told. The ones I’m still plotting out. Tonight, I can let myself be loved for a little longer.

			Sometime during all the sparklers and the buttered cobs of corn, and the parties at Billy’s house and the kegs Erica pays for with her parents’ credit card, there will be a discussion about our future. There will be unrelenting tears and cracked voices, pleading. Because this summer, I am going to break Ethan’s heart.

		

	
		
			The Party

			Midnight

			Billy Godwin had thrown a lot of parties throughout his high school career, and they always started the same way: with a keg and a dream. Tonight’s keg was courtesy of Erica Richardson, the girl Billy wished he were still dating. And the dream was a new one. An ambitious one.

			Tonight was the night he would get Erica back.

			Billy plopped down in an Adirondack chair and surveyed the party, even though it looked like every other one he had ever thrown. There were a few dozen kids from Pelican Island Academy dancing on his brick patio by the pool. Most everyone was in a bathing suit, though the bikini tops seemed to ride up by the minute as his friends grinded with one another to the beat of some bad EDM song.

			Billy wondered who’d stolen the aux cord and changed up his carefully curated playlist, but he didn’t have the energy to get up from his chair, to actually give a shit. As long as the music was thumping, he didn’t care.

			He swiveled his head and saw his cousin Olivia perched on the stone ledge overlooking the water. When her gaze met his, she rolled her eyes at him, like she couldn’t believe she was back here at a party with these people. But she had nowhere else to go. She had arrived from the city a few hours ago, dumped on his doorstep by her totally negligent parents—and coming from Billy, that certainly said a lot. It’s not like Sally and Reid Godwin were about to win any awards in the parenting department. Hell, his mom had taken a handful of pills a few hours ago and told him to only wake her if someone set the place on fire. He hadn’t seen his dad since midafternoon, when they played nine holes at the Club.

			But for the most part, Billy didn’t mind. They left him alone as long as he got good grades, which he did, and they had good enough manners to scream at each other when they thought he was out of earshot, though he rarely was. But Olivia’s parents…They didn’t give a shit about her. That’s what his mom insinuated while Olivia was unpacking in the pool house. “At least we never ditched you and went to Europe.”

			Olivia looked as she always did—tan, blond, preppy, basically the female version of Billy—and when he told her she was right in time for the party, she asked exactly only one question: “Will Lucy be there?”

			Billy had shrugged. “Probably not.” It was a Friday, after all, and you never could count on seeing any of the Silvers or the Golds on Fridays. Olivia seemed disappointed, but Billy reminded her that Lucy and Ethan were basically married, and that was lame as hell.

			Secretly, Billy didn’t think their love was lame. In fact, he was a little envious. For a while, he thought he and Erica had that kind of relationship, too. He even entertained the idea that they might stay together freshman year when she was at NYU and he went off to Boston College. Not the whole year. A semester. Maybe until Thanksgiving. At least until he could find his footing in a new place, see if there was anyone else out there better suited for him.

			That plan got royally fucked when Erica dumped him right after prom. Said she didn’t like who she was around him. That she wanted a summer on her own to find herself before school.

			Billy suspected Lucy had something to do with it. He saw the way she looked at him.

			Like he was a pity hang. Like he wasn’t good enough for Erica. Like Ethan was wasting his time hanging around Billy. Man, she was so stuck-up.

			It’s good to be honest about the people you know the best. Billy was sure of that.

			Anyway.

			Tonight he would prove Erica wrong. He could show her that he really was a good guy! Billy scanned the crowd and saw her huddled with a group of girls by the firepit. Her long dark hair was tied up in a cute, messy bun on top of her head and she wore a bright pink bikini top and jean shorts. He smiled. She was so pretty. So fun. She tossed her head back and laughed, placing a hand on her chest. Billy wanted to be that hand. He wanted to kiss that bare skin.

			But he stayed in his seat, sipped whatever was in his red cup. It tasted like ass, but it was doing the trick.

			He needed to wait a little while before approaching her. She might be more amendable if she had a few drinks, if her guard was down. But Billy needed some backup. Dylan was here, obviously, but he really needed Ethan. He’d texted him a little while ago, but there was no response. Not yet.

			Ah, screw it. No time to waste, really. In June, summer seemed endless, but by August, you’d slap yourself, shocked that you wasted so much time. Billy would not waste a single second of summer. Not this year.

			“Erica!” he started to call, but the syllables came out mushy, bleeding together. That’s not a good look, he realized. He should find Justin. That kid always had a stash of something that would wake him up.

			He started walking the perimeter of his property, nodding at his guests, holding his cup up as a greeting. Without him, his friends would have no parties, no fun, no excitement. He made the magic happen on Pelican Island.

			Someone called Billy’s name, and he blinked, looking up.

			“My man,” he said, his face splitting into a smile. “There you are.”

		

	
		
			Frankie

			“I can’t believe this is an actual job,” Alex says, bouncing his knee up and down.

			I shield my eyes from the sun, which slices through the small wooden welcome hut at the Pelican Island Tennis and Beach Club. “Kind of crazy they let the babies have the best gig.” I elbow him in the ribs and reach for a salt-and-vinegar chip from the bag in front of us.

			Millie and Lucy complained about being on welcome-hut duty during the summers between their freshman and sophomore years. I can’t really see why. We’re only a few hours into our first shift, and I can already tell it’s going to be the easiest job of all time.

			All we have to do is say hi to our neighbors as they stop by to pick up free sunscreen and fresh fluffy towels, tell people where to go for their tennis lessons, and make sure visiting relatives have guest passes. Besides that, we can basically do whatever we want. For Alex and me, that means working through the hardest level of logic puzzles from the big book I found in my dad’s office around the holidays. It’s as heavy as my world history textbook, but it’s ten years old, marketed as a study guide for law school hopefuls taking the LSAT, and when I asked Dad about the book, he waved his hand. “I do them for fun. They keep you sharp.”

			Dad handed it over, then bought me a few more books for Hanukkah, each one leveling up in difficulty. “The associates at my firm can barely get to level ten,” he said. “But you will.”

			I’m almost there, but really only with Alex’s help. I find them relaxing and Alex’s competitive streak makes him to want to solve them as fast as I do. He’s the perfect partner for this kind of thing.

			I extend my long legs beneath the desk, wincing as my joints ache. My doctor called the consistent pangs growing pains, but I don’t totally understand why reaching my full height has to cause such distress. Especially when both of my sisters remain at a very average and nonpainful five-foot-four.

			“Want some ice?” Alex asks, motioning to my knee, which I’m bending back and forth. “I can grab you a bag from the Snack Shack?”

			I swat at him. “You want to go over there because Rishi is working today.”

			Alex blushes but doesn’t deny it. He’s had a crush on that kid for months, and even though Rishi sometimes flirts back, we’ve never been able to confirm if he might be into Alex.

			“You’re so annoying when you’re right,” Alex says with a grin.

			I flip open the thick book and find a puzzle we haven’t yet done. “This one’s a grid murder mystery.” I start to scan the clues, but before I can read the puzzle aloud, a short woman wearing tennis whites rushes up to the check-in hut. She’s clutching a tote bag, and her brow is knit into a deep, worried V shape. A thick gold bracelet catches the sun.

			“Hi, Mrs. Godwin,” I say. “Are you here for your court assignment?” I page through the tennis sign-ups. “Looks like the Ladies Clinic is on court four. Mitch is the pro over there today.”

			I smile wide and wait for Alex to do the same, but suddenly he turns his attention to the corkboard on the wall.

			Mrs. Godwin waves her hand. “No, no,” she said. “I’m wondering if you’ve seen Billy.”

			Alex snaps his eyes to me, and I know it’s my job to give her an answer.

			I flip to the staff sign-in sheet and scan the list of names, but it looks like Billy hasn’t checked in yet. “Sorry, he’s not here.”

			Mrs. Godwin’s mouth turns into a frown. “Let me see that.” She grabs the book from my hands and mutters something under her breath before dropping it on the counter. I look at Alex and turn my mouth into a straight line, but he shakes his head. He has no idea what’s going on either.

			“Do you want me to radio down to the courts and see if he showed up early?” I ask. “Forgot to sign in?” Based on the fact that Ethan said he threw a party last night, my guess is that he woke up naked on the beach half a mile down the sand.

			Mrs. Godwin lets out a frustrated sigh, but before she can respond, someone calls behind her, “Sally, hello!”

			My spine stiffens as my mother approaches, kissing Mrs. Godwin on the cheek. Beside her is Mrs. Vreeland, another woman in their doubles group. She’s got dark hair tied up in a bun, beaded bracelets that make clanking noises when she raises her hand to wave at us. “Hope these kids aren’t giving you too much trouble,” Mom says.

			Mrs. Godwin offers a weak smile. “Looking for Billy, that’s all.”

			“Well, the search party will have to wait, because Mitch is ready to whip us into shape so we’ll be prepared for the tournament,” Mrs. Vreeland says, swinging her racket.

			Mom readjusts her tennis visor. “Hopefully we won’t have to play each other until the semifinals.”

			“You’ll crush it, Debbie,” Alex says.

			Anyone else’s obvious sucking-up-ness would bother me, but Alex is the best when it comes to my mom. He knows it’s easier to deal with Debbie Gold when she doesn’t suspect you of anything, and she’s always on my case about something.

			“Thanks, Alex.” Mom winks at him, which is honestly mortifying.

			“If you see Billy, tell him his mother is looking for him. Okay?” Mrs. Godwin says. Her voice is shaky, and Mrs. Vreeland pats her on the arm.

			“Sure, Mrs. Godwin,” I say.

			Mom’s eyes travel to the top of my head. “You really should tie your hair up while you work, hon,” she says as she starts to walk away. “And at least wear some mascara. It’s not like it’ll hurt.”

			My cheeks burn, and I press my lips together.

			Mom has no idea how to deal with a daughter like me. She’s always nitpicking about stuff I can’t control, like how my uniform skirts are too short (I grew six inches in a year!) or how my hair is a frizzy mess (I don’t want to spend an hour fighting with a diffuser!) or how I should be more like Millie and Lucy when it comes to my “overall appearance” (can’t a girl not be interested in makeup?). Alex once suggested I talk to her about this stuff and tell her how much it bothers me when she critiques me like that, but the idea of confronting my mother is as appealing as swimming in the Sound on New Year’s Day.

			An idea reserved for sociopaths. No thank you.

			Alex nudges my foot with his, checking in.

			“I’m good,” I say, and focus my attention on the logic book in front of me, not even reading the clues. Having my mom speak to me like that in public was like being seen right when you come out of the shower, flushed and naked with your hair flat, stuck to your scalp.

			“Liar. Doesn’t matter, though. I like your curls like this.” He pulls at a ringlet and lets it spring back into place.

			“Thanks,” I say softly, warmth filling my fingertips.

			For a moment, we’re both quiet, listening to the sounds of the toddlers behind us splashing in the shallow end, the thwacking of distant tennis balls, the gentle crashing of tiny waves from the Long Island Sound.

			I inhale and take a whiff of sweaty sunscreen and fried food from the Snack Shack. I roll my shoulders down my back and point to the book. “Here’s the first clue,” I say, and start to read aloud to Alex.

		

	
		
			Millie

			The backs of my thighs stick to the lifeguarding stand, and sweat drips down my legs. I’ve been up here for hours in the sun, the heat already oppressive, even though it’s not even noon.

			“You good?” Ethan calls below me from the sand. He’s wearing red swimming trunks and Ray-Bans, no shirt. I avert my eyes. “That wood’ll do a number on your tush.”

			A flush spreads across my neck at the very mention of my tush from Ethan’s mouth. “Yep!” I eke out.

			He laughs and tosses up a bottle of sunscreen.

			“Thanks,” I say, catching it with both hands, and watch as he climbs up the chair. My stomach fizzles like a popped can of seltzer as he settles in next to me, and for a brief moment as he readjusts, the edge of his thigh, hot and sticky, grazes mine.

			I push my sunglasses high up on the bridge of my nose so he can’t see my eyes.

			“Want some help?” Ethan doesn’t wait for an answer and instead takes the bottle from my hands. He squirts some into his palms before motioning for me to turn around so my back is to him.

			“Um…” I start to say, though it’s probably best to say nothing at all. I twist my spine and squeeze my eyes shut, bracing for his touch. Nothing prepares me for the burn of Ethan’s palms resting on my shoulders, nudging lotion under the straps of my bathing suit.

			“Gotta be careful on days like this,” he says. “All you Gold girls burn like crazy.”

			“It usually turns into a tan,” I say, my voice quiet. “With some mild agony and peeling along the way.”

			Ethan laughs. “Lucy burned so bad when we all went to Anguilla. Remember that?”

			I swallow. “Mm-hmm.”

			Ethan drums his fingers on my shoulder. “Your turn.”

			Shit. I didn’t realize that now I would be expected to rest my hands on Ethan’s back, rubbing lotion onto his skin. My chest tightens.

			“I—”

			Thankfully, someone interrupts us down below. “Silver! Yo!”

			Ethan leans over and a smile spreads across his face as Dylan Fisher runs up to the tower wearing his Beach Club tennis pro uniform, holding his sneakers in his hands. “What’s up, my man?” Ethan asks.

			Dylan shields his eyes and nods at me. “Hey, Luce.”

			I let out a small sigh. This always happens. I hate that when people see me, the first thing they think of is my sister, and it makes me wonder what it would take for them to look at me and see me.

			“That’s Millie,” Ethan corrects Dylan before I have to say something.

			Dylan squints up at us. “Ah, sorry. You guys look like twins.”

			“We get that a lot,” I manage.

			He moves his gaze back to Ethan. “You seen Godwin?”

			Ethan leans forward and rests his elbows on his knees. “No. Have you?”

			Dylan
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