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      Hanna’s insides churned. She glanced out the window. A car rolled slowly down the road. She squinted toward the silhouetted

         trees that served as a barrier between her dad’s property and the neighbor’s. For a split second, it looked like a shadow

         darted between the trees.

      


      

      Her cell phone beeped.


      

      Hanna pulled it out of the bag and hit the SILENT button, but then, glancing around to make sure her dad wasn’t looking, she peeked at the screen. When she saw the garbled

         letters and numbers of the return center, a cold, rigid feeling seeped into her bones. She pressed READ.

      


      

      



         What would Daddy say if he knew his new favorite daughter was a thief? – A
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      To Farrin, Kari, Christina, Marisa,
and the rest of the fabulous Harper crew

      




      
      


      
      Suspicion always haunts the guilty
mind.
      

      
      – William Shakespeare

      




      
      
      You Get What You Deserve

      
      Have you ever gotten away with something really, really bad? Like when you hooked up with that cute guy you work with at the
         bagel shop … and never told your boyfriend. Or when you stole that patterned scarf from your favorite boutique … and the security
         alarms didn’t go off. Or when you created an anonymous Twitter profile and posted a vicious rumor about your BFF … and said
         nothing when she blamed it on the bitchy girl who sat in front of her in Algebra III.
      

      
      At first, not getting caught might have felt amazing. But as time went by, maybe you felt a slow, sick roll in the pit of
         your stomach. Had you really done that? What if anyone ever found out? Sometimes the anticipation is worse than the punishment itself, and the guilt can eat you
         alive.
      

      
      You’ve probably heard the phrase She got away with murder a thousand times and thought nothing of it, but four pretty girls in Rosewood actually did get away with murder. And that’s
         not even all they’ve done. Their dangerous secrets are slowly eating them from the inside out. And now, someone knows everything.
      

      
      Karma’s a bitch. Especially in Rosewood, where secrets never stay buried for long.

      
      Even though it was almost 10:30 P.M. on July 31 in Rosewood, Pennsylvania, a wealthy, bucolic suburb twenty miles outside Philadelphia, the air was still muggy,
         oppressively hot, and full of mosquitoes. The flawlessly manicured lawns had turned a dry, dull brown, the flowers in the
         beds had withered, and many of the leaves on the trees had shriveled up and fallen to the ground. Residents swam languidly
         in their lime-rocked pools, gobbled up homemade peach ice cream from the open-till-midnight local organic farmstand, or retreated
         indoors to lie in front of their air conditioners and pretend it was February. It was one of the few times all year the town
         didn’t look like a picture-perfect postcard.
      

      
      Aria Montgomery sat on her back porch, slowly dragging an ice cube across the back of her neck and contemplating going to
         bed. Her mother, Ella, was next to her, balancing a glass of white wine between her knees. ‘Aren’t you thrilled about going
         back to Iceland in a few days?’ Ella asked.
      

      
      Aria tried to muster up enthusiasm, but deep down, she felt a niggling sense of unrest. She adored Iceland – she’d lived there
         from eighth to eleventh grade – but she was returning with her boyfriend, Noel Kahn, her brother, Mike, and her old friend
         Hanna Marin. The last time Aria had traveled with all of them – and her two close friends Spencer Hastings and Emily Fields
         – was when they’d gone to Jamaica on spring break. Something awful had happened there. Something Aria would never be able to forget.
      

      
      At the very same time, Hanna Marin was in her bedroom packing for the trip to Iceland. Was a country full of weird, pale Vikings
         who were all related to one another worthy of her Elizabeth and James high-heeled booties? She threw in a pair of Toms slip-ons
         instead; as they landed in the bottom of the suitcase, a sharp scent of coconut sunscreen wafted out from the lining, conjuring
         up images of a sun-drenched beach, rocky cliffs, and a cerulean Jamaican sea. Just like Aria, Hanna was also transported back
         to the fateful spring break trip she’d taken with her old best friends. Don’t think about it, a voice inside her urged. Don’t ever think about it again.
      

      
      The heat in Center City Philadelphia was no less punishing. The dormitories on the Temple University campus were shoddily
         air-conditioned, and summer students propped up box fans in their dorm windows and submerged themselves in the fountain in
         the middle of the quad, even though there was a rumor that drunken junior and senior boys peed in it regularly.
      

      
      Emily Fields unlocked her sister’s dorm room, where she was hiding out for the summer. She dropped her keys in the STANFORD SWIMMING mug on the counter and stripped off a sweaty, fried-food-smelling T-shirt, rumpled black pants, and a pirate’s hat she’d
         worn to her waitress job at Poseidon’s, a gimmicky seafood restaurant on Penn’s Landing. All Emily wanted to do was to lie
         on her sister’s bed and take a few long, deep breaths, but the lock turned in the door almost as soon as she’d shut it. Carolyn
         swept into the room, her arms full of textbooks. Even though there was no hiding her pregnancy anymore, Emily covered her bare stomach
         with her T-shirt. Carolyn’s gaze automatically went to it anyway. A disgusted look settled over her features, and Emily turned
         away in shame.
      

      
      A half mile away, near the University of Pennsylvania campus, Spencer Hastings staggered into a small room in the local police
         precinct. A thin trickle of sweat dripped down her spine. When she ran her hand through her dirty-blond hair, she felt greasy,
         snarled strands. She caught a glimpse of her reflection in the window in the door, and a gaunt girl with hollowed-out, lusterless
         eyes and a turned-down mouth stared back. She looked like a dirty corpse. When had she last showered?
      

      
      A tall, sandy-haired cop entered the room behind Spencer, pulled the door closed, and glared at her menacingly. ‘You’re in
         Penn’s summer program, aren’t you?’
      

      
      Spencer nodded. She was afraid if she spoke, she’d burst into tears.

      
      The cop pulled an unmarked bottle of pills from his pocket and shook it in Spencer’s face. ‘I’m going to ask you one more
         time. Is this yours?’
      

      
      The bottle blurred before Spencer’s eyes. As the cop leaned close, she caught a whiff of Polo cologne. It made her think,
         suddenly, about how her old best friend Alison DiLaurentis’s brother, Jason, went through a Polo phase when he was in high
         school, drenching himself in the stuff before he went to parties. ‘Ugh, I’ve been Polo’d,’ Ali would always groan when Jason passed by, and Spencer and her old best friends Aria, Hanna, and Emily would burst into
         giggles.
      

      
      
      ‘You think this is funny?’ the cop growled now. ‘Because I assure you, you are not going to be laughing when we’re done with you.’
      

      
      Spencer pressed her lips together, realizing she’d been smirking. ‘I’m sorry,’ she whispered. How could she think about her
         dead friend Ali – aka Courtney, Ali’s secret twin – at a time like this? Next she’d be thinking about the real Alison DiLaurentis, a girl Spencer had never been friends with, a girl who’d returned to Rosewood from a mental hospital
         and murdered her own twin sister, Ian Thomas, Jenna Cavanaugh, and almost Spencer, too.
      

      
      Surely these scattered thoughts were a side effect of the pill she’d swallowed an hour before. It was just kicking in, and
         her mind was speeding at a million miles a minute. Her eyes darted all over the place, and her hands twitched. You got the Easy A shakes! her friend Kelsey would say, if she and Spencer were in Kelsey’s dorm room at Penn instead of locked in two separate interrogation
         cells in this dingy station. And Spencer would laugh, swat Kelsey with her notebook, and then return to cramming nine months’
         worth of AP Chemistry III information into her already jam-packed head.
      

      
      When it was clear Spencer wasn’t going to own up to the pills, the cop sighed and slipped the bottle back into his pocket.
         ‘Just so you know, your friend’s been talking up a storm,’ he said, his voice hard. ‘She says it was all your idea – that
         she was just along for the ride.’
      

      
      Spencer gasped. ‘She said what?’

      
      A knock sounded on the door. ‘Stay here,’ he growled. ‘I’ll be back.’

      
      He exited the cell. Spencer looked around the tiny room. The cinder-block walls had been painted puke-green. Suspicious yellowish-brown stains marred the beige carpet, and the
         overhead lights gave off a high-pitched hum that made her teeth hurt. Footsteps sounded outside the door, and she sat very
         still, listening. Was the cop taking Kelsey’s statement right now? And what exactly was Kelsey saying about Spencer? It wasn’t
         like they’d rehearsed what they’d say if they got caught. They never thought they would get caught. That police car had come out of nowhere …
      

      
      Spencer shut her eyes, thinking about what had happened in the last hour. Picking up the pills from South Philly. Peeling
         out of that scary neighborhood. Hearing the sirens scream behind them. She dreaded what the next hours would bring. The calls
         to her parents. The disappointed looks and quiet tears. Rosewood Day would probably expel her, and Spencer would have to finish
         high school at Rosewood Public. Or else she’d go to juvie. After that, it would be a one-way trip to community college – or
         worse, working as a hoagie-maker at the local Wawa or as a sandwich board-wearer at the Rosewood Federal Credit Union, advertising
         the new mortgage rates to all the drivers on Lancaster Avenue.
      

      
      Spencer touched the laminated ID card for the University of Pennsylvania Summer Program in her pocket. She thought of the
         graded papers and tests she’d received this week, the bright 98s and 100s at the top of each and every one. Things were going so well. She just needed to get through the rest of this summer program,
         ace the four APs she was taking, and she’d be at the top of the Rosewood Day pyramid again. She deserved a reprieve after
         her horrible ordeal with Real Ali. How much torment and bad luck did one girl have to endure?
      

      
      Feeling for her iPhone in the pocket of her denim shorts, she pressed the PHONE button and dialed Aria’s number. It rang once, twice …
      

      
      Aria’s own iPhone bleated in the peaceful Rosewood darkness. When she saw Spencer’s name on the Caller ID, she flinched. ‘Hey,’
         she answered cautiously. Aria hadn’t heard from Spencer in a while, not since their fight at Noel Kahn’s party.
      

      
      ‘Aria.’ Spencer’s voice was tremulous, like a violin string stretched taut. ‘I need your help. I’m in trouble. It’s serious.’

      
      Aria quickly slipped through the sliding glass door and padded up to her bedroom. ‘What happened? Are you okay?’

      
      Spencer swallowed hard. ‘It’s me and Kelsey. We got caught.’

      
      Aria paused on the stairs. ‘Because of the pills?’

      
      Spencer whimpered.

      
      Aria didn’t say anything. I warned you, she thought. And you lashed out at me.
      

      
      Spencer sighed, sensing the reason for Aria’s silence. ‘Look, I’m sorry for what I said to you at Noel’s party, okay? I …
         I wasn’t in my right mind, and I didn’t mean it.’ She glanced at the window in the door again. ‘But this is serious, Aria.
         My whole future could be ruined. My whole life.’
      

      
      Aria pinched the skin between her eyes. ‘There’s nothing I can do. I’m not messing with the police – especially not after
         Jamaica. I’m sorry. I can’t help.’ With a heavy heart, she hung up.
      

      
      
      ‘Aria!’ Spencer cried into the receiver, but the CALL ENDED message was already flashing.
      

      
      Unbelievable. How could Aria do this to her, after all they’d been through?
      

      
      Someone coughed outside Spencer’s holding room. Spencer turned to her phone again and quickly dialed Emily’s number. She pressed
         her ear to the receiver, listening to the brrt-brrt-brrt of the ringing line. ‘Pick up, pick up,’ she pleaded.
      

      
      The lights in Carolyn’s room were already off when Emily’s phone started to beep. Emily glanced at Spencer’s name on the screen
         and felt a wave of dread. Spencer probably wanted to invite her to a get-together at Penn. Emily always said she was too tired,
         but really it was because she hadn’t told Spencer or any of her other friends that she was pregnant. The idea of explaining
         it to them terrified her.
      

      
      But as the screen flashed, she felt an eerie premonition. What if Spencer was in trouble? The last time she’d seen Spencer,
         she’d seemed so scared and desperate. Maybe she needed Emily’s help. Maybe they could help each other.
      

      
      Emily’s fingers inched toward the phone, but then Carolyn rolled over in bed and groaned. ‘You’re not going to get that, are
         you? Some of us have class in the morning.’
      

      
      Emily pressed IGNORE and flopped back down to the mattress, biting back tears. She knew it was a burden for Carolyn to let her stay here – the
         futon took up nearly all the floor space, Emily constantly interrupted her sister’s studying schedule, and she was asking
         Carolyn to keep a huge secret from their parents. But did she have to be so mean about it?
      

      
      
      Spencer hung up without leaving Emily a message. There was one person left to call. Spencer pressed Hanna’s name in her contacts
         list.
      

      
      Hanna was zipping her suitcase closed when the phone rang. ‘Mike?’ she answered without looking at the screen. All day, her
         boyfriend had been calling her with random trivia about Iceland – Did you know there’s a museum about sex there? I am so taking you.
      

      
      ‘Hanna,’ Spencer blurted on the other end. ‘I need you.’

      
      Hanna sat back. ‘Are you okay?’ She’d barely heard from Spencer all summer, not since she began an intensive summer program
         at Penn. The last time she’d seen her was at Noel Kahn’s party, when Spencer’s friend Kelsey came along, too. What a weird
         night that had been.
      

      
      Spencer burst into tears. Her words came out in choppy bursts, and Hanna only caught bits of sentences: ‘The police … pills
         … I tried to get rid of them … I am so dead unless you …’
      

      
      Hanna rose and paced around the room. ‘Slow down. Let me get this straight. So … you’re in trouble? Because of the drugs?’

      
      ‘Yes, and I need you to do something for me.’ Spencer clutched the phone with both hands.

      
      ‘How can I help?’ Hanna whispered. She thought about the times she’d been dragged to the police station – for stealing a bracelet from
         Tiffany, and later for wrecking her then-boyfriend Sean’s car. Surely Spencer wasn’t asking Hanna to cozy up to the cop that
         arrested her, as Hanna’s mother had done.
      

      
      ‘Do you still have those pills I gave you at Noel’s party?’ Spencer said.

      
      
      ‘Uh, yeah.’ Hanna shifted uncomfortably.

      
      ‘I need you to get them and drive them to Penn’s campus. Go to the Friedman dorm. There’s a door around the back that’s always
         propped open – you can get in that way. Go to the fourth floor, room four-thirteen. There’s a keypad combination to get into
         the room – five-nine-two-oh. When you get in, put the pills under the pillow. Or in the drawer. Somewhere kind of hidden but
         also kind of obvious.’
      

      
      ‘Wait, whose room is this?’

      
      Spencer curled her toes. She was hoping Hanna wouldn’t ask that. ‘It’s … Kelsey’s,’ she admitted. ‘Please don’t judge me right now, Hanna. I don’t think I can take it. She’s going to ruin me, okay? I need you to put those pills
         in Kelsey’s room and then call the cops and say that she’s a known dealer at Penn. You also need to say she has a sketchy
         past – she’s trouble. That will make the cops search her room.’
      

      
      ‘Is Kelsey really a dealer?’ Hanna asked.
      

      
      ‘Well, no. I don’t think so.’

      
      ‘So basically you’re asking me to frame Kelsey for something you both did?’

      
      Spencer shut her eyes. ‘I guarantee you Kelsey’s in the interrogation room right now, blaming me. I have to try to save myself.’

      
      ‘But I’m going to Iceland in two days!’ Hanna protested. ‘I’d rather not go through customs with a warrant out for my arrest.’

      
      ‘You won’t get caught,’ Spencer reassured her. ‘I promise. And … think about Jamaica. Think about how we all would have been screwed if we hadn’t stuck together.’
      

      
      
      Hanna’s stomach swirled. She’d tried her hardest to erase the Jamaica incident from her mind, avoiding her friends for the
         rest of the school year so as not to relive or rehash the awful events. The same thing had happened to the four of them after
         their best friend, Alison DiLaurentis – really Courtney, Ali’s secret twin sister – disappeared on the last day of seventh
         grade. Sometimes, a tragedy brought friends together. Other times, it tore them apart.
      

      
      But Spencer needed her now, just like Hanna had needed her friends in Jamaica. They had saved her life. She stood up and slipped
         on a pair of Havaiana flip-flops. ‘Okay,’ she whispered. ‘I’ll do it.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you,’ Spencer said. When she hung up, relief settled over her like a cool, misty rain.
      

      
      The door burst open, and the phone almost slid from Spencer’s hand. The same wiry cop strode into the room. When he noticed
         Spencer’s phone, his cheeks reddened. ‘What are you doing with that?’
      

      
      Spencer dropped it to the table. ‘No one asked me to hand it in.’

      
      The cop grabbed the phone and slipped it into his pocket. Then he gripped Spencer’s hand and roughly pulled her to her feet.
         ‘Come on.’
      

      
      ‘Where are you taking me?’

      
      The cop nudged Spencer into the hall. The odor of rancid takeout burned her nostrils. ‘We’re going to have a discussion.’

      
      ‘I told you, I don’t know anything,’ Spencer protested.

      
      ‘What did Kelsey say?’

      
      The cop smirked. ‘Let’s see if your stories match.’

      
      Spencer stiffened. She pictured her new friend in the interrogation room, preserving her own future and wrecking Spencer’s. Then she thought of Hanna getting into her car and setting
         the GPS to Penn’s campus. The idea of blaming Kelsey made her stomach churn, but what other choice did she have?
      

      
      The cop pushed open a second door, and pointed for Spencer to sit down in an office chair. ‘You have a lot of explaining to
         do, Miss Hastings.’
      

      
      That’s what you think, Spencer thought, rolling back her shoulders. Her decision was a good one. She had to look out for herself. And with Hanna
         on her way, she’d get away with this scot-free.
      

      
      It was only later, after Hanna had planted the drugs, after her call came into the central switchboard, and after Spencer
         overheard two cops talking about going to the Friedman dorm to search room 413, that Spencer found out the truth: Kelsey hadn’t
         said a single word to implicate either herself or Spencer for the crimes they’d been accused of. Spencer wished she could
         undo everything, but it was too late – admitting she’d lied would get her into worse trouble. It was better to keep quiet.
         There was no way to trace what the cops had found back to her.
      

      
      Shortly after that, the cops let Spencer go with a warning. As she was leaving the holding room, two officers marched Kelsey
         through the hall, their meaty hands gripping her arm like she was in big, big trouble. Kelsey glanced at Spencer fearfully
         as she passed. What’s going on? her eyes said. What do they have on me? Spencer had shrugged like she had absolutely no clue, then walked into the night, her future intact.
      

      
      
      Her life went on. She took her APs and aced every single one. She returned to Rosewood Day at the top of her class. She got
         into Princeton early decision. As the weeks and months flew by, the nightmarish evening faded and she rested easy, knowing
         her secret was safe. Only Hanna knew the truth. No one else – not her parents, not the Princeton admissions board, not Kelsey
         – would ever find out.
      

      
      Until the following winter. When someone discovered everything.

      




      
      
      1

      
      Every Killer Deserves a Night Out

      
      On a Wednesday evening in early March, Emily Fields lay on the carpet in the bedroom she used to share with her sister Carolyn.
         Swimming medals and a big poster of Michael Phelps hung on the walls. Her sister’s bed was littered with Emily’s warm-up jacket,
         tons of oversized T-shirts, and a pair of boyfriend jeans. Carolyn had left for Stanford in August, and Emily relished having
         a space all her own. Especially since she was spending almost all her time in her room these days.
      

      
      Emily rolled over and stared at her laptop. A Facebook page blinked on the screen. Tabitha Clark, RIP.
      

      
      She stared at Tabitha’s profile picture. There were the pink lips that had smiled so seductively at Emily in Jamaica. There
         were the green eyes that had narrowed at all of them on the hotel’s crow’s-nest deck. Now Tabitha was nothing but bones, her
         flesh and innards eaten away by fishes and pounded clean by the tides.
      

      
      We did that.
      

      
      Emily slammed down the lid of her computer, feeling the urge to throw up. A year ago, on spring break in Jamaica, she and her friends had sworn that they’d come face-to-face
         with the real Alison DiLaurentis, back from the dead and ready to kill them once and for all, just like she’d meant to do
         at her family’s house in the Poconos. After a series of bizarre encounters in which this new, enigmatic stranger had uttered
         secrets that only Ali had known, Aria had pushed her over the edge of the crow’s nest. The girl had fallen several stories to the sandy beach,
         and her body had disappeared almost instantly, presumably carried out to sea by the tide. When the four of them saw the newscast
         on TV two weeks ago that this very same girl’s remains had washed up on the shores of the resort, they thought the whole world
         would discover what they already knew: that Real Ali had survived the fire in the Poconos. But then, the bomb dropped: The
         girl Aria pushed wasn’t Real Ali at all – her name was Tabitha Clark, just as she’d told them. They’d killed an innocent person.
      

      
      As the newscast ended, Emily and her friends received a chilling note from an anonymous person known only as A, in the tradition of the two stalkers who’d tormented them before. This new A knew what they had done and was going to make
         them pay. Emily had been holding her breath ever since, waiting for A’s next move.
      

      
      The realization cascaded over Emily daily, startling her anew and making her feel horribly ashamed. Tabitha was dead because
         of her. A family was ruined because of her. It was all she could do to keep from calling the police and telling them what
         they had done. But that would ruin Aria, Hanna, and Spencer’s lives, too.
      

      
      
      Her phone bleated, and she reached for it on her pillow, ARIA MONTGOMERY, said the screen. ‘Hey,’ Emily said when she picked up.
      

      
      ‘Hey,’ Aria said on the other end. ‘You okay?’

      
      Emily shrugged. ‘You know.’

      
      ‘Yeah,’ Aria agreed softly.

      
      They fell into a long silence. In the two weeks since a new A had emerged and Tabitha’s body had been found, Emily and Aria
         had begun calling each other every evening, just to check in. Mostly, they didn’t even talk. Sometimes, they watched TV together
         – shows like Hoarders or Keeping Up with the Kardashians. Last week, they’d both caught a rerun of Pretty Little Killer, the TV movie depicting Real Ali’s return and killing spree. Neither Emily nor her friends had seen the movie the night it
         originally aired – they’d been too shell-shocked from the revelation about Tabitha to change the channel from CNN. But Emily
         and Aria had watched the rerun quietly, gasping at the actresses who played their roles and squirming at the over-dramatized
         moments where their doppelgangers found Ian Thomas’s body or ran from the fire in Spencer’s woods. When the movie hit its
         climax in the Poconos and the house exploded with Ali inside it, Emily shivered. The producers gave the show a definitive
         ending. They killed the villain and gave the girls their happily-ever-after. But they didn’t know that Emily and her friends
         were once again being haunted by A.
      

      
      As soon as they’d begun receiving notes from New A – on the anniversary of the horrible fire in the Poconos that had almost
         killed all of them – Emily was sure that Real Ali had survived the fire in the Poconos and the push off the balcony in Jamaica and was back for revenge. Her friends slowly began to believe that as well – until the
         news came out about Tabitha’s true identity. But even that didn’t rule out the possibility that Real Ali was still alive.
         She still could be New A and know everything.
      

      
      Emily knew what her old friends would say if she voiced such a theory: Get over it, Em. Ali’s gone. More than likely they’d reverted back to their old assumption that Ali had perished inside the burning house in the Poconos.
         But there was something all of them didn’t know: Emily had left the front door unlatched and ajar for Ali before the house
         exploded. She could have easily escaped.
      

      
      ‘Emily?’ Mrs Fields called out. ‘Can you come downstairs?’

      
      Emily sat up fast. ‘I have to go,’ she told Aria. ‘I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?’

      
      She hung up the phone, crossed to the bedroom door, and looked over the railing. Her parents, still dressed in the matching
         gray sweat suits they wore for their evening power walks around the neighborhood, stood in the foyer. A tall, freckled girl
         with reddish-blond hair just like Emily’s was next to them, a bulging duffel over her shoulder that said UNIVERSITY OF ARIZONA SWIMMING in big red letters.
      

      
      ‘Beth?’ Emily squinted.

      
      Emily’s older sister, Beth, craned her neck up and spread her arms wide. ‘Ta-da!’

      
      Emily raced down the stairs. ‘What are you doing here?’ she cried. Her sister rarely visited Rosewood. Her job as a teaching
         assistant at the University of Arizona, where she’d gone to college, kept her busy, and she was also assistant-coaching the U of A swim team, of which she’d been captain her senior year.
      

      
      Beth dropped the duffel to the hardwood floor. ‘I had a couple days off, and Southwest was running a special. I thought I’d
         surprise you.’ She looked Emily up and down and made a face. ‘That’s an interesting outfit.’
      

      
      Emily stared down at herself. She was wearing a stained T-shirt from a swimming relay carnival and a pair of too-small Victoria’s
         Secret sweatpants with the word PINK written across the butt. The pants had been Ali’s – her Ali’s, the girl who was actually Courtney, whom Emily had confided in, giggled with, and adored in sixth and seventh grades.
         Even though the sweats were fraying at the hems and had long ago lost the string that cinched the waist, they’d become Emily’s
         go-to after-school uniform in the past two weeks. For some reason, she felt that as long as she had them on, nothing bad would
         happen to her.
      

      
      ‘Dinner’s about ready.’ Mrs Fields turned on her heel toward the kitchen. ‘Come on, girls.’

      
      Everyone followed her down the hall. Comforting smells of tomato sauce and garlic swirled through the air. The kitchen table
         had been set for four, and Emily’s mother scuttled to the oven as the timer started to beep. Beth sat down next to Emily and
         took a long, slow sip of water from a Kermit the Frog tumbler that had been Beth’s special glass since she was little. She
         had the same freckles across her cheeks and strong swimmer’s body as Emily did, but her reddish-blondish hair was cut in a
         choppy bob below her ears, and she wore a small silver hoop earring at the top of her earlobe. Emily wondered if it had hurt
         to get it done. She also wondered what Mrs Fields would say when she noticed it – she didn’t like her children looking ‘inappropriate,’ piercing their noses or navels,
         dyeing their hair weird colors, or getting tattoos. But Beth was twenty-four; maybe she was beyond her mother’s jurisdiction.
      

      
      ‘So how are you?’ Beth folded her hands on the table and looked at Emily. ‘It feels like ages since we’ve seen each other.’

      
      ‘You should come home more often,’ Mrs Fields chirped pointedly from the counter.

      
      Emily studied her chipped nails, most of which were bitten down to the quick. She couldn’t think of a single innocuous thing
         to tell Beth – everything in her life was tainted with strife.
      

      
      ‘I heard you spent the summer with Carolyn in Philly,’ Beth prompted.

      
      ‘Uh, yeah,’ Emily answered, balling up a chicken-print napkin. The summer was the last thing she wanted to talk about right now.
      

      
      ‘Yes, Emily’s wild summer in the city,’ Mrs Fields said in a half-touchy, half-joking voice as she placed a ceramic dish of
         lasagna on the table. ‘I don’t remember you taking a summer off from swimming, Beth.’
      

      
      ‘Well, it’s all water under the bridge.’ Mr Fields sat down at his regular seat and grabbed a piece of garlic bread from the
         basket. ‘Emily’s all set for next year.’
      

      
      ‘That’s right, I heard!’ Beth punched Emily playfully on the shoulder. ‘A swim scholarship to UNC! Are you psyched?’

      
      Emily felt her family’s gaze and swallowed a huge lump in her throat. ‘Really psyched.’

      
      
      She knew she should be happy about the swim scholarship, but she’d lost a friend, Chloe Roland, because of it – Chloe had
         assumed Emily was hooking up with her well-connected father in order to score a spot on UNC’s squad, but the truth was that
         Mr Roland had come on to her, and she’d done everything she could to avoid him. There was also a part of Emily that wondered
         if she’d even get to go to UNC next year. What if A told the police about what they did to Tabitha? Would she be in jail by the time freshman year
         started?
      

      
      Everyone worked their way through the lasagna, their forks scraping against the plates. Beth started talking about a tree-planting
         charity group she was working with in Arizona. Mr Fields complimented his wife on the sautéed spinach. Mrs Fields chattered
         about a new family she’d visited as part of the Rosewood Welcome Wagon committee. Emily smiled and nodded and asked her family
         questions, but she couldn’t bring herself to contribute much to the conversation. She couldn’t manage more than a few forkfuls
         of lasagna, either, even though it was one of her favorite dinners.
      

      
      After dessert, Beth jumped up and insisted she’d do the dishes. ‘Wanna help, Em?’

      
      Truthfully, Emily really wanted to go back to her room and burrow under her covers, but she didn’t want to be rude to a sister
         she rarely saw. ‘Sure.’
      

      
      Together they stood at the sink, both of them staring out at the dark cornfield that bordered the backyard. As the basin filled
         with suds and the smell of lemon Dawn wafted around the room, Emily cleared her throat. ‘So what are you going to do while
         you’re home?’
      

      
      
      Beth glanced over her shoulder to make sure she and Emily were alone. ‘I have all kinds of fun things planned, actually,’
         she whispered. ‘There’s a costume party tomorrow that’s supposed to be awesome.’
      

      
      ‘That sounds … nice.’ Emily couldn’t conceal her surprise. The Beth she knew wasn’t into partying. From what she remembered,
         Beth was a lot like Carolyn – she never broke curfew, never skipped a swim practice or class. Her senior year at Rosewood
         Day, when Emily was in sixth grade, Beth and her prom date, Chaz, a wiry swimmer with white-blond hair, hung out at the Fieldses’
         house after the dance instead of going to an after-party. Ali had been sleeping over that night, and they’d snuck down the
         stairs and spied on Beth and Chaz, hoping to catch them making out. But they’d been sitting on opposite sides of the couch,
         watching reruns of 24. ‘No offense, Em, but your sister’s really lame,’ Ali had whispered.
      

      
      ‘Good, because you’re coming, too.’ Beth splashed Emily with soapy water, getting some all over her U of A hoodie as well.

      
      Emily quickly shook her head. Going to a party right now sounded about as fun as walking over hot coals.

      
      Beth flipped the switch to the garbage disposal, and the water in the sink began to bubble. ‘What’s up with you? Mom said
         you’ve been mopey, but you seem catatonic. When I asked you about your swim scholarship, you looked like you were about to
         burst into tears. Did you just break up with a girlfriend?’
      

      
      A girlfriend. The chicken-silkscreened dish towel slipped from Emily’s grasp. It always jolted her when one of her prim-and-proper family members mentioned Emily’s sexual orientation. She knew they were trying to be understanding,
         but their chipper it’s-okay-to-be-gay attitude sometimes made Emily feel embarrassed.
      

      
      ‘I didn’t break up with anyone,’ Emily mumbled.

      
      ‘Is Mom still being really hard on you?’ Beth rolled her eyes. ‘Who cares if you took a summer off from swimming? That was
         months ago! I don’t know how you deal, living under this roof all by yourself.’
      

      
      Emily looked up. ‘I thought you liked Mom.’

      
      ‘I do, but I was dying to get out of here by the time senior year was over.’ Beth wiped her hands on a dish towel. ‘Now, c’mon.
         What’s bugging you?’
      

      
      Emily slowly dried a dish, looking into Beth’s kind, patient face. She wished she could tell her sister the truth. About the
         pregnancy. About A. Even about Tabitha. But Beth would freak. And Emily had already alienated one sister.
      

      
      ‘I’ve been stressed,’ she mumbled. ‘Senior year is harder than I thought it would be.’

      
      Beth pointed a fork at Emily. ‘That’s why you need to come with me to this party. I’m not taking no for an answer.’

      
      Emily traced her fingers over a plate’s scalloped edge. She desperately wanted to say no, but something deep inside her made
         her pause. She missed having a sister to talk to – the last time she’d seen Carolyn, over Christmas break, Carolyn had made
         every effort to avoid being alone with Emily. She’d even slept on the couch in the den, saying she’d gotten used to falling
         asleep in front of the TV, but Emily knew it was really to avoid their shared bedroom. Beth’s attention and affection felt like a gift Emily shouldn’t refuse.
      

      
      ‘I guess I could go for a little bit,’ she mumbled.

      
      Beth threw her arms around her. ‘I knew you’d be up for it.’

      
      ‘Up for what?’

      
      They both turned. Mrs Fields stood in the doorway, her hands on her hips. Beth stood up straighter. ‘Nothing, Mom.’

      
      Mrs Fields padded back out of the room. Emily and her sister faced each other and burst into giggles. ‘We’re going to have
         so much fun,’ Beth whispered.
      

      
      For a moment, Emily almost believed her.
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      Spencer Has A Doppelganger

      
      ‘Move it a little bit to the left.’ Spencer Hastings’s mother, Veronica, stood in the foyer of the family’s grand house, one
         hand on her slim hip. Two professional picture-hangers were positioning a large painting of the Battle of Gettysburg under
         the curving double staircase. ‘Now it’s a little too high on the right. What do you think, Spence?’
      

      
      Spencer, who had just walked down the stairs, shrugged. ‘Tell me again why we took down the portrait of Great-great-grandpa
         Hastings?’
      

      
      Mrs Hastings gave Spencer a sharp look and then glanced worriedly at Nicholas Pennythistle, her fiancé, who had moved into
         the Hastingses’ house a week and a half ago. But Mr Pennythistle, still clad in his flawlessly fitting suit and shiny wingtips
         from work, was busy tapping away on his BlackBerry.
      

      
      ‘Everyone needs to feel comfortable and welcome here, Spence,’ Spencer’s mother answered quietly, pushing a lock of ash-blond
         hair behind her ear. The four-carat diamond engagement ring Mr Pennythistle had given her glinted under the overhead lights. ‘Besides, I thought Great-great-grandpa’s portrait scared you.’
      

      
      ‘It scared Melissa, not me,’ Spencer mumbled. In truth, she liked the kooky family portrait – several sad-eyed spaniels perched
         on Great-great-grandpa Hastings’s lap. Great-great-grandpa was also the spitting image of Spencer’s father, who’d moved out
         of the Hastings abode after her parents’ divorce and bought a loft in downtown Philadelphia. It had been Mr Pennythistle’s
         idea to swap out the portrait with the grisly Civil War tableau, surely wanting to expunge all evidence of Spencer’s father
         from his new house. But who wanted to walk through the front door and be greeted by a bunch of rearing, angry steeds and bloodied
         Confederates? Just looking at the battle scene stressed Spencer out.
      

      
      ‘Dinner is served!’ a voice trilled from the kitchen.

      
      Melissa, Spencer’s older sister, popped her head into the hall. She’d offered to cook the family dinner tonight, and she wore
         a black apron that said GREEN GOURMET across the front and silver oven mitts on her hands. A thin black velvet headband held back her chin-length blond hair, a
         pearl necklace encircled her throat, and understated Chanel ballet flats adorned her feet. She looked like a younger, fresher
         version of Martha Stewart.
      

      
      Melissa caught Spencer’s eye. ‘I made your favorite, Spence. Lemon chicken with olives.’

      
      ‘Thanks.’ Spencer smiled gratefully, knowing this was a gesture of solidarity. The sisters had been rivals for a long time,
         but last year, they’d finally put aside their differences. Melissa knew Spencer wasn’t adjusting well to the new family situation.
         But there were other things Spencer was having a hard time swallowing, too. Things Spencer didn’t dare talk about with her sister – or with anyone.
      

      
      Spencer followed her mother and Mr Pennythistle – she still couldn’t bring herself to call him Nicbolas – into the kitchen just as Melissa was setting a baking dish in the center of the table. Their stepsister-to-be, Amelia,
         who was two years younger than Spencer, perched in the corner seat, napkin primly on her lap. She was wearing a pair of low-heeled
         booties Spencer had picked out for her on a recent shopping trip in New York, but her hair was still frizzy and her shiny
         cheeks were desperately in need of foundation.
      

      
      Amelia scowled when she looked up and saw Spencer, and Spencer turned away, feeling a prickle of annoyance. It was clear Amelia
         still hadn’t forgiven her for getting her brother, Zach, sent away to military school. Spencer hadn’t meant to out Zach to
         his father. But when Mr Pennythistle had walked in on Spencer and Zach in bed together, he’d assumed the worst and flown into
         a rage. Spencer had only announced that Zach was gay to get Mr Pennythistle to stop hitting his son.
      

      
      ‘Hey, Spencer,’ another voice said. Darren Wilden, Melissa’s boyfriend, sat on the other side of Amelia, chewing on a piece
         of fresh-from-the-oven garlic bread. ‘What’s new?’
      

      
      A fist clenched in Spencer’s chest. Though he now worked security at a museum in Philly, until recently Darren Wilden had
         been Officer Wilden, the chief investigator in the Alison DiLaurentis murder case, and it had been his job to sense when people were hiding
         something or lying. Could Wilden know about Spencer’s new stalker, who – of course – went by A? Could he suspect what she and her friends had done to Tabitha in Jamaica?
      

      
      ‘Uh, nothing,’ Spencer said haltingly, tugging on the collar of her blouse. She was being ridiculous. There was no way Wilden
         could know about A or Tabitha. He couldn’t possibly know that every night, Spencer had bad dreams about the Tabitha incident,
         replaying the awful day in Jamaica over and over again. Nor could he know that Spencer read and reread articles about the
         aftershocks of Tabitha’s death as often as she could – about how devastated Tabitha’s parents were. How her friends in New
         Jersey held vigils in her honor. How several new nonprofits had sprung up to condemn teenage drinking, which was what everyone
         had assumed had killed her.
      

      
      But it wasn’t what killed her – and Spencer knew it. So did A.
      

      
      Who could have seen them that night? Who hated them so much to torture them with the information and threaten to ruin their
         lives instead of going directly to the cops? Spencer couldn’t believe that she and her friends were yet again faced with the
         task of figuring out who A might be. Even worse, she couldn’t think of a single suspect. A hadn’t written Spencer or the others
         another note since that harrowing newscast two weeks ago, but Spencer was sure A wasn’t gone for good.
      

      
      And what else did A know? A’s last message said, This is just the tip of the iceberg, as if he or she was privy to other secrets. Unfortunately, Spencer had a few more skeletons locked in her closet. Like what
         had happened with Kelsey Pierce at Penn last summer – Kelsey had been sent to juvie because of what Spencer had done to her.
         But surely A couldn’t know about that. Then again, A always seemed to know everything …
      

      
      ‘Seriously, nothing?’ Wilden took another bite of crispy bread, his gray-green eyes on her. ‘That doesn’t sound like the whirlwind
         schedule of a soon-to-be Princeton student.’
      

      
      Spencer pretended to wipe a spot off her water glass, wishing Wilden would stop staring at her as though she were a Paramecium
         under a microscope. ‘I’m in the school play,’ she mumbled.
      

      
      ‘Not just in the school play, you’re the lead – as usual.’ Melissa rolled her eyes good-naturedly. She smiled at Mr Pennythistle and Amelia.
         ‘Spence has starred in every production since preschool.’
      

      
      ‘And you’re playing Lady Macbeth this year.’ Mr Pennythistle sank ceremoniously into the heavy mahogany chair at the head
         of the table. ‘That’s a challenging role. I can’t wait to see the performance.’
      

      
      ‘You don’t have to come,’ Spencer blurted, feeling heat rise to her cheeks.

      
      ‘Of course Nicholas is coming!’ Mrs Hastings squeaked. ‘It’s marked on our calendars!’

      
      Spencer stared at her reflection in the back of her spoon. The last thing she wanted was a man she barely knew feigning interest
         in her life. Mr Pennythistle was only coming to the play because Spencer’s mom was making him.
      

      
      Amelia speared a chicken breast from the platter that was being passed around. ‘I’m putting together an orchestra concert
         for charity,’ she announced. ‘A bunch of girls at St Agnes are going to be rehearsing here for the next few weeks, and we’re
         going to hold the concert at the Rosewood Abbey. Everyone can come to see my performance.’
      

      
      Spencer rolled her eyes. St Agnes was the snooty private school Amelia attended, an institution even more obnoxiously exclusive
         than Rosewood Day. She’d have to figure out a way to get out of attending the performance; her old friend Kelsey attended
         St Agnes – or at least she used to. Spencer didn’t want to risk seeing her.
      

      
      Mrs Hastings clapped her hands together. ‘That sounds lovely, Amelia! Tell us the date, and we’ll be there.’

      
      ‘I want to be available for all of you girls.’ Mr Pennythistle glanced from Amelia to Spencer to Melissa, his gray-blue eyes crinkling. ‘We’re a family now,
         and I’m really looking forward to us bonding.’
      

      
      Spencer sniffed. Where’d he get that line, Dr Phil? ‘I already have a family, thank you very much,’ she said.
      

      
      Melissa widened her eyes. Amelia had a smirk on her face like she’d just read a juicy piece of gossip in Us Weekly. Mrs Hastings jumped to her feet. ‘You’re being very rude, Spencer. Please leave the table.’
      

      
      Spencer let out a half laugh, but Mrs Hastings nudged her chin toward the hall. ‘I’m serious. Go to your room.’

      
      ‘Mom,’ Melissa said gently. ‘This is Spencer’s favorite meal. And—’

      
      ‘We’ll fix her a plate later.’ Mrs Hastings’s voice was strained, almost like she was about to cry. ‘Spencer, please. Just
         go.’
      

      
      ‘I’m sorry,’ Spencer mumbled as she stood, even though she wasn’t. Fathers weren’t interchangeable. She couldn’t randomly
         bond with some guy she didn’t even know. All of a sudden, she couldn’t wait until next fall when she was at Princeton. Away from Rosewood, away from her new family, away from A, away from the secret about Tabitha – and all the
         other secrets A might know, too. It couldn’t come fast enough.
      

      
      Shoulders hunched, she stomped into the hall. A pile of mail was stacked neatly in the center of the hall table, a long, slender
         envelope from Princeton addressed to Spencer J. Hastings right on top. Spencer snatched it up, hoping for a fleeting second
         that perhaps the school was writing to tell her she could move in early – like now.
      

      
      Soft, subdued voices sounded from the dining room. Spencer’s family’s two Labradoodles, Rufus and Beatrice, bounded toward
         the window, probably smelling deer on the lawn. Spencer sliced open the envelope with her fingernail and removed a single
         sheet of paper. A logo for the Princeton admissions committee paraded across the top.
      

      
      

         Dear Miss Hastings,
         

      
      It appears there has been a misunderstanding. Apparently, two Spencer Hastingses applied to Princeton’s incoming freshman
            class early decision – you, Spencer J. Hastings, and a male student, Spencer F. Hastings, from Darien, Connecticut. Unfortunately,
            our admissions board did not realize you were two separate individuals – some read your application, and others read the other
            Spencer’s application, but we all voted as if you were one applicant. Now that we’ve realized our oversight, our committee
            needs to reread and review both of your applications thoroughly and decide which of you shall be admitted. Both of you are strong candidates, so it will most likely be a very tough decision.
            If there is anything you’d like to add to your application that might sway the admissions board, now would be an excellent
            time.
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