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      How had she run out of ice cream? Kelsey hurried through the grocery store, avoiding eye contact with the few late-night shoppers as she made a B-Line for the freezer section. The harsh fluorescent lights glared down on her like a spotlight, screaming, This woman is wearing her pajamas out in public! When she’d left the house, she’d assured herself she could be in and out of the store in five minutes. Now that she was here, she was worried she would run into one of her co-workers from The Frosted Bride, or maybe a neighbor from her apartment complex. Jasmine, her best friend who lived just a few doors down, was a fashion designer and would die of horror if she saw Kelsey right now.

      But Kelsey had just gotten back from Oklahoma a few hours ago and had a relaxing evening of reality TV planned to celebrate yet another successful wedding. Planning movie star Jase Larson’s nuptials had been a major career boost for Kelsey, but she’d been a bundle of worry for the past eight months as her mind played an endless loop of things that could go wrong. At least Cassidy had been an extremely easy-going bride, and in the end, the wedding had turned out perfectly.

      Pajamas or no, what Kelsey needed tonight was ice cream. Eye in the Sky wasn’t the same without Dryer’s slow churned. She scanned the selections: mint chocolate chip, fudge tracks, cookies ’n cream. Her eyes stopped on rocky road, making her heart lurch.

      That had always been Jadyn’s favorite flavor.

      Kelsey rubbed the spot behind her left ear with an index finger. She’d gotten the tattoo of a red balloon after the memorial service, determined to always keep a piece of Jadyn with her. Red balloons had sort of been their thing—a silly way to comfort each other when things got hard. It had started when they were only kids, and they’d kept up the tradition into adulthood. Sometimes it was actual balloons, but usually it was pajama pants with balloons, or red candy in the shape of a balloon, or a dozen other things. Funny that Kelsey hadn’t been brave enough to get the tattoo until Jadyn was no longer around begging her to do it.

      You hate rocky road, she reminded herself.

      Kelsey was more sentimental than usual with the second anniversary of Jadyn’s death approaching. But not sentimental enough to ruin her ice cream with almonds. Her eyes skipped over the rocky road and focused on the double fudge brownie.

      “Jadyn?”

      Oh no. Kelsey slowly turned around, wishing she could shoo the person away like an obnoxious fly. Of all the things she wanted to get into tonight, Jadyn’s untimely demise was at the absolute bottom of her list.

      In the twenty-two months since Jadyn’s death, Kelsey had run into a few situations like this. Telling old acquaintances about her twin sister’s passing never got easier. At least last time she’d managed not to cry. That was progress, and Kelsey prayed she’d be as successful now.

      “It is you.” Before Kelsey could get a good look at the man, he clasped her to him in an enthusiastic hug.

      She let out a yelp of surprise, and the man pulled back.

      “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you. It’s me, Bryce. From band?”

      Her stomach jumped like she’d just swallowed a packet of Pop Rocks, sending a zing of energy clear down to her toes. His brown hair was short on the sides and longer on top, replacing the shaggy mop from their high school days. A five o’clock shadow now covered his face, highlighting his strong jaw and straight nose. But she could see the Bryce of ten years ago hidden beneath. They hadn’t talked often—Jadyn had been the one in band, while Kelsey had chosen to take orchestra—but that hadn’t stopped Kelsey from harboring a secret crush on Bryce all through tenth grade.

      “Of course. It’s so good to see you again.” Kelsey wrapped her arms tightly around herself, feeling her cheeks grow warm. Why hadn’t she worn a jacket? Oh yeah—ninety degree weather. But the matching Batman T-shirt and pajama bottoms were just embarrassing.

      “I can’t believe it’s you.” He laughed, motioning to her ear. “At first I thought you might be Kelsey, but then I saw the tattoo.”

      Kelsey’s hand flew to the spot. Her hair, pulled back in a high ponytail, left the tattoo exposed. The tattoo that she’d made sure was a perfect replica of Jadyn’s. “Bryce, listen⁠—”

      But he spoke at the same time, cutting her off. “Did your parents ever forgive you for getting that tattoo? You always were a risk taker.”

      Yup, he was definitely thinking of Jadyn. She’d often teased Kelsey for being scared of her own shadow. Kelsey tried again. How had Bryce not already heard the news? “Yeah, about that…”

      But Bryce seemed lost in a world of his own, caught up in memories from a decade earlier. “You know, I always meant to ask you out in high school.”

      Kelsey’s heart stuttered painfully. Of course he’d had a crush on Jadyn. Every red-blooded male in their high school had been in love with her. Jadyn had been the bubbly, outgoing twin, up for any challenge. Like cliff diving in Hawaii, then getting caught in a riptide and drowning.

      She missed Jadyn so much.

      “I promised myself if I ever saw you again, I’d ask you out.”

      Well crap. Bryce’s gunmetal blue eyes practically sparkled with joy at seeing Jadyn again, and Kelsey really hated to dash his hopes. She shifted, her high-tops squeaking against the floor.

      “Wow,” Kelsey said. “I’m very flattered, of course.”

      Bryce ducked his chin, making a lock of hair the color of chocolate fall over his forehead. Adorable. The tips of his ears were glowing red in embarrassment, and she realized that asking Jadyn out hadn’t been easy for him.

      “Sorry,” Bryce said. “I shouldn’t have assumed that you’re still single. Of course you have a boyfriend.”

      Kelsey’s stomach flipped at his expression. This was getting out of hand, even if her sophomore self was fan-girling inside. “Actually, I don’t. It’s just that, well…”

      Oh, her heart! His lowered eyes and slumped shoulders caused Kelsey physical pain, sending tiny twinges that radiated out from her heart. How had Jadyn dealt with this kind of thing? Guys had asked her out all the time, and she’d never had a problem turning them down.

      Kelsey was pretty sure that if she yanked Bryce’s soul out of his body and jumped on it with stilettos, he couldn’t look more disappointed. The poor guy was clearly crushed.

      What would it hurt if she pretended to be Jadyn for just one night?

      Kelsey immediately rejected the idea. She couldn’t impersonate her dead sister—that was sick and twisted. If Jadyn were still alive, Kelsey might have considered it. Switching places had been a common occurrence, even as adults. Jadyn had been a jokester like that.

      But no. Just no.

      “Forget I mentioned anything,” Bryce said quickly. She could see the shy Bryce from high school reappearing—the one who’d hidden behind his trombone and plumed shako hat. “I should probably get home. It was good seeing you again, Jadyn.”

      The smile on his lips showed no teeth, the clench of his jaw making the grin look forced. His eyes were sad, but he seemed to be trying hard to hide his humiliation. He’d probably go home and tell all of his friends what a jerk Jadyn Wilkes had turned out to be.

      Kelsey squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She couldn’t let someone speak ill of Jadyn. Couldn’t let Bryce leave here crushed.

      Really, what was the harm in letting Bryce go on a date with Jadyn? It was one evening, and a tiny white lie meant to help. It might even be sort of nostalgic—a brief, tangible connection with the twin sister Kelsey so desperately missed.

      She could go on the date and be intentionally boring. After a painfully dull evening, Bryce would go on his merry way, content his life was complete without Jadyn in it. Wouldn’t that be kinder than telling him the truth? Kelsey knew just how painful it could be to live life with unanswerable “what ifs.”

      If she went out with him, he’d stop looking at her like she’d used his heart for target practice. Living out her high school fantasy of dating Bryce was simply a bonus.

      “Bryce, wait,” Kelsey said. He was nearly halfway down the aisle now, and she realized she’d been lost in her thoughts for far too long.

      He turned back around, his eyes wide with a hope that made Kelsey’s own heart soar. She could do this. No biggie.

      Kelsey folded her arms tighter around her waist, mostly obscuring the Batman logo on her pajama top. She wished she could tell Jadyn about this. Her sister would have died of laughter. Kelsey nearly chuckled at her own morbid word choice, then realized Bryce was still looking at her expectantly.

      She lifted her chin, cheeks burning in a very un-Jadyn-like way. “I would love to go out with you, if the offer is still on the table.”

      “Definitely.” Bryce took a few more steps cautiously toward her. “You are single, then?”

      “I’m very single.” So was Jadyn, probably. Could you date in heaven? If so, then Kelsey had no doubt her sister had found the hunkiest Roman soldier and promptly stolen his heart.

      “Awesome.” A dimple appeared in one of Bryce’s cheeks, and Kelsey was struck with the insane urge to caress it with her index finger. She curled her hands into fists to stop the impulse. “How about Friday evening?”

      An immediate and enthusiastic yes! was on the tip of Kelsey’s tongue, but she stopped herself. Wedding planning was a weekend job, and she couldn’t abandon a bride just because her high school crush asked out her dead sister. She knew for a fact it was the first weekend in months she didn’t have a wedding to oversee, but couldn’t remember if there were any dress fittings or menu tastings scheduled instead.

      “Let me check my calendar.” Kelsey gave a smile that she hoped held even a glimmer of Jadyn’s confidence.

      Her hands went to her pockets, searching for her phone, and encountered soft cotton. Crap. These pajama pants didn’t have pockets, and she just now remembered that she’d stuffed her phone in her bra.

      Kelsey turned away, trying to shield Bryce’s view with her shoulder. She quickly pulled her cell phone out of her shirt, her entire body warm with embarrassment. Why was she always so awkward?

      She pulled up her calendar, seeing a full day of appointments. But the evening was a big fat blank. She bit her lip, trying to hide her excitement. Jadyn wasn’t the type to squeal over a date. Guys had practically kicked in her door for the mere chance at a grabbing a coffee together, so going out had never been a big deal to Jadyn.

      Kelsey wiggled her phone, a small grin escaping. “Looks like I’m free.”

      Bryce grinned too. “Great. Let me get your number.”

      He held out his phone, and Kelsey took it. His screen was cracked, the spiderwebs making the display nearly unreadable. How old was that thing? But they exchanged contact info, and Bryce put his phone back in his pocket.

      “Is seven okay?” Bryce asked. “I’d love to pick you up, if you’re comfortable with that.”

      “That sounds great.” Kelsey’s inner romantic was totally swooning at his thoughtful consideration of her feelings. “I’ll text you the address. See you then.”

      “I look forward to it.” Bryce laughed. “It’s so good to see you again, Jadyn. Today’s my lucky day.”

      “Mine too.” Kelsey’s stomach twisted into a bundle of nerves. Already she was regretting her rash deception. Jadyn was the impulsive twin, not Kelsey. Well, except for the tattoo—she’d passed by a parlor a few days after the memorial service, and the next thing she knew, she was showing the artist a picture of Jadyn’s and asking for the same thing. And, okay, pulling the phone out of her bra had been a little impulsive. But she’d only done that because she’d been caught off guard.

      “I’ll see you on Friday, then,” Bryce said.

      He pulled her into another hug. This time Kelsey allowed herself to savor it. His arms were strong, just like she’d always imagined them to be, and he smelled like apple cider. Kelsey slowly wrapped her arms around him, hugging him back. For reasons that made no sense, her eyes began to sting with tears, and she quickly blinked them back.

      “I’ll text you sometime this week,” Bryce said, pulling away.

      “I’d like that.”

      “Bye, Jadyn.” Bryce gave her a crooked grin and sauntered away, his shoulders straight and walk confident once more.

      Kelsey leaned against the doors of the freezer section, her heart thundering in her chest. Had she really just agreed to a date with her high school crush while impersonating her sister? In her Batman pajamas? She must be insane.

      Kelsey turned around and grabbed a carton of double fudge brownie ice cream. Jasmine was never going to believe this.

      But as Kelsey waited in line to pay, she couldn’t help thinking that, insane or not, this was the most she’d looked forward to a Friday night in a really long time.
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      Back in junior high, there had been a blue-eyed, spiky-haired boy. Kelsey honestly couldn’t remember his name anymore, just that he’d been on the swim team, and both she and Jadyn had been twitterpated with him. Their crush had been especially obvious when he dove gracefully into the lane between theirs at practice.

      It had only taken a month into the new school year for Kelsey and Jadyn to start bickering over the boy. He’d walked Kelsey to class, but eaten lunch with Jadyn. By Halloween, the argument had turned into a full-on fight, and Kelsey and Jadyn spent nearly a week avoiding each other. Not an easy feat considering they shared a few classes and a bedroom.

      Kelsey had been the first to break down and apologize. They’d tearfully hugged, vowing to never let a boy come between them again.

      That’s when they’d created The Pact—the one that made a boy one hundred percent off limits if they both liked him. It was the only fair way to handle the situation and preserve their relationship.

      Kelsey chewed on a nail as she waited at a red stoplight. Back in high school, she’d been disappointed when Jadyn voiced a preference for Bryce. Kelsey had admitted to liking him too, and they’d both stayed true to The Pact. It had only taken a few weeks for Jadyn to develop a crush on someone else, but Kelsey had silently mourned when Bryce moved away the next year.

      And now Kelsey had a date with him.

      The light turned green and Kelsey eased her foot onto the gas, turning into her apartment parking lot. A date with Bryce. She shook her head. That was the last thing she’d expected tonight. And she had to wonder… was agreeing to the date still a violation of The Pact? She and Jadyn had never discussed the finer points of their agreement, like whether death nullified it. And whether you were breaking it if, while on the date with the boy you both liked, you were pretending to be the other twin.

      Kelsey killed the engine and grabbed her carton of ice cream. She trudged up the steps to her apartment, convincing herself it was totally fine. Jadyn wouldn’t want Bryce to live with regret, so this date with Bryce was a good thing. She’d be so boring that Bryce would wish he could watch paint dry instead, effectively curing him of his schoolboy crush. With any luck, he’d be equally dull. This was the very definition of a win-win situation. Probably.

      She kicked the door shut behind her and set the ice cream on the counter, quickly sending Jasmine a text. Ready for Eye in the Sky?

      Just got home from work. Be over as soon as I change.

      Kelsey grinned, pulling two bowls out of the cupboard and dishing them both a generous portion of ice cream.

      A date. She hadn’t been on a date in … well, too long. A year, maybe? Jadyn had usually been the one to set Kelsey up, and she’d only been asked out once or twice since the memorial service.

      Maybe Jasmine would let her raid her closet for something to wear, since all of Kelsey’s own clothes screamed “business lunch.” Not exactly the vibe she wanted to broadcast.

      Wait. Maybe it was. She was supposed to repel Bryce, not attract him, for both their sakes. Nothing sucked more than the pang of regret. She learned that all too well after Jadyn drowned.

      A knock sounded at the front door, and Kelsey called, “Come in!”

      Jasmine slipped inside, managing to look like she’d stepped out of a magazine in high-waisted yellow silk pajama pants that flowed over curves Kelsey envied. The yellow set off Jasmine’s dark skin, and her ebony hair was pulled up in a high ponytail that managed to look elegant instead of messy like Kelsey’s.

      “Sorry I’m late.” Jasmine flopped onto the couch, tucking her legs up underneath her. They’d met while working together on Jase and Cassidy’s wedding—Jasmine worked for the dress designer—and had become fast friends, only to discover they also lived in the same apartment complex. Not too surprising, considering they worked in the same business park as well, which was only a five-minute drive away. Now they had standing hangouts three times a week, work permitting, to watch their favorite reality TV shows.

      “Working on another wedding?” Kelsey asked.

      Jasmine’s eyes sparkled as she grabbed her ice cream, nestling the bowl in one hand. “We had a consultation with a very famous pop singer today, and Genevieve let me sit in on the meeting.”

      Kelsey leaned forward eagerly. “Who?”

      “Can’t say anything until the contract is signed. You know the drill.”

      Kelsey sighed, flopping back against the couch. “That’s so unfair.”

      “You’ll find out soon enough. She wants a quick wedding.” Jasmine took a bite of ice cream, letting out a groan of appreciation. “How did the wedding go? Cassidy looked absolutely amazing in the pictures you sent me. That dress fit her like a glove.”

      “The bridesmaids looked great, too,” Kelsey said, nudging Jasmine with her foot. She’d done most of the sewing on those, although it had been Genevieve’s design. “They are an absolutely adorable couple. I think they’ll be one of those celebrity couples that make it.”

      “I think so, too. They look so real in the tabloids, and Jase went on that Toujour cruise so you know he’s got his head on straight.”

      Kelsey laughed, shaking her head. Jasmine’s brother worked for Luke Ryder, who was married to the woman who ran the Los Angeles branch of Toujour.

      She took a bite of her ice cream, anticipation bubbling inside until she couldn’t hold it back any longer. “Something exciting happened to me tonight. Not at work, though.”

      “Oh?”

      “I have a date.”

      “What?” Jasmine let out a squeal. “Why have you kept that quiet for the last five minutes? Who’s the lucky guy?”

      Kelsey bit her lip, but it didn’t help—she knew she was grinning from ear to ear. “His name is Bryce Michaels.”

      “I don’t even need to know what he looks like.” Jasmine waved a hand through the air. “That’s definitely a hot guy name.”

      Kelsey laughed. “Oh, he’s definitely hot. Dark hair. Tall enough to be a basketball player. There’s a dimple in one cheek that’s just to die for.”

      “Oh man, he sounds amazing. How did you meet?”

      “I ran into him at the grocery store.” Kelsey blushed, looking down at her pajamas. “Yes, I was dressed like a hobo and buying ice cream. I’ll never mock your fashion advice again.”

      Jasmine threw back her head and laughed. “I’ve told you to stop going out in public like that. You must’ve been a real temptress to secure a date while wearing Batman pajamas. Maybe I should try it.”

      Kelsey’s gut twisted as reality settled in. What was she doing, sitting here giggling like she’d just secured a date? If he’d known she was Kelsey, he probably wouldn’t even have wanted to spend a few minutes catching up in the grocery store aisle.

      “Hey, what’s wrong?” Jasmine asked, frowning. “You look like someone just stole your puppy.”

      Kelsey took a slow bite of ice cream, giving herself time to think. She barely tasted the rich chocolate and brownies. “We knew each other in high school. I had a huge crush on him.”

      “That doesn’t sound so bad.”

      “No, I guess not.” Kelsey pursed her lips, thinking of the way her heart had ached every time Bryce grinned at her. She’d always suspected he was just being nice—that she was invisible beside Jadyn—and tonight had confirmed that. “Bryce was in band. He played the trombone, and I thought it was pretty much the sexiest instrument in the entire world. I never wished so badly that I’d decided to play the clarinet instead of the violin.”

      Jasmine laughed. “A trombone is sexy?”

      “Oh yeah. I went to every game our sophomore year just to watch him play. Jadyn thought I was there to support her, of course—she was in band, too. But really I was paying attention to Bryce.”

      “Ah. So you guys were friends in high school?”

      Kelsey cocked her head to the side, considering. “We didn’t run in the same crowds, but we would nod at each other in the hallway. One time we did a group project together for English, and we were lab partners in biology for a term.” The only time in her life she’d been eager for homework. “He was really nice and did a lot of humanitarian work. He was always heading up food drives, that sort of thing.”

      “Kelsey, I’m so excited for you! Clearly he had a crush on you, too, or he wouldn’t have asked you out.”

      If only. For a moment, Kelsey considered switching topics and not telling Jasmine the whole story. It was kind of humiliating, when you thought about it.

      But she couldn’t do it. She needed Jasmine’s help to figure out how to survive this date. “Yeah, I’m pretty sure he didn’t have a crush on me.”

      Jasmine raised one eyebrow. “Then why did he ask you out?”

      “Because he thought I was Jadyn. That’s who he had the crush on.” Just saying the words was painful.

      Jasmine dropped her spoon into her ice cream bowl with a clatter. “Dang. What did he say when you told him?”

      Kelsey dragged her spoon through the melting ice cream, not meeting Jasmine’s gaze. “I may or may not have neglected to clarify the situation.”

      “What? Kelsey, you have to tell him that Jadyn’s gone.”

      “Why?” Kelsey demanded.

      Jasmine crossed her arms and let out a loud sigh. “Seriously?”

      “Listen, okay? Bryce has had a crush on Jadyn since high school. If I tell him Jadyn’s dead, he’ll be devastated. You should’ve seen his face when he thought Jadyn was turning him down. He was crushed, Jasmine. Crushed. I couldn’t tell him she was dead.” Okay, she could have told him. But she really hadn’t wanted to.

      “So you decided to be her?” Jasmine set her bowl on the coffee table, shaking her head. “I can’t even picture you having this conversation. You aren’t the type of girl who impersonates her dead sister for a date.”

      “Hey, I didn’t judge you for going out with the unemployed former taco cart owner who didn’t know how to use deodorant.”

      “That was a setup!” Jasmine laughed, throwing the remote at Kelsey. She ducked, and it fell to the floor.

      “Yeah, well, I couldn’t take Bryce’s sad puppy dog eyes. If I tell him, he’ll think he’s missed his chance with Jadyn and be all regretful.”

      “He did miss his chance.”

      “Yeah, but he doesn’t know that. I’ll go on the date, be pleasant but bland, and we’ll never have to see each other again.”

      Jasmine shook her head, grabbing up her ice cream bowl once more. “You know this is going to end in disaster, right?”

      “Not necessarily.”

      “Oh, come on. I can’t believe he hasn’t found out about her passing already. What happens when he tries to add Jadyn on social media?”

      “Bryce isn’t really a tech guy. He wasn’t on social media much in high school.” Which had made finding out about him extremely difficult. “You should have seen his phone. It was like ten years old and an inch from total destruction.”

      “Okay, well, what about when he runs into someone else from high school—someone who knows Jadyn’s dead? What happens when he runs an internet search on her name and finds news articles from the accident? Or her obituary? It’s kind of strange he hasn’t heard already.”

      Kelsey took an angry bite of ice cream, wincing when she bit down too hard on the metal spoon. It was pretty odd that he didn’t already know. Their graduating class had been huge, but Jadyn had been popular, and Kelsey had seen the article on the accident shared dozens of times on social media.

      Dang it. Why did Jasmine have to be so freaking right? Bryce would find out about the accident eventually, and when he put two-and-two together, he’d think Kelsey was a complete jerk. Stupid Pop Rocks in her stomach, clouding her judgment. She should’ve told him about Jadyn at the grocery store. But she hadn’t, and now things were about to get incredibly awkward.

      “You’ve made your point,” Kelsey said. “This sucks.”

      “So you’re going to tell him?”

      “Yeah, and now he’s going to think I’m some weird, creepy girl who gets her jollies from stealing the identities of the dead.” Kelsey shoved another large spoonful of ice cream in her mouth, blinking back tears. “I’m such an idiot. He’s going to hate me.”
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