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Spencer looked around again for someone hiding in the bushes or giggling on the DiLaurentises’ old porch, but all was silent.

         It felt like they were the only people outside for miles.

     


      Then Hanna turned the postcard over and squinted hard at the message there. ‘Oh my God.’


      ‘What?’ Spencer asked. Hanna didn’t answer, just shook her head frantically and passed the postcard to her.


      One by one, each girl read the inscription on the back. Spencer covered her eyes. Emily mouthed no. When it was Aria’s turn, she focused on the capital letters. Her stomach tightened and her mind began to spin.

     


      



         I hear Jamaica is beautiful this time of year. Too bad the four of you can’t EVER go back there. Missed you! – A
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      To all the Pretty Little Liars readers and fans






      
      



         Before you embark on a journey of revenge, dig two graves.
        

         – Confucius

      








      Some Friendships Never Die

      Have you ever known someone with nine lives? Like that daredevil who broke seven bones in his body last summer but somehow
         led his team in goals this lacrosse season. Or the two-faced girl who sat next to you in geometry – even though she cheated
         on tests and backstabbed her friends, the bitch always landed gracefully on her feet. Mrow.
     

      Relationships can have nine lives, too – how about the boyfriend you fought and made up with for two years straight? Or the
         conniving BFF you forgave again and again? She was never truly dead to you, was she? But maybe it would be better if she was.
     

      Four pretty girls from Rosewood find themselves faced with an old frenemy they thought had gone up in flames – literally.
         But they should know by now that nothing in Rosewood is ever really over. In fact, some long-lost besties live on to get exactly
         what they want.
     

      Revenge.

      *

‘Last one off the cliff buys dinner!’ Spencer Hastings double-knotted the strings of her Ralph Lauren bikini and scampered
         to the edge of the rocks overlooking the most beautiful turquoise ocean she’d ever seen. That was saying a lot, considering
         the Hastings family had been to practically every island in the Caribbean, even the tiny ones that required a private plane
         to reach.
     

      ‘Right behind you!’ Aria Montgomery called, kicking off her Havaianas flip-flops and winding her long, blue-black hair into
         a bun. She didn’t bother taking off the bracelets on each arm or the feather earrings dangling from her earlobes.
     

      ‘Out of my way!’ Hanna Marin smoothed her hands over her narrow hips – well, hopefully they were still narrow after the massive plate of fried clams she’d eaten at the welcome-to-Jamaica fish fry that afternoon.
     

      Emily Fields pulled up the rear, leaving her T-shirt on a large, flat rock. As she reached the edge and peered down, a wave
         of wooziness hit her. She halted in her tracks and covered her mouth until the feeling passed.
     

      The girls jumped off the cliff and hit the warm, tropical water at exactly the same time. They surfaced, giggling – they’d
         all won and lost! – and staring at The Cliffs, the Jamaican resort high above their heads. The pink stucco building, which housed
         the rooms, yoga studio, dance club, and spa, towered into the clouds, and several people loitered on their shaded balconies
         or swilled cocktails on the deck. Palm trees swayed, and island birds cawed. The faintest tinkling of a steel drum rendition
         of Bob Marley’s ‘Redemption Song’ floated through the air.
     

‘Paradise,’ Spencer whispered. The others murmured in agreement.

      This was the ideal spring break retreat, the complete opposite of Rosewood, Pennsylvania, where the four girls lived. Sure,
         the Philadelphia suburb was like a picture-postcard, resplendent with thick, lush woods, expansive mansions, idyllic horse
         trails, quaint old barns, and crumbling seventeenth-century estates, but after what had happened just a few months before,
         the girls needed a change of scenery. They needed to forget that Alison DiLaurentis, the girl they used to admire and adore,
         the girl everyone wanted to be, had almost killed them.
     

      Forgetting was impossible, though. Even though two months had passed since it happened, the memories haunted them, visions
         rising up like ghosts. Like how Alison took their hands and told each of them she wasn’t her twin sister, Courtney, as her
         parents had claimed, but their best friend back from the grave. Or how Ali invited them into her family’s Poconos house, saying
         it would be the perfect reunion. How, shortly after they’d arrived, Ali led them to an upstairs bedroom and begged them to
         let her hypnotize them just like she had done the night she disappeared in seventh grade. Then she slammed the door, locked
         it from the outside, and slid a note underneath telling them exactly who she was … and who she wasn’t.
     

      Her name was Ali, all right. But it turned out they hadn’t been friends with the real Ali at all. The girl who wrote that note at the Poconos house wasn’t the same girl who’d plucked Spencer, Aria, Emily, and
         Hanna out of obscurity at the Rosewood Charity Drive at the beginning of sixth grade. Nor was she the girl with whom they’d
         swapped outfits, gossiped, competed, and crushed on for a year and a half. That had been Courtney all along, posing as Ali,
         stepping into her life shortly after sixth grade began. This Ali, the real Ali, was a stranger. A girl who hated them with every ounce of her being. A girl who was A, the evil text-messager who’d
         killed Ian Thomas, burned down the woods behind Spencer’s house, got the girls arrested, murdered Jenna Cavanaugh for knowing
         too much, and killed her twin sister Courtney – their Ali – the fateful night of the girls’ seventh-grade sleepover. And she planned on offing them next.
     

      As soon as the girls read the last horrible sentence of the letter, their noses twitched with the scent of smoke – the real
         Ali had doused the house in gas and lit a match. They’d escaped just in time, but Ali hadn’t been as lucky. When the cabin
         exploded, Ali was still inside.
     

      Or was she? There were lots of rumors that she’d made it out alive. The whole story was public now, including the twin switch, and
         even though she was a cold-blooded killer, some people were still fascinated with the real Ali all the same. There had been
         claims of Ali sightings in Denver, or Minneapolis, or Palm Springs. The girls tried not to think of that, though. They had
         to move on. They had nothing to fear anymore.
     

      Two figures appeared at the top of the cliff. One was Noel Kahn, Aria’s boyfriend; the other was Mike Montgomery, her brother
         and Hanna’s boyfriend. The girls paddled for the steps carved into the rock.
     

      Noel handed Aria a big fluffy towel that had THE CLIFFS, NEGRIL, JAMAICA stitched at the bottom in red thread. ‘You’re so sexy in that bikini.’
     

‘Yeah, right.’ Aria ducked her head and stared at her pale limbs. Certainly not as hot as the blond goddesses just down the
         beach who’d spent the whole day rubbing tanning oil on their long arms and legs. Had she caught Noel checking them out, or
         was that just her jealous paranoia getting the best of her?
     

      ‘I’m serious.’ Noel pinched Aria’s butt. ‘I’m holding you to skinny-dipping on this trip. And when we go to Iceland, we’re
         getting naked in those geothermal pools.’
     

      Aria blushed.

      Noel elbowed her. ‘You are excited about Iceland, aren’t you?’
     

      ‘Of course!’ Noel had surprised Aria with tickets for her, himself, Hanna, and Mike to go to Iceland this summer – all expenses
         paid by the über-rich Kahn family. Aria certainly couldn’t say no – she’d spent an idyllic three years in Iceland after Ali,
         their Ali, vanished. But she felt a strange resistance about the trip, an eerie premonition that she shouldn’t go. Why, she wasn’t
         sure.
     

      After the girls slipped on their sarongs, beach dresses, and, in Emily’s case, an oversized Urban Outfitters tee with the
         words MERCI BEAUCOUP printed across the front, Noel and Mike led them to a table at the tropical rooftop restaurant. Tons of other kids also on
         spring break stood at the bar, flirting and doing shots. A knot of girls in mini-dresses and high, strappy heels giggled in
         a corner. Tall, sunburned guys in board shorts, snug-fitting polos, and sockless Pumas clinked beer bottles and talked sports.
         The air had an electric pulse, sparkling with the promise of illicit hookups, drunken memories, and late-night swims in the
         resort’s saltwater pool.
     

The air throbbed with something else, too, something the four girls noticed instantly. Excitement, certainly … but also a
         hint of danger. It felt like one of those nights that could go either wonderfully right … or terribly wrong.
     

      Noel stood. ‘Drinks? What do we want?’

      ‘Red Stripe,’ Hanna answered. Spencer and Aria nodded in agreement.

      ‘Emily?’ Noel turned to her.

      ‘Just a ginger ale,’ Emily said.

      Spencer touched her arm. ‘Are you okay?’ Emily wasn’t a big partier, but it was weird that she wasn’t splurging even a little
         on vacation.
     

      Emily pressed her hand to her mouth. Then she rose clumsily from the table and wheeled toward the small bathroom in the corner.
         ‘I just have to …’
     

      Everyone watched as she wove around the kids on the dance floor and shoved hurriedly through the pink bathroom door. Mike
         winced. ‘Is it Montezuma’s revenge?’
     

      ‘I don’t know …’ Aria said. They’d been careful not to drink tap water here. But Emily hadn’t been herself since the fire.
         She’d been in love with Ali. To have the girl she thought was her best friend and longtime crush return, break her heart,
         and try to kill her must have been doubly devastating.
     

      Hanna’s cell phone buzzed, breaking the silence. She pulled it out of her straw beach bag and groaned. ‘Well, it’s official.
         My dad’s running for Senate. This dork on his campaign staff is already asking to meet with me when I get back.’
     

      ‘Really?’ Aria looped her arm around Hanna’s shoulders. ‘Hanna, that’s amazing!’

‘If he wins, you’ll be a First Daughter!’ Spencer said. ‘You’ll be in the society magazines!’

      Mike skootched his chair closer to Hanna. ‘Can I be your personal Secret Service agent?’

      Hanna reached for a handful of plantain chips from a bowl on the table and shoved them into her mouth. ‘I won’t be the First
         Daughter. Kate will.’ Her dad’s step-daughter and new wife were his true family now. Hanna and her mother were the rejects.
     

      As Aria playfully slapped Hanna’s hand, the bracelets on her wrist rattled. ‘You’re better than she is, and you know it.’

      Hanna rolled her eyes dismissively, though she was grateful to Aria for trying to cheer her up. That was the one good thing
         that had come out of the Ali disaster: The four of them were best friends again, their bond even stronger than it was in seventh
         grade. They’d vowed to remain friends forever. Nothing would ever come between them again.
     

      Noel returned with the drinks, and everyone clinked glasses and said ‘Yeah, mon!’ in faux-Jamaican accents. Emily staggered back from the bathroom, still looking seasick, but smiled cheerfully as she sipped
         her ginger ale.
     

      After dinner, Noel and Mike wandered over to an air hockey table in the corner and began to play. The DJ cranked up the music,
         and Alicia Keys blasted over the stereo. Several people writhed on the dance floor. A boy with wavy brown hair and a buff
         physique caught Spencer’s eye and beckoned her to join him.
     

      Aria nudged her. ‘Go for it, Spence!’

      Spencer turned away, blushing. ‘Uch, skeevy!’
     

‘He looks like the perfect Andrew cure,’ Hanna urged. Andrew Campbell, Spencer’s boyfriend, had broken up with her a month
         ago – apparently, Spencer’s ordeal with Ali and A was ‘just too intense’ for him to handle. Wuss.
     

      Spencer gazed at the guy on the dance floor again. Admittedly, he was cute in his long khaki shorts and laceless boat shoes.
         Then she spied the insignia on his polo. PRINCETON CREW. Princeton was her top-choice school.
     

      Hanna brightened, noticing the polo, too. ‘Spence! It’s a sign! You guys could end up being dorm mates!’

      Spencer looked away. ‘It’s not like I’m going to get in.’

      The girls exchanged a surprised glance. ‘Of course you will,’ Emily said quietly.

      Spencer reached for her beer and took a hearty swig, ignoring their inquisitive stares. The truth was, she’d let her schoolwork
         go in the past few months – wouldn’t anyone, after their supposed BFF tried to kill them? The last time she checked with her
         guidance counselor about her class rank, she’d slipped to twenty-seventh place. No one ranked that low ever got into an Ivy.
     

      ‘I’d rather hang out with you guys,’ Spencer said. She didn’t want to think about school on vacation.

      Aria, Emily, and Hanna shrugged, then raised their glasses once more. ‘To us,’ Aria said.

      ‘To friendship,’ Hanna agreed.

      Each of the girls let their minds go to a Zen-like place, and for the first time in days they didn’t automatically think of
         their horrible past. No A notes blinked in their minds. Rosewood felt like it was in a different solar system.
     

The DJ put on an old Madonna song, and Spencer rose from her seat. ‘Let’s dance, guys.’

      The others started to jump up, too, but Emily grabbed Spencer’s arm tightly, pulling her back down. ‘Don’t move.’

      ‘What?’ Spencer stared at her. ‘Why?’

      Emily’s eyes were saucers, her gaze fixed on something by the spiral staircase. ‘Look.’
     

      The girls turned and squinted. A thin blond girl in a bright yellow sundress had appeared on the landing. She had striking
         blue eyes, pink-lined lips, and a scar over her right eyebrow. Even from where they were sitting they could make out more
         scars on her body: puckered skin on her arms, lacerations on her neck, withered flesh on her bare legs. But despite the scars,
         she radiated beauty and confidence.
     

      ‘What is it?’ Aria murmured.

      ‘Do you know her?’ Spencer asked.

      ‘Can’t you see?’ Emily whispered, her voice quivering. ‘Isn’t it obvious?’

      ‘What are we supposed to be looking at?’ Aria said softly, worriedly.

      ‘That girl.’ Emily turned to them, her face pale, her lips bloodless. ‘It’s … Ali.’
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      Pretty Little Party

      
      A pudgy caterer with impeccably manicured hands thrust a tray of steaming, gooey cheese into Spencer Hastings’s face. ‘Baked
         Brie?’
     

      
      Spencer selected a cracker and took a big bite. Delicious. It wasn’t every day that a caterer served her baked Brie in her very own kitchen, but on this particular Saturday night,
         her mother was throwing a party to welcome a new family to the neighborhood. Mrs Hastings hadn’t been in the mood to play
         hostess the last few months, but she’d had a burst of social enthusiasm.
     

      
      As if on cue, Veronica Hastings bustled into the room in a cloud of Chanel No. 5, fastening dangling earrings to her earlobes
         and sliding a large diamond ring onto her finger. The ring was a recent purchase – her mother had exchanged every piece of
         jewelry Spencer’s dad had ever bought her for all-new baubles. Her ash-blond hair hung straight and smooth to her chin, her
         eyes looked wide and huge thanks to expertly applied makeup, and she wore a fitted black sheath dress that showed off her
         Pilates-toned arms.
     

      
      
      ‘Spencer, your friend’s here to work coat check,’ Mrs Hastings said hurriedly as she put a couple of stray dishes from the
         sink into the dishwasher and gave the island yet another spray with Fantastik, even though she’d had a team scour the house
         only an hour before. ‘Maybe you should see if she needs anything.’
     

      
      ‘Who?’ Spencer wrinkled her nose. She hadn’t asked anyone to work tonight’s event. Usually her mom hired students from Hollis
         College, the university down the road, to do it.
     

      
      Mrs Hastings let out an impatient sigh and checked her flawless reflection in the stainless steel refrigerator door. ‘Emily
         Fields. I’ve set her up by the study.’
     

      
      Spencer stiffened. Emily was here? She certainly hadn’t invited her.
     

      
      She couldn’t remember the last time she’d spoken to Emily – it had to be months. But her mother – and the rest of the world
         – still thought they were close friends. The People magazine cover was to blame – it hit newsstands shortly after the Real Ali tried to kill them and featured Spencer, Emily,
         Aria, and Hanna entangled in a four-girl hug. VERY PRETTY, BUT DEFINITELY NOT LIARS, the headline said. Recently, a reporter called the Hastings house to request a reunion interview with Spencer – the anniversary
         of that terrible night in the Poconos was next Saturday, and the public wanted to know how the girls were doing a year later.
         Spencer had declined. She was sure the others had, too.
     

      
      ‘Spence?’

      
      Spencer whirled around. Mrs Hastings was gone, but Spencer’s older sister, Melissa, stood in her place, her body wrapped in
         a chic gray belted raincoat. A pair of skinny black pants from J. Crew covered her long legs.
     

      
      
      ‘Hey.’ Melissa reached out and gave Spencer a big hug, and Spencer got a huge whiff of – what else? – Chanel No. 5. Melissa
         was a mommy clone, but Spencer tried not to hold it against her.
     

      
      ‘It’s so good to see you!’ Melissa crooned as if she were a long-lost aunt who hadn’t seen Spencer since she was a toddler,
         even though they’d gone skiing at Bachelor Gulch, Colorado, two months ago.
     

      
      Then, someone stepped out from behind her. ‘Hi, Spencer,’ said the man to Melissa’s right. He looked odd in a jacket, tie,
         and khaki pants with perfectly ironed creases in the legs; Spencer was used to seeing him in a Rosewood Police Department
         uniform with a gun on his belt. Darren – aka Officer Wilden – had been the lead detective in the Alison DiLaurentis murder
         investigation. He’d questioned Spencer about the missing Ali – who had actually been Courtney – countless times.
     

      
      ‘H-Hey,’ Spencer said as Wilden wound his fingers around Melissa’s. The two of them had been dating for almost a year now,
         but it still seemed like a crazy match. If Melissa and Wilden registered profiles on eHarmony, the service wouldn’t connect
         them up in a trillion years.
     

      
      In a previous life, Wilden had been the bad boy of Rosewood Day, the private school in town everyone attended – the kid who
         wrote dirty messages on the bathroom walls and smoked joints in full view of the gym teacher. Melissa, on the other hand,
         was the do-gooder valedictorian and Homecoming queen whose idea of getting drunk was eating half an Irish Cream liqueur truffle.
         Spencer also knew that Wilden grew up in an Amish community in Lancaster, Pennsylvania, but ran away as a teenager. Had he shared that juicy piece of gossip with her sister yet?
     

      
      ‘I saw Emily when I came in,’ Wilden said. ‘Are you guys going to watch that crazy made-for-TV movie next weekend?’

      
      ‘Uh …’ Spencer pretended to straighten her blouse, not wanting to answer the question. Wilden was referring to Pretty Little Killer, a cheesy cable docu-drama retelling the story of the real Ali’s return, rampage as A, and death. In a parallel life, the
         four of them would probably watch the movie together, analyzing the girls who’d been chosen to play them, groaning over inaccurate dialogue,
         and wincing at Ali’s insanity.
     

      
      But not now. After Jamaica, their friendship began to disintegrate. Nowadays, Spencer couldn’t even be in the same room with
         any of her old friends without feeling antsy and flushed.
     

      
      ‘What are you guys doing here?’ Spencer asked, steering the conversation away from the past. ‘Not that I mind, of course.’ She shot Melissa a kind smile. The sisters had had their issues in the past, but they’d tried to put all of
         that behind them after the fire last year.
     

      
      ‘Oh, we’re just stopping by to grab a couple of boxes I left behind in my old room,’ Melissa said. ‘Then we’re off to Kitchens
         and Beyond. Did I tell you? I’m redoing my kitchen again! I want it to have a more Mediterranean theme. And Darren’s moving
         in with me!’
     

      
      Spencer raised an eyebrow at Wilden. ‘What about your job in Rosewood?’ Melissa lived in a luxuriously renovated townhouse
         on Rittenhouse Square in Philadelphia, a gift from their parents for graduating from Penn. ‘That’s going to be a long commute from Philly every day.’
     

      
      Wilden grinned. ‘I resigned from the police force last month. Melissa got me a job working security at the Philadelphia Museum
         of Art. I’ll get to run up those marble stairs like Rocky every day.’
     

      
      ‘And protect valuable paintings,’ Melissa reminded him.
     

      
      ‘Oh.’ Wilden tugged at his collar. ‘Yeah. Right.’

      
      ‘So who’s this party for, anyway?’ Wilden grabbed two glasses from the granite-topped kitchen island and poured himself and
         Melissa some pinot noir.
     

      
      Spencer shrugged and gazed into the living room. ‘A new family that moved into the house across the street. I guess Mom’s
         trying to make a good impression.’
     

      
      Wilden straightened. ‘The Cavanaugh house? Someone bought that place?’

      
      Melissa clucked her tongue. ‘They must have gotten an amazing deal. I wouldn’t live there if they gave it to me for free.’

      
      ‘I guess they’re trying to wipe the slate clean,’ Spencer mumbled.

      
      ‘Well, cheers to that.’ Melissa tipped the glass to her mouth.

      
      Spencer stared at the streaky patterns in the travertine floor tile. It was pretty crazy that someone bought the Cavanaughs’ old place – both Cavanaugh children had died while living there. Toby committed
         suicide shortly after he’d returned to Rosewood from reform school. Jenna had been strangled and thrown into a ditch behind
         the house … by Ali – the real Ali.
     

      
      
      ‘So, Spencer.’ Wilden turned to her again. ‘You’ve been keeping a secret.’

      
      Spencer’s head jerked up, her blood pressure jumping. ‘E-excuse me?’ Wilden had a detective’s instincts. Could he tell she
         was hiding something? Surely he didn’t know about Jamaica. No one could know about that for as long as she lived.
     

      
      ‘You got into Princeton!’ Wilden cried. ‘Congratulations!’

      
      Air slowly filled Spencer’s lungs again. ‘Oh. Yeah. I found out about a month ago.’

      
      ‘I couldn’t help bragging to him, Spence.’ Melissa beamed. ‘I hope you don’t mind.’

      
      ‘And early decision, too.’ Wilden’s eyebrows rose. ‘Amazing!’

      
      ‘Thanks.’ But Spencer’s skin felt prickly, like she’d spent too much time in the sun. It had taken a Herculean effort to claw
         her way back to the top of the class rankings and secure a spot at Princeton. She wasn’t exactly proud of everything she’d
         done, but she’d made it.
     

      
      Mrs Hastings burst back into the kitchen and clapped her hands on Spencer and Melissa’s shoulders. ‘Why aren’t you two circulating?
         I’ve been talking about my brilliant daughters for the past ten minutes! I want to show you off!’
     

      
      ‘Mom,’ Spencer whined, though secretly she felt happy that her mom was proud of both of them, not just Melissa.
     

      
      Mrs Hastings just steered Spencer toward the door. Luckily, Mrs Norwood, a woman Spencer’s mother regularly played tennis
         with, blocked their way. When she spied Mrs Hastings, her eyes popped. She grabbed Mrs Hastings’s wrists. ‘Veronica! I’ve
         been dying to talk to you! Well played, darling!’
     

      
      
      ‘I’m sorry?’ Mrs Hastings stopped and offered her a broad, fake smile.

      
      Mrs Norwood lowered her chin coyly and winked. ‘Don’t pretend nothing’s going on! I know about Nicholas Pennythistle! Quite
         a catch!’
     

      
      Mrs Hastings went pale. ‘O-oh.’ Her eyes flitted to her two daughters. ‘Uh, I haven’t exactly told—’

      
      ‘Who’s Nicholas Pennythistle?’ Melissa interrupted, her voice sharp.

      
      ‘A catch?’ Spencer repeated.
     

      
      Mrs Norwood instantly realized her gaffe and backed into the living room. Mrs Hastings faced her daughters. A vein protruded
         prominently in her neck. ‘Um, Darren, would you excuse us for a moment?’
     

      
      Wilden nodded and headed into the main room. Mrs Hastings sank onto one of the barstools and sighed. ‘Look, I was going to
         tell you this evening after everyone left. I’m dating someone new. His name is Nicholas Pennythistle, and I think it’s serious.
         I’d like you to meet him.’
     

      
      Spencer’s mouth dropped. ‘Isn’t it a little soon?’ How could her mom be dating again? The divorce had only been finalized
         a few months ago. Before Christmas, she was still moping around the house in sweats and slippers.
     

      
      Mrs Hastings sniffed defensively. ‘No, it’s not too soon, Spencer.’

      
      ‘Does Dad know?’ Spencer saw her father practically every weekend, the two of them attending art exhibits and watching documentaries
         in his new Old City penthouse. Recently, Spencer had noticed hints of a woman in her dad’s apartment – an extra toothbrush
         in his bathroom, a bottle of pinot grigio in the fridge – and figured he was seeing someone. It had all felt way too soon. But now her mom was seeing someone, too. Ironically, Spencer was the only person
         in her family not dating.
     

      
      ‘Yes, your father knows.’ Mrs Hastings sounded exasperated. ‘I told him yesterday.’

      
      A waitress stepped back into the kitchen. Mrs Hastings stuck her glass out for more champagne. ‘I’d like you girls to have
         dinner at the Goshen Inn with Nicholas, myself, and his children tomorrow night, so clear your schedules. And wear something
         nice.’
     

      
      ‘Children?’ Spencer squeaked. This was getting worse and worse. She pictured spending the evening with two small brats with
         big ringlet curls and a penchant for torturing small animals.
     

      
      ‘Zachary is eighteen, and Amelia is fifteen,’ Mrs Hastings answered crisply.

      
      ‘Well, I think it’s wonderful, Mom,’ Melissa said, beaming brightly. ‘Of course you should move on! Good for you!’

      
      Spencer knew she should say something to that effect, too, but nothing came to her. She was the one who’d exposed their father’s
         past affair with Ali’s mother, and that Ali and Courtney were Spencer and Melissa’s half siblings. It wasn’t like she’d meant
         to – A made her.
     

      
      ‘Now mingle, girls! It’s a party!’ Mrs Hastings grabbed Melissa and Spencer’s arms and shoved them into the living room.

      
      Spencer staggered into the space, which had filled up with people from the neighborhood, the country club, and the Rosewood
         Day parents’ association. A bunch of kids Spencer had known since kindergarten gathered by the big bay window on the side of the house, not-so-secretly sipping glasses of champagne. Naomi Zeigler shrieked as Mason Byers tickled
         her. Sean Ackard was deep in conversation with Gemma Curran. But Spencer didn’t feel like speaking to any of them.
     

      
      Instead, she walked toward the bar – she might as well get a drink for this – and instantly her heel caught on the lip of
         the carpet. Her legs went out from under her, and suddenly she was airborne. She reached out for one of the heavy oil paintings
         on the wall and steadied herself before she did a nose-plant to the floor, but several heads turned and stared right at her.
     

      
      Emily caught Spencer’s eye before Spencer could look away. She offered Spencer the most tentative of waves. Spencer turned
         back for the kitchen. They were not talking right now. Or ever.
     

      
      The temperature in the kitchen felt even hotter than it had been a moment before. The mingling smells of fried appetizers
         and pungent foreign cheeses made Spencer woozy. She bent over the island, taking deep breaths. When she looked into the living
         room again, Emily’s eyes were lowered. Good.
     

      
      But someone else was staring at her instead. Wilden had clearly seen the silent exchange with Emily. Spencer could almost
         see the gears in the ex-detective’s head turning: What could have caused their picture-perfect, magazine-cover friendship
         to crash and burn?
     

      
      Spencer slammed the kitchen door shut and retreated to the basement, bringing a bottle of champagne with her. Too bad, Wilden. That was a secret neither he nor anyone else would ever know.
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      Furs, Friends, And Far-Off Giggles

      
      ‘Please don’t use a wire hanger,’ a silver-haired matron said gruffly as she stripped off a Burberry trench and hefted it
         into Emily Fields’s arms. Then, without even a thank you, the woman glided toward the center of the Hastings’ living room
         and helped herself to a canapé. Snob.
     

      
      Emily hung the coat, which smelled like a mix of eau de toilette, cigarettes, and wet dog, on a hanger, affixed a coat check
         tag to it, and placed it gently in the large oak closet in Mr Hastings’s study. Spencer’s two Labra doodles, Rufus and Beatrice,
         panted behind the doggie gate, frustrated that they were cordoned off for the party. Emily patted both their heads, and they
         wagged their tails. At least they were happy to see her.
     

      
      When she returned to her perch at the coat check table, she looked cautiously around the room. Spencer had slipped back into
         the kitchen and hadn’t come out again. Emily wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or disappointed.
     

      
      The Hastings house was the same as ever: Old paintings of relatives hung in the foyer, fussy French chairs and couches sat in the living room, and heavy gilded curtains covered the windows. Back in sixth and seventh grades, Emily, Spencer,
         Ali, and the others had pretended this room was a chamber in Versailles. Ali and Spencer used to fight over who got to be
         Marie Antoinette; Emily was usually relegated to a lady-in-waiting. Once, as Marie, Ali made Emily give her a foot massage.
         ‘You know you love it,’ she teased.
     

      
      Despair rolled over Emily like a strong ocean wave. It was painful to think about the past. If only she could box up those
         memories, mail them to the South Pole, and be free of them for good.
     

      
      ‘You’re slouching,’ hissed a voice.

      
      Emily looked up. Her mother stood in front of her, her brow wrinkled and the corners of her lips crumpled into a scowl. She
         wore a blue dress that hit at an unattractive spot between her knees and her calves, and she carried a fake-snakeskin bag
         under her arm like it was a loaf of French bread.
     

      
      ‘And smile,’ Mrs Fields added. ‘You look miserable.’

      
      Emily shrugged. What was she supposed to do, grin like a maniac? Burst into song? ‘This job isn’t exactly fun,’ she pointed
         out.
     

      
      Mrs Fields’s nostrils flared. ‘Mrs Hastings was very nice to give you this opportunity. Please don’t quit this like you quit
         everything else.’
     

      
      Ouch. Emily hid behind a curtain of reddish-blond hair. ‘I’m not going to quit.’
     

      
      ‘Just do your job, then. Make some money. Lord knows every bit counts.’

      
      Mrs Fields marched away, putting on a friendly face for the neighbors. Emily slumped in the chair, fighting back tears. Don’t quit this like you quit everything else. Her mom had been furious when Emily walked off the swim team last June without any explanation, spending the summer in Philadelphia
         instead. Emily hadn’t rejoined the Rosewood Day team in the fall, either. In the world of competitive swimming, missing a
         couple of months spelled trouble, especially during college scholarship time. Missing two seasons equaled doom.
     

      
      Her parents were devastated. Don’t you realize we can’t pay for college if you don’t get a scholarship? Don’t you realize you’re throwing your future away?

      
      Emily didn’t know how to answer them. There was no way she could tell them why she’d quit the team. Not for as long as she
         lived.
     

      
      She’d finally rejoined her old club team a couple of weeks ago and hoped that a college scout might take pity on her and give
         her a last-minute spot. A recruiter from the University of Arizona had been interested in her last year, and Emily had clung
         to the notion that he would still want her for the team. But earlier today, she’d had to let go of that dream, too.
     

      
      Pulling her phone from her bag, she once again checked the rejection email that had come in from the scout. Sorry to say … just not enough room … good luck. Looking at the words, Emily’s stomach swirled.
     

      
      Suddenly, the room smelled pungently of roasted garlic and cinnamon Altoids. The string quartet sawing away in the corner
         sounded hideously out of tune. The walls closed in around Emily’s sides. What was she going to do next year? Get a job and
         live at home? Go to community college? She had to get out of Rosewood – if she stayed here, the terrible memories would swallow her up until there was nothing
         left of her.
     

      
      A tall, black-haired girl near the china cabinet caught her eye. Aria.
     

      
      Emily’s heart began to pound. Spencer had acted like she’d seen a ghost when they’d locked eyes, but maybe Aria would be different.
         As she watched Aria gazing at the knickknacks in the cabinet – acting like the objects in the room mattered more than the
         people, something she’d always done when she was left alone at parties – Emily was suddenly overtaken by nostalgia. She stepped
         out from behind the coat-check table and moved toward her old friend. If only she could rush over to Aria and ask her how
         she was. Tell her what had happened with the swimming scholarship. Solicit a sorely needed hug. If only the four of them hadn’t
         gone to Jamaica together, she could have.
     

      
      To her surprise, Aria looked up and focused on Emily. Her eyes widened. Her lips pursed.

      
      Emily straightened and offered her a small smile. ‘H-hey.’

      
      Aria flinched. ‘Hey.’

      
      ‘I can take that for you if you want.’ Emily gestured to Aria’s purple trench coat, which was still knotted tightly around
         her waist. Emily had been with Aria when she’d bought it at a thrift shop in Philly last year, shortly before they went on
         spring break together. Spencer and Hanna had told Aria that the coat smelled like an old lady, but Aria bought it anyway.
     

      
      Aria placed her hands in the coat pockets. ‘That’s okay.’

      
      
      ‘The coat looks really good on you,’ Emily added. ‘Purple has always been your color.’

      
      A muscle at Aria’s jaw twitched. She looked like she wanted to say something, but closed her mouth tightly. Then her eyes
         brightened at something across the room. Noel Kahn, her boyfriend, swooped over to Aria and wrapped his arms around her. ‘I
         was looking for you.’
     

      
      Aria kissed him hello, then wheeled away without giving Emily another word.

      
      A group of people in the middle of the room burst into laughter. Mr Kahn, who was staggering as though he’d had too much to
         drink, started fiddling on the Hastingses’ piano, playing the right hand part to the ‘Blue Danube Waltz.’ All at once, Emily
         couldn’t bear to watch the party any longer. She tumbled through the front door just before the tears started to fall.
     

      
      Outside, the air was unseasonably warm for February. She trudged around the side of the house to the Has tings’ backyard,
         tears rolling silently down her cheeks.
     

      
      The view in Spencer’s backyard was so different now. The historic barn that had stood at the back of the property was gone
         – Real Ali had burned it down last year. Only scorched, black dirt remained. Emily doubted anything would ever grow in that
         spot again.
     

      
      Next door was the DiLaurentises’ old house. Maya St Germain, whom Emily had had a thing with junior year, still lived there,
         though Emily hardly saw Maya anymore. In the front yard, the Ali Shrine, which had stood for so long after Courtney’s – her Ali’s – death on the DiLaurentises’ old curb, was gone, too. The public was still obsessed – the newspapers were already
         running Alison DiLaurentis Fire Anniversary features, and then there was Pretty Little Killer, that awful Alison biopic – but no one wanted to eulogize a murderer.
     

      
      Thinking about it, Emily slipped her hand into her jeans pocket and felt for the silky tassel she’d carried with her for the
         past year. Just feeling that it was still there calmed her down.
     

      
      A small cry rang out, and Emily turned. Just twenty feet away, almost blending into the trunk of the Hastingses’ giant oak,
         stood a teenage girl bouncing a bundled baby. ‘Shhh,’ the girl cooed. Then she glanced over at Emily, smiling apologetically.
         ‘Sorry. I came out here to keep her quiet, but it’s not working.’
     

      
      ‘It’s okay.’ Emily covertly wiped her eyes. She glanced at the tiny baby. ‘What’s her name?’

      
      ‘Grace.’ The girl shifted the baby higher in her arms. ‘Say hi, Grace.’

      
      ‘Is she …yours?’ The girl looked about Emily’s age.
     

      
      ‘Oh God, no.’ The girl laughed. ‘She’s my mom’s. But she’s inside, schmoozing, so I’m on nanny duty.’ She shifted for something
         in the big diaper bag on her shoulder. ‘Would you mind holding her for a second? I have to get her bottle, but it’s way at
         the bottom.’
     

      
      Emily blinked. She hadn’t held a baby in a long time. ‘Well, okay …’

      
      The girl handed Emily the baby, who was swaddled in a pink blanket and smelled like powder. Her little red mouth opened wide
         and tears dotted her eyes. ‘It’s okay,’ Emily told her ‘You can cry. I don’t mind.’
     

      
      A wrinkle formed on Grace’s tiny brow. She shut her mouth and stared at Emily curiously. Tumultuous feelings rushed through Emily. Her memories pulsed close, ready to break free, but she quickly pushed them down deep.
     

      
      The girl raised her head from the diaper bag. ‘Hey! You’re a natural. Do you have young brothers or sisters?’

      
      Emily bit her lip. ‘No, just older ones. But I’ve done a lot of babysitting.’

      
      ‘It shows.’ She smiled. ‘I’m Chloe Roland. My family just moved here from Charlotte.’

      
      Emily introduced herself. ‘Where are you going to school?’

      
      ‘Rosewood Day. I’m a senior.’

      
      Emily smiled. ‘That’s where I go!’

      
      ‘Do you like it?’ Chloe asked, finding the bottle.

      
      Emily handed Grace back. Did she like Rosewood Day? So much about the school reminded her of her AH – and of A. Every corner, every room held a memory she’d rather forget. ‘I don’t know,’ she said, then inadvertently let
         out a loud sniff.
     

      
      Chloe squinted into Emily’s tear-stained face. ‘Is everything okay?’

      
      Emily wiped her eyes. Her brain conjured up the words I’m fine and It doesn’t matter, but she couldn’t say them. ‘I just found out I didn’t get a college swimming scholarship,’ she blurted. ‘My parents can’t
         afford to send me without it. It’s my fault, though. I … I dropped out of swimming this summer. No team wants me now. I don’t
         know what I’m going to do.’
     

      
      Fresh tears cascaded down Emily’s face. Since when did she go around blubbering about her problems to girls she didn’t know?
         ‘I’m sorry. I’m sure you didn’t want to hear that.’
     

      
      
      Chloe sniffed. ‘Please. It’s more than anyone else has said to me at this party. So you swim, huh?’
     

      
      ‘Yeah.’

      
      Chloe smiled. ‘My dad’s a big donor at the University of North Carolina, his alma mater. He might be able to help.’

      
      Emily looked up. ‘UNC is a great swimming school.’

      
      ‘Maybe I could talk to him about you.’

      
      Emily stared at her. ‘But you don’t even know me!’

      
      Chloe shifted Grace higher in her arms. ‘You seem nice.’

      
      Emily peered at Chloe more closely. She had a pleasant round face, sparkling hazel eyes, and long, shiny brown hair the color
         of a chocolate Pudding Pop. Her eyebrows looked like they hadn’t been plucked in a while, she didn’t have much makeup on,
         and Emily was pretty sure she’d seen the dress Chloe was wearing at The Gap. She liked her instantly for not trying so hard.
     

      
      The front door to the Hastingses’ house opened, and a few guests emerged onto the porch. A zing of fear bolted through Emily’s
         chest. Coat check!

      
      ‘I-I have to go,’ she cried, spinning around. ‘I’m supposed to be working coat check. I’m probably going to be fired now.’

      
      ‘It was nice to meet you!’ Chloe waved, and then made Grace wave, too. ‘And, hey! If you’re that eager for money, want to
         babysit for us Monday night? My parents don’t know anyone yet, and I have a college interview.’
     

      
      Emily paused in the frosty grass. ‘Where do you live?’

      
      Chloe laughed. ‘Right. That would be helpful, huh?’ She pointed across the street. ‘There.’
     

      
      
      Emily stared at the large Victorian and swallowed a gasp. Chloe’s family had moved into the Cavanaughs’ old house.

      
      ‘Um, sure. Yeah.’ Emily waved good-bye and sprinted back toward the house. As she passed by the thick line of shrubs that
         separated the Hastings property from the DiLaurentises’, she heard a high-pitched giggle.
     

      
      She stopped suddenly. Was someone watching her? Laughing?

      
      The giggling faded into the trees. Emily shuffled up the front walk, trying to shake the sound from her head. She was just
         hearing things. No one was watching her anymore. Those days were thankfully long, long gone.
     

      
      Right?
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