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			For Emily Meehan

			and Courtney Bongiolatti,

			who totally rule!

		

	
		
			Dominance hierarchy: The dominance of one member of a group as measured by superiority in aggressive encounters and order of access to food, mates, resting sites, and other objects that promote survivorship.

			—Animal Behavior Desk Reference, Edward M. Barrows

			I’m so fancy, you already know

			I’m in the fast lane from LA to Tokyo.

			—Iggy Azalea, “Fancy”
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			YOU SAY YOU WANT A REVOLUTION?

			IT WAS JUST OVER A month since Ashley Spencer’s blowout Super-Sweet Thirteen birthday party, and Lauren Page was still recovering from the excess of that celebration, not to mention exhaustion from her “relaxing” winter vacation in the Italian Alps. Her mother had determined that they would become part of the international jet set and had spent all of winter break dragging her family to a host of balls and benefits.

			Lauren was glad to be back home for the first day of the spring semester. But she’d overslept that morning and was late meeting the other Ashleys—Miss Spencer herself, plus best friends Ashley “A. A.” Alioto and Ashley “Lili” Li—at the Fillmore Starbucks. In fact, she was so late that all the other girls already had their venti decaf soy lattes, each cup nestled into a matching pink cozy (designed by Ashley and handwoven by an artisans’ collective in Ecuador), and were waiting impatiently to climb the hill to Miss Gamble’s school.

			There wasn’t even time for Lauren to order a drink—not that she particularly liked decaf soy lattes. But that wasn’t the point. Being in the Ashleys meant being the same as the Ashleys, right down to holding the cup in your left hand as a way of showcasing the Cartier Love bracelet that Ashley had gifted them with over the holidays.

			“I almost took today off,” Ashley told them, leading the way up the street, her glossy blond hair bouncing in a high, sleek ponytail. “Cooper and I had the most amazing time yesterday. He knows all the best places in the city. We had the yummiest pizza in North Beach.” Cooper was Ashley’s new boyfriend. He was supposed to be some Greek shipping heir or something. Ashley kept mentioning he had a yacht.

			“North Beach?” Lili wrinkled her pert little nose. “Since when do you hang out in North Beach, Ash?”

			“Don’t worry, I’m not trying to wrestle away your Miss Boho title,” Ashley sniffed. Lauren suppressed a smile. There was nothing remotely bohemian about Lili. Her dark hair was always perfectly coiffed. Her school uniform looked like it was steam-pressed every night, and her patent leather Louboutin Mary Janes shone like a polished mirror.

			“You guys, it’s too early for fighting,” protested A. A., who seemed very distracted this morning. Kind of dreamy—though, Lauren thought, A. A. often seemed to have her head in the clouds, just because she was so tall. “But, Ash, what were you doing in the city? I thought you guys went to St. Barts like always.”

			“No, we were here the whole time. My mom didn’t feel like traveling.” Ashley shrugged. “Anyway, is Max still giving you the silent treatment, Lil?”

			Lili nodded sadly.

			“I have to do something,” she said, almost to herself, frowning down at the sidewalk. “I heard from my cousin who transferred to Reed that Max thought I was dating another guy behind his back! Can you imagine?”

			Lauren felt sorry for her. Lili really seemed to like this guy Max, even though he went to Arthur Reed Prep School for the Arts, and not Gregory Hall, like all the Ashley SOA (Seal of Approval) boys.

			Things were hard enough going out with a Gregory Hall boy, Lauren thought, especially ones like her boyfriend, Christian, who was busy with some sort of team practice at every spare moment. But trying to make it work with someone who went to a weirdo school—someone whose pseudo-alterno friends hated you, someone your parents had forbidden you ever to see again—had to be much more difficult.

			“Hello!” Ashley swung around to admonish her entourage. “I haven’t finished my story yet! And we’re only going to have, like, five minutes on the bench today because Lauren didn’t make it on time!”

			“Sorry,” Lauren called. Sitting on the stone bench outside Miss Gamble’s every morning was an important Ashleys tradition. From their throne near the front steps, the Ashleys could sit in fashion judgment on all the other girls trooping into school. It was their major bonding activity, not to mention (according to Ashley) a public service. How else would the students of the city’s most exclusive private girls’ school know if they were up to snuff?

			Ashley picked up her pace, tromping up the hill in her killer heels, and Lauren scurried to keep up, wishing her bag wasn’t so heavy. The regulation Ashleys accessory was currently a Sac de Jour tote by Yves Saint Laurent. The bag looked great, but it wasn’t really practical for school, since you couldn’t carry that much in it. Oh well, Lauren couldn’t jeopardize her hard-won Ashley status by buying the wrong bag. Not right now, anyway, when she still had a secret mission to accomplish: dethrone the Ashleys.

			Last year the Ashleys didn’t even know her name: Lauren was just one of those invisible dorks who got attention only when she snagged all the academic awards on Prize Day. But the summer before seventh grade, Lauren’s computer-geek dad hit the Internet jackpot, launching the family into the ranks of the mega-rich. The newfound wealth meant that Lauren was able to hit the “makeover” button hard. New hair (literally—her extensions alone cost in the five figures), new skin (spray-tanned weekly), new body (courtesy of a demanding physical trainer—how else do you get rid of baby fat?), new wardrobe (hello, Dior!), and a whole new attitude.

			She was determined to use her money for good (like Bono) and change the world. She’d start with the seventh grade (charity begins at home, after all), by infiltrating the Ashleys’ ranks. So far, she’d succeeded in becoming one of them by getting them to pretend she was their friend for the sake of starring in a reality television show. The show was canceled halfway through the season, but somehow Lauren remained one of them for real without anyone noticing there was no more need to keep pretending.

			Once Lauren got to know the Ashleys, however, she found there were cracks in her “foolproof” plan of social destruction. For one thing, she hadn’t counted on liking them. The Ashleys might be bratty and superior, but they could also be funny and fun to be around. Ashley’s three-ring circus of a birthday party had been a blast, and Lauren realized she would never have met her boyfriend (or had the opportunity to get back together with him) if it weren’t for the Ashleys.

			“Maybe Lauren was out with Christian last night.” Lili darted an insolent look at Ashley’s narrow back. “You’re not the only one who has a boyfriend, you know.”

			“No, um, I was just home . . . doing stuff,” Lauren said quickly, before Ashley and Lili could start bickering again.

			“What, like playing dress-up with your new bestie?” Ashley clearly intended to punish Lauren for committing the worst possible crime: arriving after Ashley at Starbucks. Ashley liked to make a grand entrance with her adoring troops already assembled. Ashley made other people wait, not the other way around.

			Lauren’s stomach churned nervously. It was the first time Ashley had ever mentioned that she’d noticed Lauren hanging out with Sadie Graham, her former best friend, who had returned to Miss Gamble’s earlier last semester.

			“By the way, what is up with that girl?” asked A. A., licking soy foam off her lips. “One minute she’s a loser nobody, and the next she’s posing and pouting like she’s Dove Cameron! Before we left for break, I accidentally walked into her in the corridor on Friday, and she was all in my face, telling me to watch out. Actually, what she said was, ‘Watch where you’re going, Yao Ming!’”

			“No!” chorused Lili and Ashley, united in their outrage. Nothing brought the Ashleys together like an attack from outside their exclusive ranks.

			“Where does she get off?” asked Lauren, just as annoyed as they were. Really, she didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. The new Sadie Graham was her own creation: Lauren had groomed, manicured, plucked, moisturized, dressed, and designed her—or at least, supervised all of the above by the most expensive stylists in the country doing so.

			It had seemed so simple: If Sadie became one of the Ashleys, the two of them could cause in-fighting and suspicion, breaking up the band. Then the girls of Miss Gamble’s would be free from the tyranny of the Ashleys forever, making the Ashleys regular girls who didn’t feel the need to lord it over everyone else. A clique-free seventh grade! At least, that was the dream.

			But this particular dream wasn’t really working out just yet. Sure, Sadie had turned into an Emma Stone clone overnight. But the new look seemed to come with a whole new personality.

			The Sadie who Lauren knew was a smart, normal, down-to-earth girl who just needed to get rid of the glasses and the baggy clothes. Maybe all that French shampoo and flat-ironing had gone to her head, because since Ashley’s party, Sadie was revealing herself as a boy-mad megalomaniac. And so much for gratitude—in almost a month she’d barely spoken to Lauren, when without Lauren’s style intervention she’d still be a seventh grader non grata at Miss Gamble’s.

			“How dare she call you a genetic freak?” Ashley was fuming. “Before my party, she looked like an owl who’d been left out in the rain! And she doesn’t look much better now, IMHO.”

			“More like a spaniel,” sniffed A. A., swinging her overstuffed Saint Laurent bag as though she wanted to bowl Sadie Graham to the ground with it. “One of those stupid, small King Charles ones with the pudgy faces and flappy ears.”

			“Or maybe a raccoon,” agreed Lili. “Especially with all that mascara she wears. She thinks she’s all that, but really, she’s just roadkill.”

			“Yeah,” said Lauren. “Like a skunk.”

			“She is kind of smelly.” Ashley giggled. “Cheap perfume! I can smell it from here.”

			“Right.” A. A. laughed, tossing her empty cup into a trash can with ease. The ivy-covered stone facade of Miss Gamble’s loomed before them, a soft gray in the hazy winter light.

			“No, I really can smell it from here. Excuse me?” Ashley stopped suddenly in her tracks, and they all stumbled into her, like bumper cars reaching a dead end.

			“OMG!” gasped Lili.

			“You gotta be kidding me.” A. A. shook her head so violently that one of her pigtails nearly took out Lauren’s eye. Lauren peered over Lili’s head to see what the trouble was. Was some notice posted on the double front doors banning heels higher than three inches or the wearing of James Perse T-shirts under their regulation V-neck school sweaters?

			Oh no. Lauren could see: It was something much, much worse.

			The Bench of Judgment—the Ashleys’ sacred space, reserved for them alone, was currently occupied. Lauren blinked. Were her eyes deceiving her? That girl dressed in a ruffled white blouse over a stylishly A-line plaid uniform skirt, her fingers thrumming a bronze metallic, gold-chained Marc Jacobs bag, her legs outstretched to reveal long gray-and-black argyle socks and a sharp pair of sleek, ankle-length Jimmy Choo booties. Was that really Sadie Graham?

			And next to her, the girl with the adorable Alexa Chung bob, her bangs pinned back with a glinting barrette . . . that wasn’t Sheridan Riley, was it? As in Ashleys-wannabe, fawning sycophant Sheridan Riley?

			Last semester, Sheridan’s bangs were still too short, and her handbag was Céline luggage, because all she wanted to do was to be an Ashley. Okay, sure, maybe Sheridan had donned a pair of knee-high boots just like the ones Sadie was wearing the last week of class, and Lauren remembered seeing Sheridan saving Sadie a seat in Latin, but she hadn’t thought too much of it.

			But obviously a decision had been made over break. Sheridan’s hair was now a radiant, silvery blond, and the bag sitting next to her on the bench, which she was stroking like it was a pedigreed cat, was the new Louis Vuitton tote, with red patent leather straps and trim. Lauren gulped: Her mother was still on the waiting list for that bag! How?? Why?? And what were these girls doing sitting on the bench?

			It was like a standoff in an old Western. Sadie and Sheridan looked over at the Ashleys and exchanged meaningful glances, s if to say, Game on. Lili’s mouth was an O of surprise, and A. A. was tapping one foot on the ground with irritation, but nobody said anything. Nothing like this had ever happened before in the history of Miss Gamble’s, as far as Lauren knew. She couldn’t help shivering. Ashley would never stand for this. There might be blood.

			“Thanks so much for heating our seats for us, ladies,” Ashley said, in her most sarcastic voice. “But pish pish! The main attraction’s arrived. Time for the warm-up act to move on.”

			She gestured with her latte cup toward the stairs. But Sheridan and Sadie didn’t move. They just looked at each other again and giggled.

			“If you want ringside seats, you’d better arrive earlier,” Sadie said, coolly crossing her ankles. “It’s standing room only now.”

			“In fact, you’d look good standing behind us,” gushed Sheridan. “No, really! You’re so matchy-matchy. You’d make a perfect backup band.”

			Lauren felt her own mouth drop open. Did Sadie and Sheridan have any idea of what they were getting themselves into? Destroying the Ashleys took subtlety and behind-the-scenes manipulation. Not some two-girl revolution before class on a Monday morning.

			“I can’t believe you, of all people, are daring to criticize us,” retorted Ashley, though it wasn’t clear if she was speaking to Sheridan or Sadie. She dropped her bag on the ground and settled her hands on her slender hips.

			“Why?” Sadie stopped smiling. “Because you think you’re beyond criticism? Because you think you’re the only ones with a sense of style? Because you think you own this bench? The only thing you girls own is a set of yesterday’s bags and matching pairs of black tights.”

			“Yeah,” snickered Sheridan. She’d obviously grown a new spine, Lauren thought. Could Sadie really have talked her into this? “Mary Janes are so sixth grade.”

			“Don’t you think it’s time to stop wearing pigtails?” asked Sadie, staring straight at A. A., who looked too outraged to speak.

			“And matching pink nail polish?” Sheridan sighed.

			“Dude, that Love bracelet? So last season,” said Sadie, glancing disdainfully at Lauren. A cluster of girls wandered by, slowing their steps so they could watch the showdown between the Ashleys and their impostors. Usually everyone raced past the bench as fast as they could, to avoid fashion critiques. Today, however, nobody seemed to be in a hurry. Half of Miss Gamble’s was hanging out on the steps, listening intently to what was going on.

			Lauren knew she should be pleased with this strange turn of events. After all, this was what she’d been working toward all last semester—the downfall of the Ashleys. But right now all she could feel was righteous indignation.

			Sadie was nobody until Lauren had started helping her. And Sheridan always seemed perfectly content to play bridesmaid, basking in the glow of the Ashleys’ acceptance. Now here they were, mocking the very people whom they themselves had wanted to be—just last semester! It was audacious, all right. And it was just wrong. Lauren didn’t feel proud of Sadie, or warm toward Sheridan. She just felt incredibly frustrated. She’d wanted to destroy the Ashleys, yes, but not so that another snotty clique could take their  place.

			The bell for first period started chiming.

			“Ta-ta!” Sadie waved her fingers at the Ashleys. “Better hurry into class now, like good little matching sheep! Wave good-bye to the Little Match Girls, Sher!”

			Lauren bristled. She’d been a friend to Sadie when nobody else would give her old friend the time of day, especially not Sheridan Riley. Her plan was to turn Sadie into an ally, not an enemy, and certainly not into a snob monster who was even worse than . . . well, Ashley Spencer.

			Worse than Ashley Spencer? Was there such a thing?
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			ASHLEY DIALS LOVELINE, A. A. HANGS UP

			“A. A.! WAIT UP!”

			A. A. barely heard Ashley. She was still thinking about the strange scene outside on the bench with those upstarts Sheridan Riley and what’s-her-name Graham. This was the weirdest thing to happen on a Monday morning since A. A.’s ex-model mother shook her awake early one Monday three years ago and told her that a team from Harper’s Bazaar was on its way to use her bedroom for a photo shoot. A. A. had to scramble into her school uniform in the bathroom. By the time she peeked her head around the door, her bedroom in the penthouse suite of the Fairmont Hotel was overrun with the photographer’s assistants, stylists, hairdressers, models, and a giant Saint Bernard dog.

			“We’re going to be late,” she told Ashley, trying to ignore the tug at her elbow. Mr. Carroll, the school’s only male teacher, got all huffy if anyone was a second late for math. Not that it would make a difference. Ashley didn’t care about being late for class. What she cared about, A. A. knew, was being Queen Bee of the school. And this morning a swarm of killer bees was trying to take over the hive.

			“I need to talk to you about something important,” Ashley whispered fiercely, so A. A. let herself be pulled into one of the paneled oak alcoves of Miss Gamble’s main corridor.

			“We can talk about it at lunch,” said A. A., leaning against the smooth ridges of the polished wall. “If they haven’t taken over our table in the refectory, that is.”

			“Who?” Ashley frowned.

			“Sheridan and what’s-her-face. You know!”

			“Oh, them.” Ashley glowered. “Those mall rats better not try a stunt like that again. If they think being alpha girls is as easy as buying a new bag, they’re so wrong.” She shook her head, her dangling Peruvian earrings brushing her Peter Pan collar. She lowered her voice. “Don’t worry, we have plenty of time to deflate their balloons. That’s not what I want to talk about now. This is about you and me.”

			A. A. tried to keep calm. This was the moment Ashley was choosing to come clean? Two minutes before class was due to start, she wanted to tell all, at long last, about her breakup with Tri Fitzpatrick? A. A. couldn’t believe it. She’d been waiting for Ashley to fess up about the whole Tri incident and admit what A. A. already knew—that Tri had dumped Ashley because of his feelings for A. A. and not the other way around, as Ashley had told everybody.

			Ashley had pulled off a cover-up more amazing than Jessica Simpson with a bottle of Proactiv, just so she didn’t have to turn up solo to the Preteen Queen premiere party. If Tri hadn’t blabbed all, A. A. would still be in the dark.

			Once upon a time, she thought she had feelings for Tri—she’d certainly felt ill every time she’d seen him with Ashley. After they had kissed at a party, A. A. was sure they would get together. Instead, due to Ashley’s shenanigans, A. A. thought Tri didn’t like her, and Tri had assumed the same, and they ended up dating other people. When Tri had finally told her the truth at Ashley’s birthday party, A. A. had been shocked. Too shocked to even figure out what she felt—if anything—about him anymore.

			More important, wasn’t Ashley supposed to be one of her best friends?

			“What is it?” A. A. asked, her voice tense. An apology from Ashley was way overdue.

			“It’s about . . . a boy,” whispered Ashley. A. A. nodded, trying to look like this was No Big Deal. And it wasn’t, really—not now, anyway. She and Tri weren’t going out, but they weren’t enemies. They were buddies who could hang out together, just like they’d been before the ruckus started. A. A. still didn’t know if she was relieved or sad.

			Ashley was darting looks up and down the emptying corridor.

			“Well, what is it?” demanded A. A., unable to hide her impatience a second longer.

			“Okay, okay!” Ashley agreed. “This isn’t easy for me, you know!”

			“I know.” A. A. almost felt bad for her. Saying she was wrong was the hardest possible thing for Ashley. But A. A. was glad her friend was finally going to tell her the truth, if only for the sake of keeping their friendship. For a while there, A. A. had seriously considered confronting Ashley with what she knew, but A. A. hated scenes of any kind.

			“You know I hate having to ask advice on boys.” Ashley flashed a coy smile. “Especially since Cooper’s my second boyfriend. So I do have tons of experience.”

			Oh.

			That was what Ashley wanted to talk about?

			She should’ve known. Ashley wasn’t going to talk about what had happened with Tri. It was just Cooper, Cooper, Cooper. Ashley could barely talk about anything else.

			“Uh-huh.” A. A. shifted from one foot to the other, annoyed.

			“It’s just . . . You know more about kissing than I do. Don’t look at me like that! You do. You’re the one who’s always making out with guys at parties.”

			A. A. shook her head, too indignant to speak.

			“We haven’t really kissed yet.” Ashley was still talking, stroking her long golden ponytail absentmindedly. “I mean, don’t get me wrong—we’ve kissed. He kissed me on my birthday. But we haven’t kissed, if you know what I’m saying.”

			Ew! The last thing A. A. wanted to listen to right now was Ashley’s true romance confessions.

			“Cooper keeps telling me he’s ‘not really in a relationship mode right now.’ Do you know what he’s talking about?” Ashley asked, leaning closer. “I’m not fluent in Boy.”

			“I dunno. Maybe it means he’s not that into you,” A. A. told her. “Maybe he’s not sure about you.”

			Ashley looked horrified. “Of course he’s totally into me!” she protested. “It can’t possibly be that!”

			“Well then.” A. A. sighed, already bored with this conversation. What was it her mother was always saying to justify the end of her relationships? “Maybe he’s, like, scared of intimacy.”

			“What’s scary about being intimate with me?” Ashley thundered. She clapped one hand over her mouth and shot looks up and down the corridor. Most of the other girls were already safely inside their classrooms.

			“Nothing,” said A. A., hoping she sounded sincere.

			“So what’s his deal?” Ashley asked, her high-glossed lower lip rolling into a self-pitying pout.

			“Some guys like to take things slow,” A. A. offered.

			“It’s not like I’m fast or something!”

			“Or maybe he’s nervous about getting close to a girl.”

			“He should be honored to get close to me! What else?”

			“Well,” A. A. said, racking her brain. “Maybe he’s just really inexperienced and is worried you might judge him.”

			“Hello! He knows he’s the first boy I’ve ever kissed!”

			“Or maybe he’s had a difficult relationship before.” The way you made things difficult for Tri, A. A. wanted to say. The way you wouldn’t let him break up with you.

			“This is the best relationship he’s ever going to have,” announced Ashley, shaking her head at Cooper’s foolishness. A. A. was getting tired of this. Everything she suggested Ashley shot down.

			“Look, do you want my help or not?” A. A. asked.

			“Of course! It’s just that everything you’ve come up with so far is totally out of the question. That’s why the whole thing is such a mystery to me. There’s no logical reason why Cooper is worried about getting into a relationship with me.”

			“Guys aren’t always very logical,” A. A. told her. Really, this was true. Who knew what was going on in their stupid heads?

			“Ladies!” It was Miss Moos, the dowdy school secre­tary who looked like she’d bought her hair weave at a Halloween store. A. A. hadn’t heard her approaching, maybe because Miss Moos always wore fugly fleece slippers inside the building. That way, A. A. reckoned, she could slither around like a snake and frighten people. “No dawdling in the corridors! You’re late for class.”

			Miss Moos was right: They were more than five minutes late, which meant Mr. Carroll would be practically frothing at the mouth when they arrived. But when A. A. and Ashley pushed open the heavy classroom door and hurried toward their usual leather-padded seats at the back of the classroom, A. A. barely noticed crotchety Mr. Carroll. She dimly heard his grumpy admonishments for them to take their seats at once and turn to a page in the textbook. She was too busy staring at a piece of paper she found on her desk.

			“Did you see this?” hissed Ashley next to her. She had received one too.

			A. A. nodded.

			It was a list, typed on a computer, with the mystifying heading “The S. List.” She could see at a glance that it was a list of what was in and out at Miss Gamble’s.

			In the “In” column were the usual suspects: Acne jeans, iPads, Miley Cyrus in “Wrecking Ball,” the junior varsity water polo team at Gregory Hall. The “Out” list wasn’t much of a surprise either: It included Miley Cyrus as Hannah Montana, the Spelt Bread Diet, and vacations anywhere in the lower forty-eight states.

			But it was the items at the bottom of the page that had made A. A. stop in her tracks. The last line read, “In: The S. Society,” and on the other side was the final shocking item,“Out: The Ashleys (and Lauren).”

			Her phone buzzed, and she checked it underneath the desk. It was a text from Ashley: THE ASHLEYS OUT? SINCE WHEN?

			A. A. sighed. She had a good idea who was behind the so-called S. Society. And while she usually didn’t care too much about the Ashleys’ vaunted social standing, she was miffed to find they were being openly dissed by their peers.

			Were the Ashleys as last season as gaudy colored denim? Was their glorious reign at Miss Gamble’s truly over?

		

	
		
			3

			MAX GOES BACK TO BLACK

			ALL THE ASHLEYS—INCLUDING LAUREN—were in an uproar. They’d talked about nothing but this mysterious S. List all through lunch, surreptitiously texting one another in afternoon classes with indignant questions about the so-called S. Society. And Lili had joined in—of course she had. She was an Ashley, first and foremost.

			Although lately, Lili really couldn’t care less about the Ashleys’ golden reputation. Sure, the usurping of the bench that morning by pretenders Sheridan Riley and Sadie Graham was obnoxious. And the “anonymous” in/out list was irritating. But she had way more important things on her mind right now—like really missing Max.

			Usually Lili enjoyed school: She aced all her classes and was reigning queen of the Honor Board. Today, however, dragged by. The second the final bell rang, she bid a quick good-bye to her friends, grabbed her Saint Laurent bag, slipped her brand-new Android into her blazer pocket, and rushed out the front door of Miss Gamble’s.

			Her heart was jittering the way it always was when she left school for the day. Because even though she knew things were all over with Max—her first real boyfriend—Lili still hoped, deep down, that when she emerged onto the elegant stone steps of Miss Gamble’s, he’d be waiting outside.

			The kids from Reed Prep got out way early, and a long time ago, when they were still dating, Max used to meet Lili after school whenever it was possible. That is, whenever her mother—the ferocious Nancy Khan (who insisted on a boyfriend ban after finding out about Lili’s coed camping trip) wasn’t picking her up from school for one of Lili’s dozen after-school enrichment activities. Back then, Max would be hanging out across the street, flipping his skateboard with one foot, looking adorably scruffy and handsome.

			The kids at Reed Prep didn’t have to wear uniforms, so Max was usually wearing a cool pair of faded jeans and a khaki army jacket, the red emblem on his Chrome messenger bag glinting in the sun. According to Ashley, he looked homeless—which he totally wasn’t—and according to A. A., he looked like kind of a doofus, showing off with his skateboard, which he so wasn’t. What did they know?

			Of course they preferred preppie Gregory Hall boys, who were obsessed with sports. In Pacific Heights, everyone had to fit into the same little box: They all dressed the same, they looked the same, their families belonged to all the same country clubs. Just like those social climbers had said that morning: The Ashleys always had to match. Well, maybe Lili was tired of being the same as everyone else.
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