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“SURPRISE!”

Olivia ducked into the house and out of the way just in time to avoid handfuls of colorful confetti to the face. Malcolm, her brother and the guest of honor, wasn’t as lucky. He laughed, spitting out a flurry of tiny paper bits as he stepped farther inside.

Their living room was one big rainbow. Rainbow streamers trailed down the banister of the stairs, rainbow-shaped balloons bobbed against the ceiling, and the dining room table, moved front and center just for this, was covered with rainbow foods. Colorfully dyed Rice Krispie treats, a rainbow fruit tray, and more all crowded around the star of the show: a multi-tiered, sprinkle-covered vanilla cake whose layers were all shades of the rainbow when you cut into it. At least, Olivia hoped that was how it would turn out. She’d only helped her mom bake the orange and green layers, and she’d been shooed away before she got a look at the final product.

“Congratulations, baby!” Malcolm and Olivia’s mom swooped in, pulling her older child into a hug. She was rainbow themed too, wearing the most colorful jumpsuit Olivia had ever seen. It actually hurt a little to stare at her for too long.

“Um, thanks?” Tall enough that he could hug their mom and see over her shoulder without a problem, Malcolm was still looking around with wide eyes. “What’s all this for?”

“Coming out, of course.” Their dad stepped forward to get a hug of his own. His outfit was less colorful than their mom’s, but that wasn’t saying much. His button-up shirt was just slightly faded in comparison, pastel to their mom’s neon.

“We wanted to celebrate you and how proud we are, and your mom suggested a party, so…” He gestured around at the house. “Here we are.” He chuckled. “You know she loves to go overboard.”

Their mom nudged him. “Sean! Now, you know…”

Olivia slipped away from the tiny huddle of her family and over to the food table. She was starving. She’d spent all morning thinking up ways to keep her brother busy, and somehow none of them had involved food. Still, it had been easy enough to get Malcolm out of the house. There was a reason he was her favorite brother, and it wasn’t just because he was her only one.

Ever since he’d gotten his driver’s license last year, he’d offered to take her wherever she wanted to go. The library? No problem. The park? Why not. 7-Eleven? Of course! He’d been going there anyway. She did her best to remember that her brother was just nice and tried not to take advantage of that. Plus, it wasn’t like she wanted to go very many places. All her friends lived within biking distance, mostly, and there wasn’t exactly a whole lot to do in Juniper Grove to begin with.

So being tasked by her parents with keeping Malcolm busy was easy… until she’d run out of places to go and excuses to make. Which wasn’t her fault. She’d had an hour-long plan that included every store in Juniper Grove Plaza minus the grocery store. But every time they’d get ready to head back home, her mom would send her a just one more store! text and she’d have to come up with a reason why they needed to go right back inside the store they’d just thoroughly explored.

She’d just shoved a few (green) grapes and a (red) strawberry from the fruit tray into her mouth and nearly choked on all of them when she felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Happy to know you’ve learned how to keep a secret, Livvie,” Malcolm teased, reaching over her to snatch a piece of candy from the table.

She groaned around her mouthful of fruit. “That was one time!” she protested. “When I was, like, five!”

“Six,” he corrected, grinning.

Olivia rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” She finished chewing before she spoke again. “So? You like it?”

They both looked around, but the rainbow explosion their house had become hadn’t changed. Neighbors and aunties and uncles chatted with each other or danced and even played some game that their mom had set up in the corner that had colorful dots on a mat and called for a lot of weird stretching to reach them.

Malcolm laughed, nodding. “I mean, it’s a lot. Gay or not, can’t say rainbows are my favorite thing all of a sudden, but…” He smiled. “Yeah. Yeah, I appreciate it.” He pulled her into a hug with one arm and she wrapped both arms around him to squeeze him back. He’d gotten so tall over the past couple of summers that she barely came up to his chest, even with her own growth spurt. “Thanks,” he said.

“What for? It wasn’t my idea.”

“No, I know. Just for listening.”

He didn’t mean right now, she knew. He meant a few weeks ago, when he’d come home from band practice, sat on her bed to help her with her summer math homework for all of five minutes, and then told her, quietly but decisively, that he was gay. She hadn’t reacted like their mom had a week later, with a million kisses and hugs, or the way their dad did, with a nod and a handshake. She’d just said okay, and asked him if he was okay—he’d looked a little bit like he might puke—and then begged him to teach her how to find the surface area of a sphere.

He didn’t, of course. He had no clue. But he did help her google it and they figured it out together, at least enough to finish her homework.

“I like listening to you,” she said after a moment before wrinkling her nose. “Unless it’s about sports. Or band. Or—”

“Okay, okay!” Malcolm laughed. “I get it. Come to you with the important stuff and literally nothing else.”

He let go of her, only to lightly shove her shoulder. “Likewise, Livvie,” he said, even though she knew it wasn’t true. Once school started again next week he’d listen to her talk as much as she wanted to on the drive home, and he’d only roll his eyes a couple of times.

“Malcolm!” Uncle Jay, one of their big, bearded uncles, called his name as he barreled over, slapping her brother on the back with a huge hand before he began steering him back into the middle of the party. “Proud of you, man.”

Olivia waved goodbye to Malcolm and he shot her a helpless look over his shoulder as she tossed another grape into her mouth.



Like every party her parents threw, this one went on way too long. A million hours and two and a half slices of cake later, Olivia’s mom found her in her room with her headphones on, watching a show on her tablet while she sketched in her notebook. She couldn’t get the eyes right on the character she was trying to draw, and her eraser was almost a nub at this point.

“Knock, knock,” Mom said, coming in and settling onto her bed. Olivia scooted over automatically, pulling her headphones down around her neck. “All partied out, huh?”

“There’s no one my age here.”

Besides a few baby cousins, the party was all adults. They’d been the ones hitting candy out of the rainbow piñata set up in the dining room and leaving the wrappers all over the place.

Her mom hummed in agreement. “You’re right. You’re at a weird age.” At Olivia’s frown, she laughed. “Sorry, not weird. Just… in-between. Most of our friends’ kids are little or Malcolm’s age.”

“None of the ones Malcolm’s age are here either.”

Mom took a sip of her drink, one of the few non-rainbow-colored foods or drinks in the house, as she nodded. “Well… I guess they don’t think it’s as important as we do. Or maybe they were busy.” She shrugged. “Teens,” she said, as if that explained everything.

Olivia sat up, pulling one leg to her chest. She fiddled with the pen still in her right hand, trying to get rid of the staticky feeling in her fingers. She didn’t think it was a big deal either. Even Malcolm didn’t seem as serious about it as most of the aunties and uncles had when they’d hugged him and told him how happy or proud they were. It confused her. Being gay was just part of who Malcolm was, how he was born. Sure, he’d only figured it out, or at least told the rest of them, now… but who cared? No one threw a party for someone being born with curly hair or blue eyes. She didn’t see how this was much different. Maybe because it was something he’d had to tell them and not something they could see for themselves?

“Why is it important?”

“Well, because—” her mom began, and paused. She took another sip of her drink before setting her cup on the ground and twisting around fully to look at her. “It’s important to show people that we love them.”

Olivia frowned. “But Malcolm already knew we loved him.”

“Sure, but he might’ve been worried we thought of him differently now or that we wouldn’t accept him, and—”

“But we do,” Olivia insisted. “How come we needed a party to tell him?” Her brother, she knew, didn’t even like parties that much.

Her mom’s smile softened. “It can be nice just to celebrate sometimes. To give people the reminder of how much they’re loved just in case it’s in doubt. Especially when they share an important part of who they are with you. Maybe…” She raised her eyebrows. “Maybe we’ll be throwing a party for you too someday, huh?”

“What, like if I’m gay too?”

She hadn’t thought about it much—or at all, really. Crushes were things her friends had, on each other and other people, but they had nothing to do with her.

“Sure. Or any other reason you might want to have a party, baby.” Her mom leaned forward to cup her face in both hands. “We just love you and your brother so much, we have to make sure you, and everyone else, know it. Okay?” She kissed her forehead. “Now, come say bye to everybody and help us clean up a little, please?” She stood up, smoothing down her rainbow jumpsuit as Olivia groaned. “Just a little, I promise! You can keep any leftover candy too. Deal?”

Her parents almost never let her have candy. That was worth sweeping up a bunch of confetti, at least. “Deal,” she agreed, hopping to her feet.
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SHE COULDN’T WAIT TO SHOW Mrs. Cassidy her latest sketchbook.

She’d completed the one she’d worked on all of last school year smack-dab in the middle of the summer. She’d also gotten way better at drawing in the past couple of months, ever since Bea, short for Bea_Fye_4Fum, her favorite art streamer, had started streaming regularly again. Her welcome-back stream had been all about showing off her old art and comparing it to her new stuff, but she hadn’t made fun of herself the way Olivia sometimes did when her mom found some of her elementary school drawings. She’d just showed what she’d gotten better at and what techniques she’d changed, and even a few things from her old style she wanted to bring back. It gave Olivia hope. Not just that she’d get better with time if she kept practicing, but that maybe her future adult self would look at the art she was doing now and think about how good some of it was.

She was pretty sure Mrs. Cassidy would agree with her. Even if she didn’t know what an art streamer was.

The problem with trying to go to the school library before classes started, however, was that you needed to be early. Not on time and definitely not late. And the Gray family was early to exactly zero things. Malcolm and Olivia had even been born late, her parents liked to joke, both of them missing their should-be birthdays by more than a week.

“I can’t get a late pass on my first day, Mom,” Olivia grumbled, bouncing a little on the edge of her seat.

She was allowed to sit in the front for the first time this year—at least in her parents’ car; Malcolm let her sit in the front whenever she wanted—but she could hardly enjoy the experience. Her eyes kept flicking between the time on the dashboard—8:13—and the road ahead, full of people also trying to make it to work and school.

“They probably don’t even give those out on the first day, Livvie,” Mom tried to reassure her. “It’s an adjustment coming back from summer! They have to realize that. Besides, why didn’t you get a ride with Malcolm?”

The high school was farther away than her school was and started earlier, sure, but that had never stopped him from driving her before. This time, though…

“A friend picked him up,” she said.

“Why couldn’t you ride with both of them?”

She shrugged. “Malcolm said he didn’t want to make him go out of his way.”

As if the schools were that far apart, she’d thought, but she’d kept her mouth shut. It was only today, he’d promised her, and he had seemed… excited. She didn’t know what they did for the first day of eleventh grade to make him so happy, but Malcolm had been up and ready even earlier than usual and spent so long in the bathroom they shared that she’d had to bang on the door connected to her room until her fist hurt.

Her mom perked up. She was the only one in their family who wasn’t a morning person, which meant it took a lot of iced coffee just to get her out of bed most days, let alone excited about something. “ ‘Him,’ huh? Do you know Malcolm’s new chauffeur’s name?”

Olivia hadn’t thought much about him and she hadn’t asked. She’d seen his car, though. “Nope. But he drives one of those tiny cars.” It had been funny watching from the window as Malcolm squeezed himself into the bright blue clown car.

“Hm.” Mom drummed her nails on the steering wheel. They were at another stoplight and it was now 8:25. They had five minutes left and her school was nowhere in sight. “Do you think they’re dating? Should I ask? Should we invite him over to dinner?”

“You don’t even know his name. And if Malcolm wanted him to come over for dinner, he could just ask on his own.”

“Of course,” Mom agreed quickly. “And I don’t want him to think that I think all his friends are people he’s dating. I just thought maybe it would be nice to, you know, acknowledge it. Let him know we’re paying attention and we care about who he’s seeing, or not, in an encouraging type of way. Like good parents. Cool parents!”

Olivia groaned quietly. Wasn’t that why they’d thrown a whole party last week? To acknowledge Malcolm or whatever she’d said? She knew their mom got super focused on things, but usually it was for her job as an interior designer or about whether they were all eating healthy or getting enough sleep or spending plenty of time together, not who Olivia and Malcolm hung out with. She groaned louder as the car moved forward a few feet… and immediately stopped at another red light.

“Can you let me out and I’ll walk the rest of the way?” she asked. There was no way she’d make it on time in the minute or so she had left, but walking would probably be faster than this.

Her mom paused, and Olivia realized she must have still been talking when she’d blurted out her question. “Why’re you so impatient this morning?”

“I’m not.”

She wasn’t. But just because she was used to being late didn’t mean she liked it. Especially since she’d rarely been late when she rode with Malcolm. Despite their supposedly late births, the Gray kids were the punctual ones in the family when they had their own transportation; it was their parents who were always running behind.

“You just seem a little anxious, is all. I know we haven’t had a chance to talk about how you feel going into seventh grade in a little while, but—”

“I’m fine, Mom,” she promised.

It wasn’t a whole new school, just new classes and teachers and a new schedule. But that was okay. She’d just have to relearn it all, the way she had last year. Being late didn’t help, though. She’d have to stop by the office for a late pass now, and then find her way around the second floor, where most of the seventh- and eighth-grade classes were. She’d only been up there for science class last year. What if she got lost? What if she was doubly late and missed some important first-day assignment, or seating charts? What if—

“Deep breaths, Livvie.”

Mom patted her knee gently with one hand, the other still on the wheel as she switched lanes and sped up, just barely avoiding another red light. “I’m sorry we’re late. I know you like to have your time to get situated. I should’ve thought about that for the first day.”

“It’s okay,” Olivia said. She hadn’t thought about it either. She’d assumed she was riding with Malcolm, the same way her mom had.

She unzipped her backpack to make sure she had everything. It was a mess, but at least it was mostly organized, her notebooks and folders arranged in the order of her classes. A good thing, she thought, since she definitely didn’t have time to stop by her locker now. She’d just pulled out her math notebook to double-check that her summer assignment was in there when her mom pulled up to the front of the school, a two-story brick building that was older than both her parents combined.

“Do you know if Malcolm is picking you up?” Mom asked as Olivia shoved everything back into her backpack as quickly as she could. She paused to shoot her mother an exasperated look. “Never mind, never mind, I’ll be here. Have a good day!” she called as Olivia scrambled out of the car.

Olivia tossed a wave over her shoulder and hurried inside, past the double doors and down the hall to the front office, to pick up her first late pass of the year.
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“YOU’RE NOT MRS. CASSIDY,” OLIVIA SAID, staring at the woman in front of her in confusion.

She was technically on an errand for Ms. Hannity, her English teacher, to photocopy a homework reading for the class (Homework! On the first day!), but she’d tucked her sketchbook under her arm so she could speed walk and have time to show it off to Mrs. Cassidy.

Except Mrs. Cassidy wasn’t there.

In her usual spot behind the checkout desk was a younger woman with dark purple hair and blue-green glasses. She had a nose ring that Olivia could only see when she turned a certain way, and both her pale forearms were covered up to the middle with beaded bracelets.

“Um, no, I’m not! Sorry. Were you looking for her?” The mystery woman shook her head. “Well, I mean, I guess it doesn’t matter if you were. She’s not here.”

When Olivia continued to stare at her in silence, she added, “She retired? This past summer? I think they sent an email?”

As if kids got emails. Olivia frowned. “Then who are you?”

“Oh!” The purple-haired woman brightened. “I’m her replacement! Er, I mean, the new librarian. Amelia.” She winced. “Ms. Jefferson, actually, but I’d much rather you call me Ms. Amelia. Okay, let’s start over. Hi!” she said excitedly, standing up taller and smiling a little wider. “I’m Ms. Amelia, the new librarian! Who are you?”

She introduced herself after a moment’s pause. “Olivia Gray.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Olivia. You’re technically the first student I’ve met.”

“Technically?”

“A kid came running in here first thing this morning to use the bathroom, but I didn’t exactly get his name. So!” She clapped; the noise was loud in the quiet little library. “I’m not Mrs. Cassidy, but can I help you with something?”

“Oh. Right.”

Olivia tried not to look as disappointed as she felt. Had her parents gotten the email? Why hadn’t they told her? Worse, why hadn’t Mrs. Cassidy? Olivia had spent almost every day with her in the library in sixth grade, sometimes before school and sometimes after, including the very last day. It couldn’t have been that hard to say she wouldn’t be back next year, could it? Maybe she was just supposed to guess? Mrs. Cassidy was old, but she wasn’t that old. At least, Olivia didn’t think so. Sure, her hair was entirely white and her glasses were the thickest pair Olivia had ever seen, but that didn’t mean anything.

How old were adults when they retired, anyway? Seventy? Eighty?

The sketchbook shifted against her side as she held out the small stack of papers she’d been put in charge of, ignoring the spirals digging into her underarm as she did. “I need copies of this, please.”

Maybe the packet of papers fell first. Maybe her sketchbook did. All she knew was that one minute things were fine and the next there were papers all over the floor, an Edgar Allan Poe short story in fading ink mixed up with loose sheets of marker color tests and sketches of Olivia Rodrigo.

“Here, let me help,” Ms. Amelia said, coming from behind the desk to kneel beside her.

“No, that’s okay,” Olivia said quickly, snatching up her art a little faster. “I got it.” There was nothing embarrassing on display, exactly, but she hated sharing her art with strangers. Or anyone, really. She mostly only showed it to Malcolm… and Mrs. Cassidy.

“Hey.” Ms. Amelia paused in her cleanup, looking down at a piece of paper in her hand. “This is pretty good. It’s Otto, right? The mascot? It looks—”

Olivia snatched the bad sketch of the school’s favorite ostrich out of the new librarian’s hands before she could say anything else. “It’s nothing.”

“All right,” the librarian said slowly. She gathered the rest of the papers into a neat pile before standing. Her long pink skirt brushed the floor, but Olivia could just make out the tips of her sneakers. Sneakers. Mrs. Cassidy had never worn sneakers, only what she’d called “kitten heels,” though they hadn’t seemed cat themed to Olivia at all.

Ms. Amelia walked back around to the librarian side of her desk and over to the ancient photocopier shoved in the corner. “How many copies do you need?”

Olivia told her and focused her attention on putting her sketchbook back together while she waited. She’d shoved all her bad drawings—the ones she’d torn out of the book—in the back so she didn’t have to look at them while she was trying to find space on pages to doodle. She frowned down at Otto the Ostrich. Mrs. Cassidy liked him, and that was the only reason Olivia had bothered trying to get the silly bird’s eyes right in the first place.

She slapped the paper down onto the desk and reached for a big pink eraser sitting next to a row of staplers. She erased how she always did—in heavy, frustrated strokes, her nails digging into the rubber as shavings quickly accumulated on the page.

So much mess for something that didn’t even work completely, she thought. Sketchbook paper always became unusable after she’d drawn on it. No matter how hard she erased or for how long, there was always a hint of the old drawing left behind.

“You’re all set,” Ms. Amelia said. She carefully laid the pile of stories next to half-erased Otto and slid it across. “Fifteen copies.”

“Thanks.” Olivia gathered up her things, Otto included, and stacked the stories on top of her sketchbook, pressing both against her chest. They were still warm.

“Anytime. And, uh, Olivia?”

Olivia paused, already a few feet from the open doors and more than eager to disappear through them. “Yes?”

The new librarian smiled. “I think Otto was very good how he was, no erasing necessary.”
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IT WAS LUNCHTIME BEFORE OLIVIA could finally meet up with any of her friends, and she was excited. Sure, they’d texted and messaged one another about their summers, but it wasn’t the same. Elaine had this way of talking with her hands that made her stories ten times funnier, Maggie had the best reaction faces, and Nessa always had extra things—pictures and GIFs and additional stories—to back up her words. So when Olivia sat down at their lunch table with a tray of mac and cheese and an apple, she was almost bouncing with excitement. She couldn’t wait to tell them about Malcolm’s party and Bea’s return to streaming and the theme park they’d gone to while visiting her grandparents all the way in Washington State.

“…got so much taller and cuter this summer! Kinda looks like Timothée Chalamet now, don’t you think?”

Maggie turned to her as she sat down, her blond bob swishing around her face with the movement. “You think so too, right, Olivia?”

“Uh, maybe?” She glanced around at her friends. None of them had gone for the mac and cheese, she realized. Elaine and Nessa had salads. Maggie was picking from a plastic bag of grapes. “Who are you talking about?”

“Robbie Meyer,” Elaine piped up, nodding toward a lunch table full of laughing boys. “He had a real glow up over the summer. I mean, look at him.”

Olivia looked. She wasn’t sure which one Robbie was, but she nodded anyway, scooping a spoonful of mac and cheese into her mouth.

Next to Elaine, Nessa sighed, her head propped in her hand and her eyes still on the boys’ lunch table. “He probably smells so good, like peppermint. Someone online said he kissed Katie.”

Elaine, next to Olivia, gasped. “Katie S?”

“No, no, she moved back to Florida. Katie R. And I mean, like, actually kissed. They’re not dating, though, I checked; he’s been talking to a ton of girls.”

Maggie laughed. “Maybe you’ve got a shot, then, Ness.”

“Ugh, doubt it. My mom wouldn’t even let me wear a crop top when it was a hundred freaking degrees outside, so he probably won’t look twice at me.”

Olivia glanced around at her friends chatting excitedly together. She’d gotten to lunch on time, so it wasn’t like she’d already missed summer sharing. This year it was just… different, apparently. A lot different. Instead of where they’d gone and what they’d done, the focus was on what everyone else was doing. She knew they’d all downloaded a bunch of new social media apps, but she’d only watched the links they sent constantly in the group chat, different dances or makeup tutorials or prank videos. She hadn’t realized that the apps were sort of like extensions of school, where everyone got a glimpse of one another’s lives outside the old brick building and made friends in the comments.

Maybe Maggie was right. Maybe she should download some of them.

The same faint tingling feeling she’d gotten while talking to her mom at Malcolm’s party started in her toes and traveled quickly upward until both of her legs felt like static. She bounced them a little beneath the table and hoped the feeling would go away as she swallowed a bite of mac and cheese and leaned forward. Maybe she didn’t have all the new apps. But she still had something to share.

“Bea’s streaming again,” she said.

Her friends all gasped in unison, their own conversations forgotten in an instant.

“Why didn’t you tell us?” Elaine exclaimed.

“Yeah, she went dark forever ago! What’d she do to come back?” Maggie asked.

Olivia relaxed a little. Even the static in her legs eased, until her toes no longer felt heavy in her shoes. This, at least, was something they could still connect on. Even though the other girls didn’t draw, they’d started following Bea’s account, thanks to some of her body-art streams where she drew on herself instead of her tablet. Her Halloween stream, where she’d transformed herself into the scariest video game zombie any of them had ever seen, had gone viral and had been all their friend group could talk about for days while they traded candy back and forth.

She tried to do the newest stream justice, highlighting some of the shows Bea had drawn fan art for when she was younger and how many times Mustache, her goldendoodle, had made it on camera, and for a while her friends seemed interested. But the boys’ table was louder than Olivia could ever hope to be, and after a little while, everyone’s attention turned back to online summer gossip.

“How do you guys know all this stuff, anyway?” she asked, picking at the last of her lunch. It was mostly melted cheese on top of cold, clumped noodles. She’d forgotten just how much the cafeteria workers hated the students. “Is everyone just spilling the beans on each other?”

“Oh my gosh,” Elaine said. “No. That would be, like… life-ruining.”

“Life-ruining?” Olivia repeated.

“Yes!” Nessa chimed in. “You can’t spill everyone’s secrets on KruShh and expect people to still be friends with you. If I wanted someone tattling on me, I’d just tell my little sister all my business.”

“It’s an app,” Maggie said, noticing the confused look on Olivia’s face.

She pulled out her phone. The icon was pale pink with a large white “K” in the center. That was it. Nothing to show what it was about or how many secrets it apparently held. She clicked on it and it opened to an equally pale pink loading screen before showing… a massive wall of text.

“That’s it?” Olivia asked, leaning closer.

“This is just the home page.” Maggie clicked something on the top left and the text disappeared as the screen split into smaller boxes instead. “These are the people I follow.” On the left was text and on the right was a rating system. There was a number squeezed between an up and a down arrow; the number went up as Olivia watched.

“Everything’s pretty much anonymous unless you decide to post as yourself. You can switch it on and off—see the little black circle there?” Olivia nodded. “Sometimes people forget, and there have been some pretty wild things shared. Usually they get deleted, but…” Maggie shrugged. “Screenshots are forever.”

Elaine tapped the screen a few times. “Then there are the STWs.”

“STWs?”

“Secrets of the Week. They’re pinned to the home page. They’re the highest-rated secrets—that means people think they’re the most interesting. Sort of. Sometimes they are, like the one about Ms. Lee dating Missy Jackson’s dad totally being the reason her parents are getting divorced. But sometimes they’re just about popular kids, like Abby Newman’s parents spending five thousand dollars on her birthday party, so people just vote for them automatically so they can leave comments.”

She glanced at Olivia as she double tapped the up arrow on a post, something about two seventh graders getting caught vaping in the bathroom. “You can only comment if you vote.”

Olivia didn’t see how that was fair—did you have to upvote to comment or would downvoting work?—but she didn’t have time to ask.

“There are groups, too,” Nessa added. “They can be private or public, whatever you want. Like, almost everyone in the school is under ‘JG Middle’ and that’s public, but then we have one too, and that’s private.”

Olivia looked up from the phone, glancing at each of her friends. “You all have a group together?”

The tingling feeling started up again, in her fingertips this time, like she was somehow filled with sparkling water, little bubbles popping and appearing under her nails and the space around her knuckles. It didn’t hurt. It almost tickled. And it was a nice moment of distraction from the hurt sinking into her.

“Only because you didn’t download the app yet,” Elaine said quickly.

“Like we’ve been telling you to do,” Nessa added with a roll of her dark brown eyes.

“Here,” Maggie said, “switch with me.”

She handed Olivia her phone. Olivia handed hers over with much more reluctance. She’d cracked the screen over the summer, dropped it face down right on the boardwalk, and she barely liked dealing with it now because the screen was rough to touch. After a minute or so, each girl had her own phone back, Olivia’s now one app richer. She clicked on it while her friends peered over her shoulder and over the table at her screen.

“Don’t use your real name,” Maggie said as Olivia clicked on Make a Profile. “Obviously.”

Obviously, she echoed mentally, pausing to keysmash a username she was pretty sure she’d forget.

“And don’t forget to switch to anonymous,” her friends said, nearly in unison. They all paused and immediately started laughing.

“There,” Nessa said, leaning back with a grin as Olivia carefully clicked the small black button. “Now you can join our group.”
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“MALCOLM!” OLIVIA CALLED UPSTAIRS WITHOUT taking her eyes off the microwave and the bag of popcorn rotating inside. “Hurry up or we’re starting without you!”

They wouldn’t, actually. She could hear their parents in the living room still trying to pick what to watch, Dad flipping through movies and Mom vetoing each one. But deciding what to watch, and thumbs-downing everyone else’s choices, was half the fun of movie night at the Gray house. That, and timing the popcorn perfectly. Olivia’s finger hovered over the stop button and slammed down hard as soon as the popping slowed down. The smell of fresh popcorn hit her full force as the microwave door sprang open.
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