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Of course I’ve lied before. I mean, who hasn’t? But they were small lies. White lies. Lies that wouldn’t hurt anyone, and that no one even really knew were lies. Like when I told my friend Nicole last year at the sixth-grade dance that no one could see her underwear through her dress, even though everyone totally could, especially when the revolving lights passed over where we were standing. (By then, Nicole’s mom had already dropped us off and gone home, so unless Nicole wanted to change into her gym clothes or find someone who had an extra, non-underwear-exposing dress hanging around, there was nothing anyone could do about it.)


Or when I tell my grandma that her spaghetti sauce is the best I’ve ever tasted, even though I like the sauce they use at Bertucci’s way better.


Or the time my mom asked if I was feeding tuna to the cat, and I told her I wasn’t, even though I was. She couldn’t figure out why he was gaining so much weight when he was on his lean kibble, but since the vet said he’s perfectly healthy, I figured giving him tuna wasn’t a big deal.


But like I said, these are small lies. Minuscule, even. Not life-changing. And besides, I don’t make it a point to lie all the time. Until last summer, of course, when I somehow became the biggest liar in Connecticut, creating a total made-up life that had nothing to do with my real life at all.


My mom says that karma always comes around to get you, and I guess it’s true. Because last summer I was a total liar, and now, right here, in the middle of Mr. Pritchard’s third-period math class, my whole world is about to come crashing down. Mr. Pritchard is at the front of the classroom, and standing next to him is Lexi Cortland, which pretty much means that my life is over. Because Lexi knows I’m a liar. Actually, no, she doesn’t know I’m a liar, she’s the one I lied to, and now she’s here and it’s going to become apparent that I’m a liar because—


“Devi!” Lexi squeals, right in the middle of Mr. Pritchard introducing her to the class.


Mr. Pritchard looks around, and I slink down in my seat. “Oh.” Mr. Pritchard sounds surprised. “Alexis, do you know Devon Delaney?”


“Yes!” Lexi says. “We only spent the whole summer together!”


“Great,” says Mr. Pritchard. “Why don’t you take the seat next to her? It always helps to see a familiar face.”


Lexi beams and makes her way down the aisle toward me. She’s wearing a silver skirt and a beaded pink tank top with a short, fitted jacket over it. Her nails match her lip gloss.


“Devi!” Lexi says. It sounds weird having her call me that, since everyone else at school calls me Devon.


“Hey,” I say, wondering if I should pretend I don’t know her. I could make her think she was mistaking me for someone she thought she knew, like the time I thought I saw this girl from my church in the cafeteria but it turned out it wasn’t her. And the girl was all “I’m not Beth.” And I was like, “Oh, okay, sorry.” It wasn’t a big deal. Maybe I can just pretend I’m not Devon. I practice looking confused.





“Oh, hi.” I squint at her like I don’t know who she is.


“Can you believe I’m here?” she says. Mr. Pritchard drones on up front, not even caring that she’s talking. Teachers always let new people get away with everything. “I wanted to tell you I was transferring, I’m so sorry I didn’t, but I thought it would be fab if it was a surprise!”


Yeah. Really fab.


“Mmm,” I say, still trying to pretend like I don’t know her. I figure that eventually, if I keep this up, she’ll just be like, “What’s wrong? Aren’t you Devon?” And I’ll be like, “Yes, I’m Devon, but I’ve never seen you before.” And she’ll be like, “Oh, okay, sorry, wrong Devon.” And that will be that. Although Lexi does know my last name. But I could try to keep that secret for a while. Maybe.


“Devi, I’m so glad you’re here,” she says, grabbing my arm. “I’ve had the most horrible morning. I don’t know anyone, and I was totally afraid I’d have to sit alone at lunch. I’ve been looking for you all over, but every time I asked someone about you, they acted like they had no idea who you were.”


“Mmm,” I say again.


“Devi, what’s wrong with you?” she says, looking at me with wide eyes. “Are you sick or something? You’re being weird.” She takes in the jeans and pink UConn hoodie I’m wearing. When Lexi and I spent the summer together, I never wore jeans. I wore lots of skirts, lots of cute shorts, and lots of tank tops. I always had my hair perfectly straightened, and I wore tons of lip gloss. “Seriously, are you okay?” Lexi asks again, frowning. “Oh my God!” she says, her eyes brightening. “You’re wearing the bracelet!” She looks down at my wrist, and there’s the purple and gold beaded bracelet we made before I left. We went to the store together to pick out the beads and spent a whole afternoon working out the perfect color combinations before stringing them together. Lexi holds up her wrist and shows me the matching bracelet.


So much for pretending to be someone else.


“Yeah,” I say, “I’m wearing it.” I look ahead, hoping she gets the message. The message being, you know, to be quiet.


“Oh, Devi, this is going to be such a good year!” she says. “I’m so glad I know you, I mean, how lucky am I? Knowing one of the most popular girls at my new school before I even start?” She squeals. Mr. Pritchard ignores her. What is the deal with him, anyway? Why is it teachers are always enforcing the rules when you don’t want them to? And now, when a girl who has the ability to ruin your life shows up prattling away about nonsense, they don’t? They just keep going on and on, about the value of pi.


“So we’ll sit together at lunch, right? Thank God!” She smiles, revealing a mouthful of braces. “And I can’t wait to meet Jared!”


Mr. Pritchard picks that moment to tell us to quiet down, and Lexi smiles and rolls her eyes at me. “Meet me outside the cafeteria before lunch,” she says, then turns and faces the front of the classroom.


I try not to throw up. Because Lexi Cortland thinks I’m dating Jared Bentley. Jared Bentley, who is the hottest guy I’ve ever seen. Jared Bentley, who plays soccer but is also on the seventh-grade student council, which is totally contradictory. Jared Bentley, who doesn’t even know I’m alive.


This whole thing is my parents’ fault. If they hadn’t gone uber-psycho and decided they needed time to work out their problems (or as my mom likes to call them, “marital challenges and roadblocks”), I never would have been sent to live with my grandmother for the summer. And I never would have met Lexi Cortland. Which means I never would have lied about Jared Bentley being my boyfriend, or that I was one of the most popular girls in my school.


Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad my parents stayed together. Although it is kind of annoying to see them kissing each other when I walk into the family room, or whenever they think my little sister, Katie, and I aren’t looking. But why couldn’t they have stayed together with us around? Why did they have to ship us ninety miles away for the summer?


I spend all of my fourth-period earth science class silently cursing my parents, and when the bell rings signaling the beginning of lunch, I consider just skipping it and hanging out in the library. I could get my best friend, Melissa, to come with me. And then I can just avoid this whole thing. Until I come up with some sort of brilliant plan that will allow me to save myself, before everyone finds out I lied about Jared Bentley being my boyfriend and I get completely humiliated and become the outcast of Robert Hawk Junior High.


I rush to the caf, hoping Melissa hasn’t bought her hot lunch yet so I can whisk her off to the library for a quick, secret conference. But as soon as I get there, Lexi Cortland screams my name from the popular kids’ table in the corner. “DEVI!” she yells, standing up and waving. “Come on! I saved you a seat!”





Crap. Now what am I supposed to do? I can’t very well go sit at Jared Bentley’s table. That would be disastrous. I mean, Lexi thinks he’s my boyfriend, and how can I explain that one? Why and how is Lexi sitting at the popular kids’ table, anyway? It’s her first day of school! The A-list is so not that easy to penetrate.


I ignore Lexi and walk toward the corner where Melissa is sitting.


“Hey, Mel,” I say, grabbing her and lifting her out of her chair. Seriously, I did. Lift her, I mean. Melissa is the smallest girl in our class. Which causes certain problems because she still has to buy clothes in the kids department, and also because at the beginning of the past two school years, her teachers have expressed concern over her size and have sent her to the guidance counselor, who then calls her parents in. And Mel’s parents have to explain to them that, no, Melissa doesn’t have an eating disorder, she eats tons (she does too—one time she ate a whole Domino’s Pizza at a sleepover and was still hungry), and thank you for your concern, but no, they are not in denial, and please don’t call them down to the school anymore for this, because they have jobs and it interrupts their workday and also upsets Mel.


“What are you doing?” Mel asks.





“I’ll explain in a second,” I hiss, hoarding her toward the door.


“I’m eating lunch!” she protests, her blue eyes crinkling as she frowns at me. She glances back at her lunch tray.


“You can have mine,” I say, thrusting my brownbag lunch at her.


“But I don’t want yours,” she protests. “I want the pizza that’s on my tray. What are you—”


“No time to explain!” I say, moving faster. I step on Gregory Weston’s foot as I try to make my way through the throng of kids in the cafeteria.


“Watch it!” he says.


“Sorry,” I yell over my shoulder. I’m four feet from the door when suddenly, the jig is up.


“Devi!” Lexi screams, grabbing my shoulder. Her perfectly manicured nails exert slight pressure into my skin. “I was looking for you! I’m sitting at your table, can you believe it? Come on, I saved you a seat.”


“Oh, I can’t,” I say, brushing my hair away from my face and trying to shield Mel from Lexi, all the while moving us toward the door. “Mel and I are going to the library and—”


“Oh, is this Melissa?” Lexi squeals. She jumps up and down, her wristful of bracelets jangling as she does so. “I’ve heard so much about you!”


Melissa frowns at Lexi. “Who are you?” she asks, looking between me and Lexi, confused. The thing is, I never mentioned Lexi or the other girls I hung out with this summer to Mel. I know it sounds horrible, but I told Mel my summer consisted of Sitting around at Gram’s with my little sister, watching lots of reality TV (Dancing with the Stars was my favorite), and reading lots of books. It worked until Mel asked which books I had read, and in reality, I’d only read two books while at Gram’s, one of them a Harlequin romance I’d found behind the bed in the guest room, and which, surprisingly, made me want to read others. (Even though I had to hide the cover from my sister, Katie, by reading it under the blankets with a flashlight after she’d fallen asleep. I really didn’t think Katie should be exposed to such, um, rippling muscles. Although at one point, I was very tempted to show her, because I really couldn’t figure out if the muscles on the cover model were real or added with Photoshop. But I controlled myself.) Anyway, I couldn’t really tell Mel I had read a Harlequin, so I started making up books, and then she asked me what I’d thought about some of them because, unlike me, apparently Mel really had spent her summer reading. It was almost a problem, but I changed the subject by bringing up the fact that I’d heard Brent Madison (her crush) was going to be in advanced math this year, which was the same class Mel was in. I had to sit through half an hour of her wondering what she should do about this problem (i.e, find a seat next to him or not, because if she sat next to him, it would help her get to know him, but if she didn’t sit next to him, her grade would probably be better, and how could she risk her math grade for some guy?), but it was worth it.


“I’m Lexi!” Lexi says now. She grabs Mel in a hug. I look around, wondering if I’m perhaps on one of those hidden-camera shows. Like Punk’d, only for noncelebrities.


“Oh,” Mel says, hugging Lexi back hesitantly She gives her a few pats on the shoulder.


“Come sit!” Lexi says.


“Oh, no, we can’t,” I say, looking around nervously. “We’re on our way to the library.”


“The library!” Lexi says, throwing her head back and laughing. The lights of the cafeteria bounce off her braces. “Don’t be silly, Devi.” Mel’s eyebrows shoot up at the use of the word “Devi.” “Come sit with me! I’m at Jared’s table.” Mel’s eyebrows shoot up even more.


“But how did—” I start.





“I couldn’t find you,” Lexi says, tossing her long blond hair over her shoulder. “So when I got to the cafeteria, I asked a girl where Jared Bentley was sitting, because I figured that’s where you’d be. I thought you said in math you were going to meet me outside the cafeteria at the beginning of lunch.”


“I, uh, forgot,” I say lamely Mel’s eyes are now practically bugging out of her head, and I send her a silent message not to say anything that could potentially ruin my life.


“Come on,” Lexi says. “We’re missing lunch. And that guy is totally staring at me.” She looks in distaste at the table next to us, where Mark Gibson’s eyes are almost as big as Mel’s. You can’t blame him. Lexi is wearing a very short skirt.


“Lexi,” I say, taking a deep breath. “I really can’t.”


“Why not?” Lexi says, her eyes narrowing. She looks at me suspiciously. “What’s the problem?” This is the moment of truth. This is the time where I should come clean, I should tell Lexi that everything I told her this summer was completely made up, that Jared Bentley and I are not dating, that no one calls me “Devi,” and that I don’t usually look the way I did this summer.


“Lexi, I—”


“Alexis Cortland!” a voice booms suddenly. I turn around to see one of the guidance counselors, Mr. Boone, standing behind us. Mr. Boone is really cool. He totally saved the seventh grade a couple of weeks ago when the eighth graders tried to fix the Robert Hawk Junior High penny contest for the Make-A-Wish Foundation.


“Mr. Boone,” Lexi says sweetly. “What are you doing here?”


“I’m looking for you,” Mr. Boone says. He adjusts his navy blue striped tie. Mr. Boone is always adjusting his tie. I don’t know why. Other than the fact that maybe his tie is always loose? Or maybe he feels uncomfortable all dressed up, like the hero in one of the romance novels I read this summer. He was a carpenter (the guy in the book, not Mr. Boone) and he fell in love with this woman who had a lot of money. She was an heiress or something, and he was doing work on her house. Anyway, she took him to this huge event, kind of like a ball, and he had to wear a tuxedo, and he was very uncomfortable. Because he was used to going around shirtless all the time (to show off his rippling muscles, I think, which is why the heiress got interested in him in the first place). I imagine Mr. Boone walking around with no shirt on, and I blush.


“Why were you looking for me?” Lexi asks.





“Because you were supposed to spend your lunch period in my office, going over your schedule for this year,” Mr. Boone says. He adjusts his tie again.


“I totally forgot,” Lexi says in a tone that makes me think she totally did not. “Let me just get my stuff and I’ll meet you in guidance.” She turns to me. “I’ll IM you later, okay, Devi?” She blows me a kiss and turns on her heel to grab her stuff. Mr. Boone follows her, presumably so she doesn’t “forget” again.


Suddenly, my head is spinning and I collapse into the nearest chair.


Mel’s eyes are still the size of saucers. “Um, you want to tell me what’s going on?” she asks, plopping down in the chair next to me. “Devi?”
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I spend the next half hour in the library with Mel, filling her in on the Lexi debacle. We then make the following list:


Lies, Realities, and Possible Solutions


Lie Number One: I am popular.


Reality: I am not.


Possible Solution: Somehow become popular? (At this point, Mel points out that if I knew how to do this, I would already have done it.)


Why This Solution Won’t Work: See above comment by Mel.





Lie Number Two: I am dating Jared Bentley.


Reality: Jared Bentley doesn’t know my name. I don’t think. One time earlier this year, he asked me if he could borrow a writing utensil in English. And all I had was this pen my grandmother had given me over the summer that was purple and said DEVON in huge yellow letters. Maybe he remembers this?


Possible Solution: Get Jared Bentley to go out with me.


Why This Solution Won’t Work: Jared Bentley is tall, blond, and quite amazing. Every single girl in our junior high has a crush on him (even some of the eighth graders), so it’s unlikely he would want to go out with me.


Possible Solution: Tell Lexi that Jared and I broke up.


Why This Solution Won’t Work: The thing is, even though this is the first time I’ve seen Lexi, we still IM sometimes. And the last time we talked was last night, when Lexi told me she had this huge surprise for me. (“Who does that?” Mel asks at this point. “Just shows up at someone’s school and doesn’t tell them? And you have a secret IM friend?” She looks shocked, like she can’t believe I’m having some sort of weird, behind-her-back IM conversations.) Anyway, I can’t tell Lexi that Jared and I broke up, because last night, I was acting like Jared and I were still together. And what if she’s all, “That’s funny, last night you two were still going out, you PROBABLY MADE THE WHOLE THING UP AND ARE NOW STAGING A BREAKUP SO THAT NO ONE THINKS YOU’RE PSYCHO.”


Lie Number Three: I’m always dressed like a fashionista. Although if you want to get technical, this one isn’t really a lie. It’s more of a misconception, since I never actually told Lexi that I always dressed the way I did this summer. She just sort of assumed I was perpetually dressed in cute outfits. In reality, I’m more of a jeans-and-hoodies kind of girl. I’m not a slob or anything, I’m just not dressed up all the time.


Possible Solution: Start dressing like a fashionista again.


Why This Solution Won’t Work: The only reason I was able to dress like a fashionista in the first place was because my parents were feeling uber-guilty about sending me off to my grandma’s for the summer, so they were, um, quite liberal with their cash. My dad even gave me his credit card number so I could shop online. Now that they’re back together, I’m lucky if I see my allowance. And all the cute clothes I bought over the summer were summer clothes. And now it’s October. I mean, how can I show up at school wearing tank tops and sandals? I’d look like a freak. A cute freak. But a freak.


Possible Solution: Tell Lexi I’ve developed some sort of rare skin disease that causes me to be allergic to designer clothes. Also let her know that this disorder may be catching, so she might want to stay away from me unless she is prepared to give up her Prada and BCBG.


Why This Solution Won’t Work: Lexi Cortland is not stupid.


BOTTOM LINE: I AM IN DEEP TROUBLE.


When I get home from school, my mom’s at the kitchen table, on her laptop. She’s a freelance Web designer now, which is one of the things she and my dad agreed on this summer. Apparently my mom was feeling suffocated by her job at the design firm where she worked and she wanted to start her own business, but my dad was worried that if she did, we’d all be out on the street, homeless and with no food. Which even I thought was kind of ridiculous, because my dad is a pharmaceutical rep, and so is Darcy Marino’s, this girl in my math class. Darcy’s parents have four kids, and her mom stays at home and takes care of them. Their house is bigger than ours, and I don’t think Darcy or her brothers ever went hungry or anything.


Anyway, my mom thought that since my dad worried we were all going to end up homeless, that meant he didn’t believe in her abilities and wasn’t encouraging her to pursue her dreams. So she got really mad, which led to the “rifts and tension” in their marriage. But ever since Katie and I got back from my grandma’s, my dad has seemed super supportive. I think it’s because they’re going to a marriage counselor, and it seems to be helping. (FYI: My mom and dad make up excuses when they go to their counseling appointments, but I totally found the brochure in my mom’s desk once while I was looking for a red Sharpie to use for my social studies poster on Communist Russia. It’s kind of ridiculous to keep it a secret, if you ask me, because I’m thirteen and I wouldn’t freak out about it or anything. But I do my best not to let on that I know, and also to keep it a secret from Katie, because I don’t want anyone getting upset.)


“Hey, honey,” my mom says, standing up and stretching. “How was school?”


“Good,” I lie, figuring it’s best not to say anything about the whole my-life-possibly-being-ruined thing. I open the cupboard and pull down a box of peanut butter and chocolate chip granola bars.


“Hello,” Katie says, walking into the room. She’s wearing a bathing suit and a pair of ice skates.


“Oh, honey,” my mom says, “you shouldn’t wear your skates in the house.”


“Why not?” Katie asks. “I’m in training.”


“Well,” my mom says slowly, “that’s great, but you need to wear your blade guards if you’re going to be walking around like that.”


Katie is five, and thinks she’s an Olympian. Or, going to be an Olympian. The problem is, she wants to get to the Olympics, but can’t decide what she wants to go to the Olympics for. So one week she’s an ice-skater, the next she’s a gymnast, etc. One time she came to the dinner table wearing a tutu she had left over from ballet lessons she took when she was three. (It was way too small for her, and also confusing to everyone, because ballet isn’t an Olympic sport. When we told her this, she burst into tears, because ballet was her “one true shot at the gold.”)


Katie can be quite dramatic.


“Mom, wearing my blade guards does not help when I am out on the ice, trying to stay balanced.”


“You need to wear your blade guards,” my mom repeats firmly. “Otherwise you’re going to ruin the floor, and we’ll have to spend the money we’re currently using for your skating lessons to pay for a new one.”


Katie crosses her arms and puts a pained expression on her face. Katie is having what my grandmother calls “a difficult transition.” Basically, since my parents pretty much gave her whatever she wanted over the summer (a new bike, new skates, a balance beam so she could practice being an Olympic gymnast, and a trampoline), and my grandmother never made her do anything around the house, she’s not used to people saying no to her. Which is why she pitches a lot of fits.


“I want some juice,” she says now.


“Fine,” my mom says, pushing her hair away from her face and standing up from the table. She’s wearing blue yoga pants and a pink long-sleeved fleece shirt. Now that my mom works from home, she wears this kind of stuff a lot. She stops for a minute, considering my sister’s request. “Katie, honey, you can get the juice yourself. Mommy’s working.” She sits back down at her computer, looking satisfied.


Katie rolls her eyes and makes a big production of sliding her ice-skate blades across the kitchen floor. I’m pretty sure that one of the things my mom is working on in therapy has to do with not letting her guilt get the best of her, which might cause her to let me and Katie get spoiled. Which means this is probably not the best time to ask her if I can go away to boarding school, since my life is a huge mess.


“Devon,” my mom says. “Listen, your father and I are going out tonight, so you’re going to have to watch Katie.”


“No, thanks,” Katie says, pulling a container of orange juice out of the refrigerator. She totters on her skates over to the counter. “I don’t want Devon to watch me.”


I reach up into the cupboard and pull down a pink plastic cup and set it on the counter for her. “It’ll be fun, Katie,” I say.


“How come?” she asks.


“It just will,” I say, hoping she’ll accept that. Katie gets a little weird when she has to stay home alone with me. It has to do with what happened this summer. She thinks that when my parents leave, they’re going to be gone for a really long time.


Katie sighs and starts pouring the juice carefully into her cup.


“How long do I have to babysit for?” I ask my mom, not really caring. Babysitting for Katie isn’t hard. Especially since my mom just bought her Miracle, the true story of the U.S. Olympic hockey team on DVD. Katie has been watching it over and over and over.


“Just a few hours,” my mom says. “We’re going out to dinner.”


The phone rings, and I lunge for the cordless.


“Hello?” I say, without checking the caller ID.


“Devi? It’s Lexi.”


“Oh, um, hi,” I say, wandering into my room. I throw myself down on the bed, wondering why Lexi is calling me. I gave her my phone number at the end of the summer, but until this point, our contact has been contained to instant message conversations.


“You weren’t online,” Lexi says. She sounds accusatory, like I’ve done something horrible.


“Sorry,” I say, “I just got home.” I look down at my bed and pull at a stray thread that’s popped out of the lining of my comforter.


“So check it,” Lexi says. “I was thinking we could go together tonight.”


“Get together?” I ask.


“No, go together,” Lexi says, sounding slightly exasperated. “To the mall? With Jared and Kim and everyone?”


It takes me half a second to realize that she’s talking about some A-list get-together that’s planned for tonight, and since she thinks I’m dating Jared, she just assumes I’m invited. Which I’m not.


“Listen, Lexi—”


“My mom can drive if your mom can pick us up,” Lexi says matter-of-factly.


“I can’t,” I say. “I have to babysit for Katie.” Which isn’t a lie. I do have to babysit for Katie. Besides, even if I didn’t have to babysit for Katie, I couldn’t just show up at the mall to some A-list meet-up. Especially with Lexi. Especially when she thinks I’m dating Jared Bentley. “Hey, wait,” I say, confused. “How did you get invited?”


“After I finished with Mr. Boone, I went back to the cafeteria,” Lexi says. “Kim invited me.” Kim is Kim Cavalli, who’s one of the most popular girls in the seventh grade. Unreal. Girls spend their lives trying to be friends with Kim. Lexi’s here for a day and she’s already hanging out with her.


“Listen,” I say, deciding now is the time to tell Lexi the truth. But what do I say, exactly?


Choice A: Lexi, I’m not popular, I’m a total liar, Jared Bentley doesn’t even know I’m alive.


Choice B: Gotta go, Lexi, talk to you, erhm, never. (Then avoid Lexi at school forever.)


Choice C: Lexi, I have to confess something. You see, I’m really not going out with Jared, and I’m really not that popular. I don’t know why I told you all that stuff this summer, and I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to lie to you.


Choice B seems like the most logical solution, but the problem (besides, of course, the fact that I could end up a social outcast), is that I really do want to be friends with Lexi. We had a lot of fun together over the summer, and we talked a lot about the stuff that was going on with my parents. Which was nice, because nobody else knows my parents were thinking about getting divorced. Not even Mel. It would be horrible if Lexi hated me.


Suddenly, something takes over my body. It’s like I’m not myself, but someone else. Some other Devon. One who has no idea what she’s doing. I say, “Listen, Lexi, it’s really important that you don’t say anything to anyone about me and Jared dating.”


“How come?” Lexi says, and I think if she had sounded suspicious at all, I probably wouldn’t have been able to lie. But she sounds genuinely interested, and before I can stop myself, I say, “Because Mel has a crush on him, so our relationship is totally secret.” Mel. Has. A. Crush. On. Him. And. So. Our. Relationship. Is. Totally. Secret. Oh my God. I have lost my mind. I’ve seriously gone crazy. It’s even worse than the summer, because over the summer, it was crazy to pretend to be popular and everything, but at least that was kind of normal because what thirteen-year-old girl doesn’t want to be popular? It was kind of like I was playing a role and—oh my God. I’m obviously a pathological liar. What is a pathological liar, exactly? Is it someone who lies, and then believes her lies? No, because if the person didn’t realize she was lying, she wouldn’t be a liar, she’d just be insane. And I definitely know I’m lying. Of course, I could also be insane.
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