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  ‘Unashamedly girly, will bring a smile to the face of anyone who has been unlucky in love... Chick-lit at its very best’ – Daily
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  ‘Pure, sun-drenched escapism... the perfect summer holiday read’ – Heat
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  ‘Witty, fun and impossible to put down!’ – Closer

  ‘A brilliant piece of chick-lit’ – Fabulous Magazine
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  For my beautiful editor, Suzanne Baboneau and for my lovely readers, old and new.

  Thank you for making my childhood dream of becoming an author even better than I could have imagined.

  (And I imagine for a living, so that’s saying something.)

  


  Prologue

  Angus

  She’s here. I’m instantly tense. The people around here are mistaken. They don’t all look alike. She’s special. She’s different.
  She’s the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.

  I watch her in a daze through the crowded, smoky air as she gets herself a beer from the makeshift bar. I want to go over to her, but I stay where I am, leaning against the doorframe. After what
  happened last night, she has to come to me. But I don’t know if she will. I’ve been worried she wouldn’t even turn up.

  She swigs from her bottle, then looks around the packed living room, taking everything in. She’s late and everyone else is well on their way to oblivion. Turning up at a party alone at
  this hour is brave. It wouldn’t surprise me if she walked right back out again. That thought messes with my head, and it’s already messed up enough. I can’t believe I’ve let
  her get to me like this.

  I watch, fixated, as she puts the bottle back to her lips and then suddenly her eyes lock with mine. I force myself to stare back at her.

  She smiles at me and the relief is instant. I jerk my head backwards, willing her to come over. Still smiling, she slowly makes her way through the packed space, squeezing through bodies until
  she’s right in front of me.

  ‘Hey,’ I say, reaching down to touch my fingertips to hers.

  ‘Hi.’ She closes her hand into a fist.

  Okay, so we’re not cool. Her gorgeous eyes are wide as she stares up at me. My gaze drops to her lips. They’re shiny, like she’s just applied lip gloss. I want to lick it off
  her.

  Bloody hell, I’m drunk.

  ‘How was dinner?’ I ask.

  ‘It was fine!’ She shouts. I can’t hear her next words because the music is too loud.

  ‘What did you say?’ I shout back, cupping her head with my hand and pulling her closer.

  ‘I said it’s noisy!’

  ‘Yeah,’ I reply with a grin. ‘Sorry, I’m a bit pissed.’ I speak right into her ear.

  ‘Lucky you.’

  She is so sexy. Her hair is soft under my fingers. I run my thumb across her temple and she puts her hand on my chest. I think she’s trying to keep me at bay, but it’s not working.
  Her touch almost does me in.

  I take her hands and pull her closer.

  ‘Angus?’ She sounds uncertain as I touch my forehead to hers. I know I’m making her uncomfortable in front of all these people, but I need to be with her. I want her so much.
  Too much.

  Determination surges through me. ‘Come with me,’ I say firmly, putting our beers on a nearby table. I grab her hand and tug her out of the living room. My head is spinning as I push
  open the door to the cloakroom under the stairs. I pull her inside and hear her gasp as I slam the door shut behind her. Then my mouth is on hers. I hear her sharp intake of breath as my tongue
  pushes her lips apart. She hesitates only a little before kissing me back. I could kiss her forever.

  ‘I want you,’ I murmur into her mouth, pressing myself up against her so she can feel how much.

  Her breath quickens as I slide my hand up inside her T-shirt.

  ‘I want you,’ I say again, and then she silences me with fast, hungry kisses and I know that I’ve got her. She’s mine.

  Someone turns the doorknob and I whip my hand out from under her T-shirt and slam my palm against the door, keeping it shut.

  ‘Go upstairs,’ I shout, locking the door. ‘Whoops.’ I laugh under my breath as I pull her body flush to mine. But she’s tensed again. ‘It’s
  alright,’ I tell her, my hand returning to the hem of her shirt. But this time she catches it, stopping me in my tracks.

  ‘What... We... What are you doing?’ she asks, even more breathless than before.

  ‘What do you think I’m doing?’ I ask in a low voice, kissing her neck. We’re picking up from where we left off last night. She needs to know what she does to me.

  ‘Angus, stop!’ she says loudly.

  Oh fuck. Ice freezes my stomach and I jerk away from her, reaching for the pull cord to flood the room with light. She flinches at the brightness, instinctively lifting her hands up to block it.
  She squints at me from under the shade of her fingers and I stare back at her with horror.

  Same greeny-gold eyes...

  Same light-blonde hair...

  Not the same girl.

  ‘Oh...’ I say. ‘I thought you were—’

  


  

  Rose

  Phoebe

  Eliza

  You could say we’re freaks of nature.

  We look exactly the same with our blonde hair and green eyes, and we all carry the same genetic material. One of us could literally commit murder and blame it on the others without our DNA
  giving us away.

  Identical triplets are formed when a single fertilised egg splits into two, and one of the resulting two eggs splits again. The odds of this happening could be anything from 1 in 60,000 to 1 in
  200 million, but one thing’s for certain: identical triplets are very, very rare.

  When our parents brought us home from the hospital, they were terrified about mixing us up. Apparently we wore our hospital armbands until they grew too tight, and even after Mum
  snipped the bands off, she painted each of our little fingernails a different colour. Sometimes she’s still baffled about who’s who in our baby photographs.

  But even though we look the same, and even though we came from the same, single, fertilised egg, we were separated into three before our mother even knew she was pregnant. And here’s the
  crux of it: we were born three completely different individuals.

  As time passed and our personalities began to shine through, Mum and Dad came to realise that we actually had very little in common.

  Yes, we could all scream very loudly.

  And yes, we were all extremely stubborn.

  But that was about it.

  Until we were seventeen, that is. Because when we were seventeen, Angus Templeton moved in next door. And unfortunately, all three of us fell head over heels in love with him.

  


  Part One

  


  Chapter 1

  Phoebe

  When people say they’re living in the shadow of the mountain, it sounds kind of ominous. But there’s nothing ominous about this. The mountain is so close, I feel
  like I’m in it. I can’t even see the top unless I sit down on the sofa, and then my eye line reaches right up to the snowy peaks. What I wouldn’t give to be up
  there...

  ‘Why are you sighing?’

  I jolt at the sound of Josie’s voice, glancing over my shoulder to see my best friend gazing down at me. ‘Nothing. I’m just happy to be back.’ I smile warmly.

  It’s been almost ten years since we first came to Chamonix together at the age of eighteen.

  ‘What time did you get up?’ Josie asks, belatedly noticing that I’m fully dressed.

  ‘An hour or so ago,’ I reply, tightening my ponytail high up on my head.

  ‘What’s wrong with you?’ she grumbles, not expecting an answer as she flops onto the sofa beside me and yawns. Her medium-length dark hair is all tangled and her blue eyes look
  half asleep. She’s still gorgeous, though.

  ‘Coffee?’ I ask, bounding to my feet and heading into the small kitchen.

  ‘Yes, please,’ she replies.

  We only arrived yesterday, and last night we hit an old haunt and drank one beer too many. To Josie’s irritation, I rarely suffer with hangovers, but then again, I managed to
  avoid being roped into the shots she did at midnight.

  I switch on the radio and set about making the coffee, humming along to the music while she chills out.

  ‘What do you want to do today?’ she calls.

  ‘Climb a mountain.’ I poke my head around the door and flash her a hopeful grin.

  ‘Noooooo. No, no, no, no, no.’ Josie shakes her head adamantly and I continue with my task, chuckling to myself.

  ‘Sorry,’ she says, taking her cup from me when I reappear. ‘I don’t want to spoil your fun.’

  I frown at her. ‘Don’t be silly.’

  I’m getting married in two weeks, and all I wanted to do hen-wise was to come back here for a few days with my closest friend. I’ve thought a lot about Chamonix over the years, and
  as Josie and I experienced it together, it felt right that we should return, just the two of us.

  My sisters were a little put out at not being invited, but now they’ve made other plans. Eliza and I are going to see a band in Manchester and Rose has organised a spa day. It’ll be
  great to have some one-on-one time with each of them. We don’t get to do that nearly enough these days.

  ‘So, aside from climbing a mountain, what else could we do?’ Josie perseveres.

  ‘Paraglide off one?’ I ask hopefully.

  She pulls a face. ‘You know I don’t do extreme sports. I’m a boring mummy these days.’

  Josie has a one-year-old son, Harry, back at home and this is the first time she’s been away from him.

  ‘How about we go on the Aiguille?’ I suggest. ‘You haven’t seen the top at this time of year.’

  She went home towards the end of the winter season in March all those years ago, but I managed to secure a contract working on the Aiguille du Midi cable car. I loved life here so much that I
  ended up staying on through the summer.

  ‘Okay, sure,’ she agrees, nodding. ‘Guess I’d better get cracking then. I assume we’ll have to queue for ages like all the other tourists?’

  ‘Mmm, unfortunately. I don’t know anyone who works there any more.’

  The thought makes my heart squeeze.

  A couple of hours later, we’re nearly 4,000 metres above sea level on the highest and most famous of the Aiguilles de Chamonix.

  I feel giddy with elation. Or maybe it’s the altitude. Whatever it is, I’m ecstatic to be back.

  ‘Wow,’ Josie murmurs as we stand in quiet reverence on the panoramic viewing platform. ‘I’d forgotten how beautiful it is up here.’

  I gaze around at the jagged browny-grey peaks of the surrounding mountains. Mont Blanc is ahead of us and carpeted with snow, nonchalantly indifferent to the fact that it’s summer. It
  looks deceptively close, but the way from here to its summit is one of the more technical climbing routes. I know because I’ve done it, as well as another route that is slightly less
  challenging, but not to be underestimated.

  ‘I can’t believe you climbed the White Lady twice.’ Josie appears to be reading my mind.

  ‘Neither can I,’ I reply, as another of Mont Blanc’s nicknames comes back to me: White Killer... It’s hard to keep track of how many people have lost their lives
  trying to reach the top of Western Europe’s highest summit, not to mention those who have perished coming back down again.

  ‘Getting to the top is only halfway’, my dad used to say. The thought of him here, now, brings with it a sharp sense of loss.

  Dad died of a heart attack eight years ago, and I miss him so much, especially here in the mountains. He was the person who taught me how to climb.

  Josie snorts with amusement, oblivious to the dark turn my thoughts have taken. ‘You are such a jammy git. Did you really get paid to stay overnight up here? What a view to wake up
  to!’

  I can’t help but smile again. ‘Well, there are no windows in the staff apartment,’ I tell her. ‘But yeah, it was pretty ridiculous walking outside in the
  morning.’

  When Josie and I first came to Chamonix, we started off as chambermaids, but when she went home, I set my sights higher – a lot higher.

  I’d made friends with a few locals, and one of them, Cécile, worked here on the Aiguille du Midi. The likelihood of a non-Chamoniard securing a contract on the cable cars was so low
  that it barely seemed worth applying – once you got a contract, you didn’t let it go. But my French was fluent and Cécile promised to put in a good word for me, so I sent in my
  CV. When a couple of full-timers unexpectedly quit citing personal reasons, I got a lucky break.

  It’s hard to convey how much I loved it. I had to do everything from manning the cable cars to picking up litter, but the icing on the cake came once a month, when two of us would be
  guardians of the top, staying overnight in the staff apartment three floors down from where Josie and I are standing now. We were the last people to see the sun set at night and the first to see it
  rise the next morning. The experience was unforgettable.

  My thoughts flit away from me again and suddenly I’m on the footbridge, the sky tinged orange and the mountains jagged silhouettes all around. For a few moments, I let my mind drift,
  before gathering myself together.

  ‘Let’s go to the ridge,’ I prompt Josie, bumping her arm.

  Soon afterwards we’re in a shiny, dark, hollowed-out, frozen tunnel and, as I breathe in the cold air, I hear the familiar scritch-scratch of crampons on boots digging into densely packed
  snow. In the oddest way, I feel like I’ve come home.

  There are three climbers ahead, preparing to set off down the ridge, and as they make their way through the gate, I move out of the ice cave and into the light. I watch as they set off down the
  narrow snow track, tethered together by rope.

  ‘Freaking nutters,’ Josie says under her breath, casting me a look. ‘And you’re a nutter as well.’

  I smile a small smile. ‘It feels like a long time since I did that.’

  ‘You don’t really go climbing much these days,’ she observes.

  ‘Hardly ever,’ I reply quietly.

  ‘Do you miss—’

  ‘Yes,’ I interrupt, then smile at her properly. ‘I need to get my act together.’

  She smiles back at me. ‘Plenty of time for that. What do you reckon, lunch?’

  ‘Good plan.’

  


  Chapter 2

  Rose

  Once, on a sleepover, I was playing a late-night game of ‘Truth or Dare’ and Becky Betts asked me to choose between my sisters.

  ‘You can only save one, and the other one will die,’ she declared melodramatically.

  I didn’t hesitate to respond.

  I still remember the look of shock on her face as she glanced at her sister Laura. Neither of them could believe my blasé lack of diplomacy.

  But of course I’d save Phoebe. Everyone would, Eliza included.

  It’s not that Eliza and I hate each other. We just don’t get on very well. We never have. She thinks I’m boring and uptight and I think she’s immature and
  disrespectful.

  ‘You’re as thorny as your name,’ she never tires of saying. Or another variant: ‘Don’t be so prickly, Rose.’

  If we weren’t sisters, it’s unlikely we’d be friends.

  Phoebe, on the other hand, is like a ray of sunshine on a cloudy day. Her laughter is infectious.

  Damn, I miss her. She’s only been gone two days.

  ‘You’re not taking that with you, are you?’ I ask Mum now, realising that she’s been holding the same china plate in her hands for at least two minutes.

  ‘I haven’t decided,’ she replies defensively, putting it down with a slight clatter.

  ‘You won’t need a formal dinner service in a smaller house,’ I point out pedantically.

  ‘I might do,’ she snaps.

  ‘You can’t take all of it with you,’ I warn wearily as she stalks out of the room. She stops abruptly in the hall, her face turned towards the front door. It breaks
  into a smile.

  ‘Have you been busking?’ she asks over the sound of the door clunking shut.

  ‘Yeah, in town,’ I hear Eliza’s reply, and then a knock as she places her guitar case against the adjoining wall.

  ‘I thought you must’ve been at work. Come and have a cup of tea,’ Mum urges genially.

  I roll my eyes. ‘Or better still, come and help!’ I call out, smoothing my hands over my floral summer dress as our mother heads spiritedly in the direction of the kitchen.

  ‘Do you want one, Rose?’ she calls out to me as an afterthought. She’s already put the kettle on.

  ‘Sure,’ I reply, as Eliza appears in the doorway.

  She’s wearing ripped denim jeans with a bright orange vest top and her hair has been fashioned into pigtails.

  The hairstyle is just one example of how she hasn’t grown up. Others include busking and waitressing instead of getting a proper job, going through boyfriends like they’re going out
  of fashion, and still living at home. I could go on.

  ‘Seriously, are you going to help at all with this packing?’ I ask, as she slumps into a chair at the dining-room table. I’m kneeling on the carpet in front of Mum’s
  display cabinet, wrapping yet another of her beloved ornaments in bubble wrap.

  ‘Why should I? I don’t want to move,’ Eliza responds sarkily.

  I was the one who recently persuaded Mum to sell up and downsize.

  Phoebe thought it was ‘probably a good idea’, but Eliza was just furious to be losing her free hotel room.

  ‘This is not about you,’ I point out.

  She leans forward and rests her elbows on the table, gazing down at me intently. I shift uneasily, already bristling at whatever it is that she’s going to say.

  ‘Do you really have nothing better to do with your holidays?’ she asks.

  I’m a nurse and I live and work in London, doing an often harrowing and stressful job. I would love to be lying on a beach right now beside my boyfriend Gerard in a hot country, but
  instead I’m here in Manchester for the next two weeks, helping our mother to move, and our sister with her last-minute wedding preparations. What’s Eliza doing? A big
  fat diddly squat, that’s what.

  My father’s words ring in my ears: ‘Rose is a giver, not a taker. Just like her mother...’

  Mum used to be a nurse – that’s how she and Dad met. Dad had a climbing accident and Mum nursed him back to health, but she gave up work when we were born. It was all hands on deck
  after that.

  ‘I’m just saying,’ Eliza says, shrugging and looking away, dispassionately. ‘Some of us have better things to do with our time.’

  I raise my voice. ‘Some of us need to get a proper job and stop scrounging off their elderly parent!’

  ‘Stop it!’ Mum barks from the doorway, making me flinch guiltily. The mugs on her tray vibrate noisily against each other as she continues. ‘You two turn into spoilt brats when
  you’re together! When are you going to start acting your age?’

  She has a point. We are twenty-seven.

  ‘Why don’t you go and make a start on the attic?’ Mum prompts me.

  ‘Fine, I will,’ I reply, grabbing my tea and flouncing out of the room in much the same manner as she did a couple of minutes ago.

  When Phoebe and I were at university, our parents decided to turn our family home into a bed and breakfast. All of our childhood bits and pieces went up into the attic – even Eliza had a
  tidy up, but she never moved out – and then Dad died and Mum lost interest in putting up strangers.

  I’ve been meaning to sort through my stuff for ages.

  On my way past the hall mirror, I catch sight of my reflection and see that my high bun has come loose into a ponytail – the no-fuss, sporty style Phoebe favours. For a split second,
  it’s like I’m looking right at her.

  She and I adopted our own hairstyles from an early age because we were fed up with our teachers collectively calling us ‘Miss Thomson’ when they couldn’t tell us apart. But
  Eliza was responsible for me first embracing the bun.

  I used to nick her scissors occasionally because I could never find mine, but one day she went mad because she had an art project due – some bizarre collage made out of cardboard –
  and I told her I’d given them back. She stormed into my bedroom, vying for blood, and was so cross to see them sitting in my top drawer that she yanked my hair and snipped off a chunk. She
  got into a lot of trouble for that.

  In some ways, though, she did me a favour. I had to wear my hair up the next day and I got so many compliments that it became my signature look. Sometimes she’d wind me up by wearing hers
  in a bun, too, but she never could do neat and tidy so the teachers always knew something was off.

  I hunt out the pole from the airing cupboard and hook it onto the ring to open the hatch door and bring down the ladder. A few minutes later, I’m up in the dingy, dusty space surrounded by
  boxes. I have no idea where to start, so I grab one and haul it towards me.

  It’s almost an hour before I come across the first diary. I recognise it immediately, despite the stickers plastering the front cover. My sisters and I were given identical purple
  notebooks by our Uncle Simon for our seventeenth birthdays, padlocked with tiny locks. I wrote in mine religiously, although I’d probably cringe at reading it now.

  I prise back one corner of the cover and start in surprise at the scratchy handwriting I can just make out inside.

  I knew Phoebe kept a diary – everyone knew Phoebe kept a diary – she was always entering writing competitions and telling people she wanted to be an author one day. But Eliza? I
  never would have pegged her as the diary-writing type. Songs, sure. But pouring her heart out to inanimate objects? Not her style. Even her songs are weird and quirky – there’s no
  soul-baring in her lyrics, not the ones that I’ve heard, anyway.

  Yet this is definitely her scrawl. When did she start writing this?

  I scrutinise the lock. I lost my own key once, so I have a fair idea how to crack it. I reach up and remove one of the bobby pins that were unsuccessfully securing my bun and poke it in the
  keyhole, wiggling it around. A moment later, there’s a click and I’m in.

  I jolt at the sight of the first entry date: Friday 13th May, a whole decade ago. Friday 13th May – that was the day Angus moved in!

  I slam the diary shut again. I knew it! I knew he had got to her, too! She always went around with this couldn’t-care-less attitude, but she didn’t fool me.

  Guilt slithers like a snake in my gut as I open up the diary again. A chance to get inside Eliza’s head? How could I resist? She’d kill me if she found out, of course, but it serves
  her right for not helping to pack up the house.

  I press back the pages and begin to read...

  


  Chapter 3

  Eliza

  I’m sitting on the wall, swinging my legs as far back as they’ll go before they hit brick and bounce off again. This has always been one of my favourite places to
  sit at home: out the front, squeezed between a gap in the hedge, watching the world go by. We live on a tree-lined street in one of the nicer parts of Sale, a small town about twenty minutes’
  drive southwest of Manchester. My friends wonder why I haven’t moved closer to the city, seeking a buzz instead of what they perceive as suburban boredom – ‘suboreban’
  – but I like it here. I close my eyes and tilt my face to the sun, trying to catch a few rays before it goes behind the hovering clouds. It’s been a shitty summer so far. I hope
  Phoebe’s having more luck with the weather in France. I still can’t believe she didn’t invite me. I picture her now, laughing and carefree with the sun on her face and the
  snow-capped mountains behind her, just like in the photos she used to send me. It makes me smile, too.

  My ears prick up as a car turns into the road and, sure enough, it’s Angus.

  A few strays from the kaleidoscope of butterflies that resides in my heart burst out through the bars of my ribcage and make their way into my stomach. The buggers are under much better control
  these days, but I’m annoyed at the few that won’t behave themselves.

  I watch as Angus parks his old Land Rover Defender on his mum’s drive, remembering with affection the day he brought it home from his uncle’s farm. It was painted bright orange
  within weeks.

  ‘Are you still driving that shitmobile?’ I call as he gets out of the car.

  ‘It’s a classic!’ he exclaims, flashing me a cheeky grin as he slams the door shut behind him. His dark-blond hair is as dishevelled and windswept as ever. Phoebe said he plans
  to tidy it up for the wedding, I recall with a pang.

  ‘Hello trouble,’ he says, coming over.

  ‘Speak for yourself.’ I don’t get down from the wall and he doesn’t try to kiss me hello.

  ‘I haven’t seen you for ages. How are you doing?’

  I glance over my shoulder in the direction of my childhood home, although I can’t see it for the foliage in the way. ‘Bit gutted,’ I reply with a shrug.

  ‘Yeah.’ He regards me with concern. ‘I heard your mum’s selling up.’

  ‘She’s already accepted an offer.’

  ‘That was quick,’ he comments.

  ‘Mmm. I’m sure she could have got more if Rose hadn’t been rushing her.’

  He gives a small, pitying smile that makes me regret bitching. Angus has never liked it.

  ‘Have you heard from Phoebe?’ I change the subject before he does.

  ‘Nah.’ He shakes his head. ‘She’s only been gone a couple of days.’

  ‘Feels like longer.’

  There’s that smile again.

  Phoebe is my older sister by twelve minutes, my beloved middle sister. In a funny way, she has always come between Rose and me. She’d like to say she bridges the gap, but actually, she
  widens it. Rose and I have always fought for her attention.

  ‘Are you back for the weekend?’ I ask Angus.

  ‘No, for the whole week. I want to get the apartment sorted out before Phoebe returns.’

  ‘Trying to soften the blow?’

  ‘Something like that.’ He smiles half-heartedly.

  Phoebe wasn’t keen on moving back to Manchester. She’s only doing it because she promised Angus years ago that they would. He wants to live closer to his mum and property is cheaper
  up here, so they can afford to buy something of their own at last. Plus they’re both able to work freelance – she’s a translator and he’s a journalist – but
  she’s planning to take a break from her translation work to pen the novel that she’s always wanted to write. When we were younger, she was always bounding into my bedroom, desperate to
  tell me about her latest story idea before it slipped from her mind. I could’ve listened to her chat away for hours. She was very engaging. She still is.

  ‘What about you? Have you found anywhere to live yet?’ Angus asks.

  ‘Nope.’ I steel myself for his reaction. ‘I’m thinking about moving to London.’

  ‘You’re shitting me.’ He gapes at me. ‘You’re moving to London the second Phoebe and I leave? Are you avoiding us?’

  I force a roll of my eyes.

  No, just you.

  ‘Come in for a coffee?’ he asks hopefully, jerking his head towards his house.

  ‘Nah, your mum will want you to herself. Maybe catch you later, though,’ I say out of politeness.

  ‘Are you up to anything tonight?’ He ignores his cue to leave.

  ‘I’ve got a gig at a working men’s club. Should be fun.’

  He smirks at my caustic tone. ‘Give me the address and I’ll pop in.’

  ‘You don’t have to.’

  ‘I know I don’t.’

  His mum appears then, and proceeds to sweep him up in a hug. I take the opportunity to escape while I can.

  


  Chapter 4

  Phoebe

  ‘What’s your greatest fear?’

  Josie and I are well into our second bottle of wine and the evening has taken a turn for the philosophical.

  I think for a long time before replying to her question, distracted by the movement of the waiting staff and the irritating non-appearance of our food.

  ‘Come on.’ She presses me for an answer, and I’m too fuzzy-headed to come up with an alternative to the truth.

  ‘That I’m not the one.’

  ‘What do you mean?’ she asks with confusion.

  ‘I don’t know if I’m the one for Angus.’

  ‘Of course you are!’ she scoffs. ‘You guys are perfect for each other! What on earth would make you think you’re not?’ Josie is comically flabbergasted, but my
  corresponding smile is half-hearted.

  The truth is, sometimes I think that Angus and I are together for one reason and it’s very simple: I saw him first.

  I was riding my bicycle home from netball practice after school one afternoon when I spied the hottie getting a box out of the back of the Roger’s Removals truck parked on the
  Templetons’ driveway.

  You know how sometimes you drive into danger when you should be driving away from it? It is a fact that loads of people crash into cars parked on the hard shoulder of a motorway because
  drivers inadvertently follow the line of their sight.

  Well, I’m not saying Angus was dangerous, but he was extremely attractive and I was understandably drawn to him.

  ‘Whoa!’ I remember him gasping, jumping out of the way as I swerved towards him.

  ‘Shit, sorry!’ I screeched to a halt.

  He took in my netball uniform with a bemused, lovely smile, and I, in turn, took in his lack of a Roger’s Removals T-shirt.

  ‘Are you Mr Templeton’s grandson?’ I asked with delight, also taking in his long legs, toned arms and honey-coloured skin while I was at it. Our elderly neighbour lost his wife
  a few months ago, and Mum mentioned something about his daughter and grandson coming to live with him.

  ‘Er, yeah,’ he responded, shifting the obviously heavy box in his arms. His longish hair was partly obscuring his vision and, as he rested the box on a wall, I noticed the faded band
  T-shirt he was wearing, coated with a faint layer of dust. Radiohead – one of Eliza’s favourites. He was exactly her type. I couldn’t wait to show him to her.

  But then he flicked his hair out of his eyes and they were so beautiful, they sort of stumped me.

  ‘I’m Angus,’ he introduced himself, his lips tilting up at the corners.

  ‘Phoebe,’ I replied, feeling inexplicably nervous. Suddenly the last thing I wanted was for him and Eliza to meet. His eyes were multi-coloured and unusual – one was
  mostly green and the other predominantly hazel. ‘Have you come to visit your granddad before?’ I was perplexed as to how I could have missed him.

  He nodded. ‘A few times.’

  Mr Templeton had always kept to himself. I sometimes saw him from my bedroom window sitting out in the garden, but the most we spoke was when one of our netball balls escaped over the back fence
  onto his property, and then it would only be returned with a lecture about flowerbed damage. I certainly hadn’t got into a conversation about his drop-dead-gorgeous grandson, but I wished I
  had.

  At that point an attractive woman in her forties interrupted us. She called out hello and waved, while ducking in and out of the removal men still ferrying belongings into the house like
  ants.

  ‘Hi!’ I called back, assuming this was his mum and preparing to go into full charm offensive mode.

  ‘Making friends already!’ she exclaimed with delight.

  ‘Mmm,’ Angus murmured. ‘Mum, this is Phoebe,’ he introduced us. ‘And this is my mum, Judy.’

  ‘Phoebe!’ She clapped her hands together with glee. ‘You’re one of the triplets!’

  So she knew more about me than I knew about her.

  ‘You live next door?’ Angus asked, his unusual eyes widening slightly. Okay, so they had both clearly been informed of our existence, but it had taken Angus longer to cotton
  on.

  ‘Yeah,’ I replied.

  ‘And your sisters are Rose and Elizabeth, is that right?’ Judy checked.

  ‘Yes,’ I said with a smile. ‘But don’t call Eliza “Elizabeth” if you want her to answer. She changed her name when she was twelve because she thought it
  sounded cooler.’ I said this with a light-hearted eyes-cast-to-the-heavens look and felt an immediate stab of remorse for poking fun at her.

  ‘I’ve never met identical triplets,’ Judy mused. ‘I know twins – beautiful little girls called Fifi and Bo – but they’re not identical.’

  People were always telling us their twin stories, so I’d had enough practice at smiling and looking interested. I’d even heard of a couple of sets of triplets over the
  years, but never any identical triplets. We won.

  ‘You’ll be able to play Spot the Difference with us later,’ I joked.

  Strangers had been known to stop us on the street to do this, and one time we even featured in a Guess the Triplet quiz at school – Mum and Dad supplied the photographs. Rose was
  mortified, bless her. She never liked being under the spotlight.

  Angus seemed in no hurry to re-join the removal men, and I soon discovered that he and his mum had moved from Brighton because Mr Templeton had recently had a bad fall. Apparently he
  hadn’t been managing at all well on his own since Judy’s mum passed away, but I sensed that there was more to the move than that. I also got the impression that Angus was less than
  thrilled to be there.

  ‘It’s all a bit tough on you, isn’t it, love?’ Judy said, rubbing his back conciliatorily.

  Angus shrugged and looked uncomfortable, but he didn’t bat her hand away like other boys I knew would’ve.

  ‘He’s got his A Levels coming up, and starting a new school at this time of year is not ideal,’ she explained.

  That seemed to be understating it.

  ‘That sounds hard,’ I sympathised. ‘I’ve got mine coming up, too.’

  We discovered that we were going to the same school so I offered to show him around. He accepted, pleased, but then my thoughts darted to Eliza and it occurred to me that there was a whole
  weekend between then and Monday. If I wanted to get in with Angus before my sisters, I had to be quick about it.

  ‘In fact,’ I said, thinking on the spot. ‘If you’re not too busy unpacking tomorrow, we could go and have lunch in town?’

  Angus looked slightly taken aback, but quickly agreed. ‘Sure,’ he said with a nod. ‘That would be great.’

  ‘Cool.’ We smiled at each other for a moment and I only broke eye contact when I noticed Judy beaming at us from out of the corner of my eye. ‘Guess I’d better let you
  get on,’ I said before my face had a chance to betray me. It was a bit embarrassing to be organising a date in front of his mum. ‘But see you tomorrow. Around eleven?’

  ‘Sounds good,’ he confirmed.

  I lost it as soon as I went inside, tearing up the stairs.

  ‘I’ve just met Mr Templeton’s grandson!’ I yelled, shoving open first Eliza’s bedroom door and then Rose’s. ‘Oh my God, he’s gorgeous!’ I
  cried from the landing, straddling the space between their two bedrooms. ‘But don’t even think about stepping on my toes because he’s having lunch with me tomorrow and I saw
  him first!’

  Eliza was lying on her bed, half asleep, and barely looked up at me. Rose just tutted under her breath and continued with her homework at her desk.

  It was only later, when they met him, that they realised what they’d lost, but by then it was too late. I’d already staked my claim on him.

  Angus and I spent the whole day together that Saturday, wandering around Manchester after lunch and ending up at a pub until late into the evening. I was initially attracted to his looks and I
  was pretty sure that he fancied me as much as I fancied him, but there was so much more to him than that. We clicked immediately and made each other laugh. As the day progressed, our jokey banter
  transformed into more heartfelt conversation, and he confided in me about his family. I learned that he never knew his dad and his mum had raised him singlehandedly – he doted on her. She
  lost her job recently and couldn’t afford the rent on their apartment in Brighton, so moving in with his ailing granddad seemed like a good solution. But Angus was gutted to be leaving his
  home and his friends. He didn’t have a girlfriend. I asked. He had been seeing someone, but they’d broken up a few months ago.

  Towards the end of the evening, our looks became longer and the sense of intimacy between us increased. The kiss we shared on the footpath outside our homes was sweet, and from that moment on,
  we were an item. Neither Eliza nor Rose ever stood a chance.

  ‘Don’t you think Angus and Eliza are better suited than he and I are?’ I ask Josie now.

  ‘What?! No!’ she spluttered. ‘Of course they’re not! Why on earth would you say that?’

  ‘They have so much in common. They’re both such homebodies – he’s thrilled to be moving back to Manchester, but he’s dragging me, kicking and screaming. I’d
  give anything to come and do another stint here instead,’ I say wistfully, looking out of the window at the mountains shrouded in darkness.

  I like my job as a translator, and there’s big money in interpreting. It’s a high-pressure thrill to listen to a conversation through headphones in one language and then repeat it
  simultaneously into a microphone in another, and I do have a knack for languages: I’m fluent in French, German and Spanish, now.

  But when we move back to Manchester, I plan to make a start on my book. I’ve had an idea kicking around in my head for years, about a girl who falls for a modern-day magician. I’ve
  kept notepads practically all my life and I still jot down my thoughts occasionally, in the hope that they’ll come in useful for future characters or settings.

  But as I sit here now, I realise that even writing – however much I love it – pales in comparison to the rush that I used to feel when I lived here for those few months in the
  mountains.

  Dad always used to tell us to find our passion and then work out a way to do it. I haven’t climbed in so long. Have I lost sight of what I love?

  I continue with what I was saying to Josie. ‘Also, Angus and Eliza are both really into their music, and you know how he’s always refused to try rock climbing. He won’t even go
  skiing, for pity’s sake.’

  ‘Shut up,’ Josie interrupts me. ‘That’s all completely inconsequential. Angus loves you and you love him. It would be boring if you were the same.’

  ‘Maybe,’ I reply, and then Josie gasps, ‘Finally!’ at the sight of our approaching food.

  As I move my wine glass aside to make room for the waitress, my thoughts drift back to when we first came here nearly a decade ago...

  Josie and I had hit the ground running from the moment we’d arrived. After circulating our CVs to everyone under the sun, we walked straight into jobs as chambermaids for
  a small hotel. We had a minuscule two-bedroom apartment in Cham Sud, nicknamed The Ghetto, in a dark-wood-clad six-storey apartment block. Our days kicked off early, when we’d trudge through
  the snow with our pick-axes for a six-thirty start. We’d open up the hotel kitchen and lay out breakfast, then make beds, clean bathrooms and try to avoid the temptation of crawling under the
  soft duvets to catch up on some sleep. By eleven thirty we’d be ready to head up the slopes with the eclectic group of Swedish snowboarders we’d fallen into step with. Sleep in the
  early evening was an irritating necessity, but by nine thirty we’d be hitting the bars, drinking free shots and usually end up dancing on the tables. Midnight would see us move on to a club,
  and at around four a.m. we’d head home for a quick kip before beginning it all again two hours later.

  It was sooooo much fun.

  I didn’t want to leave at Christmas, even temporarily, but our apartment was being rented out for the week by its owners and Mum and Dad would have been gutted, so I didn’t have much
  choice. But the whole experience back home was hard.

  For a start, I felt unusually disconnected from my sisters. I’d felt incredibly close to each of them individually for my entire life and I loved and trusted them more than anyone, but for
  some reason, when we were back together again, we jarred. At the time, I wondered if we’d taken to our newfound independence to such an extent that we struggled to find ourselves back in each
  other’s pockets.

  Rose was certainly itching to get back to university in Portsmouth where she was doing a nursing degree. She rubbed me up the wrong way a few times, looking unimpressed when I talked about
  dancing on tables and doing free shots. She acted like I was a silly girl, whereas she’d matured and grown up. She was a bit full of herself.

  But Eliza was especially distant and cold towards me. I assumed at the time that she blamed me for leaving her, and I felt bitter in turn about being made to feel guilty. After all, she was the
  one who chose to stay in Manchester to pursue her music career – nobody forced her.

  The other thing that happened at Christmas was Angus and I broke up properly. Back in September, we had made a tearful but, we thought, mature decision to take a break from what had
  been a very intense relationship. We had been distraught knowing we were going our separate ways – him to university in London and me to Europe before settling for the winter in Chamonix
  – but we convinced each other that if it was meant to be between us, we would pick up again when I returned.

  But, at Christmas, we decided to make the break permanent. We had barely been in touch during the three months we’d already spent apart, and Angus felt that he’d been putting his
  life on hold for me and wanted a clean break. I was more upset than I let on, and I couldn’t wait to escape back to France.

  I met Remy in January. He was French, but lived a couple of hours away in Turin with his Italian girlfriend and would come through the Mont Blanc tunnel on weekends to snowboard. He knew some of
  the guys in our group so he hung out with us occasionally, but we didn’t speak much. Sometimes Josie and I would see him in his bright yellow ski jacket expertly navigating the slopes and we
  wouldn’t be able to look away. When he was out of sight, we’d flash each other knowing grins. Remy was cool and talented and different to the other guys we knew with their piercings and
  crazy-coloured hair. I adored them as mates, but I didn’t fancy any of them in the slightest.

  Remy I was attracted to, I’ll confess to that. But I stayed out of his way because he had a girlfriend and, anyway, it would have been too soon after Angus.

  Josie did hook up with a guy when we returned to Chamonix after Christmas, and when he went home to Birmingham in February she moped for weeks. We’d initially planned to remain abroad
  until April, but she called it quits in March. He didn’t appreciate her dedication, sadly – they broke up soon afterwards.

  I was sorry to see her go, but for me, my love affair was still with the mountains and I realised I had no immediate reason to leave. It was around this time that I became friends with
  Cécile and she encouraged me to move into her apartment in Argentière, the next village along. I traded chambermaiding for a job behind a bar at The Savoy, a brilliant
  après-ski venue that hosted live bands on a regular basis. But what I really wanted was to work on the Aiguille du Midi like Cécile. I couldn’t believe it when I landed the
  contract.

  The skiing and snowboarding my friends and I had done in winter gradually turned into rock climbing, hiking and mountain biking in the spring and summer. But the thought that I’d have to
  go home and start university in London was always at the back of my mind.

  I sigh and look out of the window again at the dark night beyond, while Josie tucks into her meal beside me. I’m no longer as hungry as I thought I was.

  If things had turned out differently, I could still be living here. I can’t believe it’s taken me until now to return.

  ‘Phoebe?’

  I glance away from the window and straight into the glacier-blue eyes of the one person in the world who I should be avoiding.

  ‘Hello, Remy,’ I reply, feeling oddly at peace as I stare back at him.

  


  Chapter 5

  Rose

  There’s a strange sort of melancholy in my heart as I gently place Eliza’s diary down on my stomach, trying not to dislodge any of the old concert tickets or scraps
  of paper that meant something to her years ago. It’s late at night and I’m lying in bed, my eyes sore from the strain of keeping them open. Mum seemed keen for company after dinner, but
  I was desperate to get back to my clandestine reading.

  I have an unusual urge to give Eliza a hug. She’s still out at her gig and I’m tempted to wait up for her, but I’d only freak her out. She wouldn’t understand the reason
  for the gesture and I wouldn’t be able to explain my sudden affection for her.

  I had no idea she’d fallen so hard.

  ‘Fuck.’ That’s her opening word. And then: ‘It’s him. That guy from the park. He’s our new next-door neighbour. And Phoebe has a date with him
  tomorrow. How the hell did that happen?!’

  I just don’t understand why she never said anything. I mean, okay, Phoebe had lined up a date with Angus within minutes of meeting him and when Phoebe wants something, the rest of us tend
  to step aside and offer our best wishes. She has that effect on people and no one holds it against her because she’s personable and popular, not bullish. Well, not usually, although she was
  pushing it the day she met Angus with all her ‘I saw him first!’ nonsense.

  But that’s the thing. Phoebe didn’t see him first. Eliza did. A whole year before he moved in.

  She was at the local park and he was on the skateboard ramp. She sat and watched him for ages, but couldn’t pluck up the courage to say hello. She went back looking for him for months
  afterwards, but never saw him again. Well, not until he bloody well moved in next door and, within minutes, her cherished Phoebe had got her claws into him.

  Poor Eliza. She didn’t even try to fight for him.

  Unlike me...

  My face burns as a few choice memories flood my brain...

  I didn’t meet Angus until the Saturday morning after he’d arrived. I’d gone outside to bring in the recycling box and he happened to be doing the same.
  I’d just reached the footpath when I heard his front door slam.

  ‘Hey!’ he called, jogging lazily down his driveway towards me.

  I hadn’t brushed my hair and was still wearing my dressing gown – mortifying.

  ‘Hello,’ I called back weakly, trying to hide my blushing face. But I caught his smile and couldn’t resist looking at him as he approached.

  ‘Let me guess. Rose?’ His eyebrows pulled together adorably. He was so tall – towering over me at about six foot two or three.

  ‘Yes,’ I replied, both surprised and flattered that he’d guessed right. ‘And you’re Angus.’

  ‘Yeah. No identical siblings to confuse you.’

  His eyes were curious – stunning. It was both a struggle to look away and to make eye contact. His dark-blond hair fell just so across his forehead and I remember I had a strong desire to
  run my fingers through it.

  ‘I heard my sister is taking you out later,’ I said, wanting to kick Phoebe.

  ‘Hopefully,’ he replied. ‘If she’s still up for it.’

  ‘I’m sure she is.’ I knew she was. She hadn’t stopped going on about it.

  Maybe he sensed the downturn of my mood, because the next thing I knew, he was inviting me.

  ‘Come along, too, if you like?’

  I could tell he meant it and I was genuinely tempted.

  ‘Oh, thanks!’ But Phoebe would kill me! ‘Um, maybe,’ I added, not committing either way. Perhaps Phoebe wouldn’t mind too much. ‘Guess I should go
  and get dressed, in any case.’ I bent down and picked up our recycling box.

  ‘Maybe see you later then,’ he said amiably.

  ‘Maybe.’

  I caught his eye again and my blush intensified.

  Phoebe was still at the kitchen table eating breakfast with Dad when I went back inside. I casually mentioned that I’d met Angus and he’d invited me along today.

  ‘Oh no, you don’t,’ Phoebe said firmly, putting her spoon down in her bowl with a clatter.

  ‘What’s this?’ Dad asked, glancing up at me.

  ‘Rose is trying to get in on my date with Angus,’ Phoebe said and her unusually cold tone made me squirm.

  ‘Rose,’ Dad said, eyeing me with disappointment. I felt ashamed. Phoebe and Dad were very close and she had evidently already told him about her crush on the boy next door.

  ‘I didn’t say yes,’ I snapped at them both. ‘God!’

  I stormed out of the room and we never spoke about it again.

  I was still awake when Phoebe came in that night and I went to the landing and watched her moon her way up the stairs. I knew from the moment she looked up at me that they’d kissed. I
  tried to be happy for her – I didn’t usually begrudge my favourite sister – but my heart sank. She always got the best of everything.

  But it was done, and after that I had to live with it, had to witness The Angus and Phoebe Show. He was clearly besotted with her, but I wasn’t convinced of the level of her affection for
  him. I knew that she liked him a lot, but she always acted so confident and independent, certainly not clingy or needy. I had the impression that his feelings for her ran deeper.

  Sometimes he’d call round and she’d be off rock climbing with Dad, without even telling him that she’d be out for the day. I felt sorry for him when that happened, and
  I’d invite him in for a cuppa to try to cheer him up. Eventually we became friends on our own terms, but I still had a soft spot for him. Being completely honest, had Phoebe stepped aside, I
  would have picked up the pieces.

  Angus was sweet. He still is, bless him. I love him to bits, but luckily not like that any more. Now he’s just Gus, my gorgeous big brother who looks out for me.

  I had absolutely no idea that Eliza, while acting like she couldn’t be arsed to come downstairs and say hello when Angus called around, was actually avoiding him because it hurt too much
  to see him. That seems like an entirely different level to what I felt.

  The urge to hug her returns.

  I’m being ridiculous. All of this happened years ago and Eliza must be over her feelings for him by now. She’d better be, because she’ll be seeing Angus all the time once he
  moves here.

  I feel a stab of jealousy. I’ve been a core part of Phoebe and Angus’s London gang for years, and now Eliza will have them all to herself. It makes me remember that hellish year at
  school when Mum and Dad decided to separate us. We constantly squabbled so they put us into different classes and Eliza was the one who got Phoebe. I feel a pinch even now as I remember them
  tailing off to go to their classroom together.

  I sigh heavily. At least I’ll still have Josie to spend time with in London.

  I was disappointed when Phoebe didn’t invite me on her hen holiday, although I did understand. Chamonix was her and Josie’s thing, not mine, and Phoebe could hardly ask me without
  inviting Eliza. But I’ve got to know Josie well over the last few years and she feels almost as much my friend as Phoebe’s.

  Luckily she and her husband, Craig, will still be in my life when Gus and Phoebe leave. And Gerard, too, of course.

  I jolt. What’s the time? He was supposed to call me tonight.

  Oh well. We’ll speak in the morning. I pick up Eliza’s diary and continue to read.

  


  Chapter 6

  Eliza

  It’s a pretty decent round of applause, all things considered. I smile at the crowd of predominantly pot-bellied baldies and give them a little bow, before taking off my
  guitar strap and hopping down from the tiny platform that they like to call a stage.

  ‘The usual?’ Bob asks from behind the counter. I tend to stick around for one drink, but only because the manager is paying.

  ‘Sure.’ I give him a curt nod and prop my guitar up against the bar, tensing as I notice a certain someone approaching out of the corner of my eye.

  ‘That was good,’ Angus says.

  ‘What are you doing here?’ I ask with shock.

  He shrugs, amused. ‘I said I’d come.’

  ‘How did you know where I was playing?’

  ‘I got the details from your mum after you nicked off without telling me. Don’t you do any of your own songs any more?’

  Bob plonks my half pint of beer down on the bar top and raises his chin at Angus.

  ‘Same, please,’ Angus says amiably. ‘Actually, make mine a pint.’

  ‘I’m not sticking around for long,’ I’m quick to point out, as Bob waddles off.

  ‘I’ll drink fast,’ he replies, shoving his hair back off his forehead. It won’t stay in that position for long.

  ‘So, why only covers?’ he asks of my set list.

  ‘It’s what they asked for,’ I reply with a shrug.

  He nods thoughtfully and drops the subject. ‘Did you come by Metro?’

  ‘Yes,’ I reply.

  ‘I’ll give you a ride home,’ he says.

  I raise one eyebrow. ‘In your shitmobile?’

  He shrugs. ‘It’s a classic.’

  This makes me snigger. The two of us have been known to go on and on like this.

  ‘So, Liza...’ he starts, resting one elbow on the bar top and staring at me with his freakishly beautiful eyes. My heart contracts. I wish he wouldn’t call me that. I love it
  when he calls me that. ‘What’s this crap about you leaving Manchester?’

  I groan and look away.

  ‘Phoebe will be gutted,’ he says seriously.

  ‘Yeah, well, it’s not all about Phoebe.’

  ‘You’re the main reason I got her to move back here,’ he continues, unfazed by my comment. ‘She misses you. She wants to spend more time with you.’

  ‘She’ll get over it,’ I reply.

  He leans in closer. ‘You know you’re her favourite, right?’

  ‘Bullshit.’ I can’t help but smile because this comment is ridiculous and he knows it. If anything, Phoebe is closer to Rose these days, not that she’d ever pick
  favourites. He returns my smile.

  ‘I thought you loved it here,’ he says gently.

  My lips tug down at the corners. ‘I do.’ I feel downhearted, but the emotion morphs smoothly into annoyance. ‘Is this the only reason you came here, to pester me about doing
  what’s best for Phoebe?’

  Angus looks wounded. ‘No, I came to see your gig. I haven’t seen you play for ages.’

  I humph and turn back to the bar.

  ‘I’m only teasing.’ He elbows me in my ribs. ‘It’s up to you where you want to live.’

  ‘Good. Glad we’re agreed on that.’ I take a gulp of my drink.

  Later, I stare out of the car window as Angus takes me back to Sale. I’ve lived in Greater Manchester for most of my life. I’ve never gone anywhere else or done
  anything of interest. I’m twenty-seven and I’ve got nothing to show for it. I am going to move to London, I think determinedly. Maybe I’ll go tomorrow and start flat
  hunting. I know Phoebe will be hurt. She’s been encouraging me for years to move to the Big Smoke to be near to her and Rose, but I couldn’t. And I can’t be near her now, either.
  Damn Angus for driving this wedge between us! This wedge that she doesn’t even know exists.

  ‘What is it?’ Angus asks, sensing the change in atmosphere. I’m angry, and he has always had an uncanny way of noticing, even when he’s not looking at me.

  ‘Nothing,’ I snap.

  ‘Liza...’

  ‘Don’t call me that!’

  That shuts him up. Stupid man.

  We ride the last few minutes in stressed silence. He pulls up on his driveway, cutting off the engine and turning to face me.

  ‘Thanks for the lift.’ I unclick my seatbelt and reach for the door handle.

  ‘Wait,’ he says with frustration.

  I glare at him. ‘You know I’ve broken up with Dave, right?’

  He swallows. ‘No, I didn’t.’ He shakes his head.

  ‘Well, it was a total nightmare.’ I’m overstating it. Dave was my boyfriend for about four months, but I was the one who ended it – he just clung on a little too hard.
  ‘I need a break from this place, alright? Get over it.’

  ‘Stop,’ he says, his no-nonsense tone making my mouth go dry.

  A shiver runs down my spine as he gives me a hard stare.

  ‘Gah!’ I erupt, pulling myself together and getting out of the car.

  He does the same, going around to the boot to retrieve my guitar case. I don’t meet his eyes as he hands it over.

  ‘I’m sorry about Dave,’ he says.

  ‘You thought he was a dickhead,’ I point out, looking up at him. They met a couple of months ago at Easter.

  ‘He was a dickhead.’ He nods definitively. ‘I hope you find someone nicer.’

  ‘Oh, piss off, Angus,’ I mutter.

  ‘Hey!’ He grabs my arm as I turn away. ‘I mean it.’

  ‘And I mean it, too. Piss off.’ I shake my arm free before thinking to glance quickly at my house. Rose’s bedroom light is off, I notice with relief.

  ‘Liza,’ he says gently, stepping towards me. I stare up at him, scared that if he hugs me, I’ll crumble. He makes a move to do just that, but a split-second before his arms
  come around my back, I stiffen my resolve and push him away.

  ‘Fine,’ he says flatly. ‘Have it your way.’

  I stalk off to the sound of him locking his car and our feet crunching across the gravel towards our respective front doors.

  But this is not having it my way. If I had it my way, we never would have met.

  I don’t know what it was about Angus that drew all three of us to him. There was clearly something in his chemical make-up that was like a drug to us. If only there had been three of him,
  like there were three of us. Rose has swooned over him from the word go and she probably still fancies the pants off him. But deep down, I know that the reason I’ve grown less patient of my
  eldest triplet over the years is because I can see myself in her.

  Screw Angus, and screw chemistry.

  I go inside and only just manage to stop myself from slamming the front door behind me.

  


  Chapter 7

  Phoebe

  It’s late at night and my head is spinning and not from the wine. I sobered up after dinner, but Josie thinks I’m off my face – or out of my mind. In truth,
  it’s probably both. I’m sure she thinks I’m going to come to my senses in the morning, but she’s wrong. I’ve been lying here for an hour thinking about Remy and
  I’m becoming more and more certain that I need to see him again tomorrow.
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