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FACEBOOK HACKING IS SO SOPHOMORE YEAR

It’s a typical Saturday afternoon, and my best friends Charlotte Chamberlain and
Madeline Vega and I are sitting outside La Paloma Country Club in Tucson, Arizona,
where we all live. It’s the last few weeks of summer before we start our junior year
and we’re not losing a second of tanning time. We’re all wearing our brand-new
Missoni bikinis that are sort of matchy-matchy but not quite, the air smells like
Banana Boat sunscreen and freshly cut limes in the neighboring moms’ cocktails, and
the high-pitched squeals from the kiddie pool off to the left carry across the neatly
landscaped stone patios. As we sip Perrier through skinny red straws—this place is
super-strict about underage drinkers—Char takes a breath. “So I have an idea for the
next prank for the Lying Game, Sutton,” she says, turning to me. “We go on Facebook,
and—”
“No, no, no,” I cut her off, lowering my copy of Us Weekly to my chest. “We’ve
done the Facebook thing to death, Char. It’s too easy. The Lying Game is about
originality, remember?”
Charlotte flushes, which just makes her freckles stand out more. “It was a variation
on a theme, obviously.” She pushes her Chloe aviators to the top of her head and offers
a very well-practiced careless shrug that almost has me convinced she doesn’t care
about my opinion. The thing is, though, she does. She and Madeline both … as well as
everyone else at Hollier High. Not that I’m trying to boast or anything. That’s just the
way it is.
“Variation on a theme … how?” I prompt.
“Such as … changing Nisha Banerjee’s profile picture to Lindsay Lohan’s latest
mug shot?” Char suggests, snickering.
From my left, Madeline, whose dark hair is gathered back into a messy knot,
adjusts the ties on her crocheted bikini’s halter top. “It’d be an improvement on that
tennis team group shot she’s got now. She looks totally deranged in it.”
I cross and uncross my long legs, which are more muscular than Mads’s lithe
ballerina ones. “She can’t help it. Nisha is deranged.” Nisha Banerjee is a tightly
wound, quasi-popular girl who’s also my biggest tennis rival. I sit up. “It’s too smalltime, though. The first Lying Game prank of the year has to be big. No exceptions.”
My best friends reflect on this for a moment, knowing I’m right. Mads, Char, and I
started the Lying Game back in sixth grade during a sleepover, wanting to prank all of
the cute guys in our class. We were the most popular girls in school and we could do
something like that, knowing they’d just fall over us even more. After that first prank
—water-ballooning them from the school roof—we pulled other small-time pranks,
like gluing Lori Sanchez’s locker shut or slipping a love letter from Darien Holbrook,
the biggest heartthrob from that year, into the desk of Miranda Foos, a hopeless dork.
The pranks have escalated since then, some of them downright scary and illegal. Still,
we get away with most of it. And everyone at school expects us to push the
boundaries. Which means we can’t do something lame like switch a Facebook profile
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picture.
“That reminds me,” Charlotte says, changing the subject. “The Twitter Twins want
to know if we’re going to Nisha’s back-to-school party on Thursday.”
I roll my eyes. “Not if they are.” Gabriella and Lilianna Fiorello, and their constant
addiction to their phones and all forms of social networking, are annoyance
personified. Their desperation to get in on the Lying Game reeks worse than the latest
Viktor and Rolf Flowerbomb perfume, which, fittingly, is their signature scent this
summer.
Not that I blame them for trying so hard to get in, of course. Everyone wants to be
in our clique. But I told the Twitter Twins the same thing I tell everyone: Membership
is strictly limited to three, Madeline, Charlotte, and me. No exceptions for anyone.
Now Charlotte sits up to face Madeline and me, adjusting the strap of her oneshoulder swimsuit. I haven’t said anything yet, but since Char started dating Garrett
Austin, she’s put on a few happy pounds around her middle, surely from all the icecream outings and fancy dinner dates they’ve gone on. Char eats when she’s in love;
that I know for sure.
“We kind of have to go to Nisha’s,” Charlotte insists, chewing thoughtfully on her
lower lip. “She’s invited the whole tennis team, including the seniors. You know how
the team eats that stuff up. If you want to be captain over her, you should at least put in
an appearance.”
I sniff. “I don’t have to do anything.” But then I shrug. “Oh, whatever. I’ll go.
She’ll definitely have a way better turnout if people know we’re going, and Laurel’s
been whining about wanting me there.”
At that, I glance toward the snack bar. Laurel, my adoptive sister, is leaning against
the window, repeating the order we gave her, her brow furrowed in concentration.
We’d given her a ton of stuff to remember—the bread had to be the club’s signature
gluten-free variety and the fruit salad could contain only grapes, pineapple, and star
fruit—no melon or strawberries. I’m sure she sees it as a test, but I just wanted a few
extra minutes of privacy so we could talk Lying Game pranks. Laurel practically
invented the phrase hanger-on. She was so thrilled that I’d begrudgingly said she
could join us at the pool today that she immediately posted it as her status on
Facebook. I suppose a lot of girls would be thrilled that their little sisters admired them
so much, but for me, it’s a little suffocating.
Madeline’s cheery voice interrupts my thoughts. “So it’s settled. We’ll go. Nisha’s
lame, but we’ll make it fun.”
“Fine, great.” I wave my hand in front of my face. “We’ll go to Nisha’s. It’ll be
like community service. But way more important than that is the inaugural Lying
Game prank.” I drum my watermelon-tipped fingernails against the iron arm of my
chaise. “Who should the target be?” I grin wickedly in Charlotte’s direction.
“Garrett?”
Charlotte sets her mouth in a line, her cheeks turning as red as her hair. “Don’t you
dare, Sutton.”
“Okay, okay,” I say, deciding to go easy on her. Garrett is, after all, Char’s first Big
Boyfriend.
“What about boys of the non-boyfriend variety?” Madeline suggests. “Boys of the
dirty, evil-scumbag-douche-lord variety?”
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I raise my eyebrow. “Are we talking about a certain lifeguard, Mads?” I glance
over at Finn Hadley, the tanned, muscled, blond-from-the-sun boy who sits atop the
lifeguard stand near the diving well. Finn was Mads’s intended summer fling, and he
seemed to be into her, too, texting her regularly, putting his arm around her whenever
he saw her, even bringing her treats from the snack bar. But then we caught him in a
… private lesson with an off-duty au pair on the tennis courts after hours a week ago.
Enough said.
“That’s not a bad idea,” I say, narrowing my eyes on Finn. I can’t let guys go
around thinking they can screw with my friends. Especially not for nannies whose idea
of personal style is faux-hipster Keds.
“But I still don’t think he’s a big enough target,” I say after a moment. I pat Mads’s
leg. “How about this—we report him to the management for smoking pot on duty?”
Mads cocks her head. “A joint in his locker?”
“That’s what I was thinking,” I say, giving her a high five.
Char makes a face. “But guys, that’s a repeat. We did that to Dave Jaffrey last
spring.”
“Yeah, but …” I trail off, my gaze on someone across the pool. He’s tall, with dark
hair, Beckham-esque shoulders, and an Ian Somerhalder brooding thing going on. His
lean torso is tanned and rippled with muscles, and his easy lope is completely unignorable—every girl he passes gives him an appreciative stare, and he takes the time
to greet quite a few of them. My competitive streak awakens inside me. This guy
could be a contender for a summer fling of my own, even though summer’s almost
over—I’ve been weighing my options for a while now. There was a half second last
week when Aidan Grove, a lacrosse player who’s been into me since seventh grade,
looked like a front-runner since I’m a sucker for calf muscles. But now, I’m not so
sure. Mr. Vampire Diaries might just have taken the lead.
I flick my low, shiny ponytail over one shoulder as casually as I can and push my
sunglasses up my nose for maximum intimidation factor. To my delight, he’s walking
over. I tilt my body and put my hand on a tanned, bare hip. He’s coming right toward
me. And now he’s stopping. Who knew this could be so easy?
“Hey, Sutton. How’s it going?” the boy says, offering an easy smile. Then he
glances to the left. “Hey, Char. Hey, Mads,” he says, almost as an afterthought.
“Hey,” Char says, sounding bored. But I’m confused. How does this guy know my
name, all of our names? And then, as I look at him, something clicks. My jaw nearly
drops. But … wait. There’s no way. This can’t be—
“Hey, Thayer,” Mads says, as if answering my thoughts.
It’s Madeline’s younger brother.
I fiddle with my sunglasses to disguise my utter shock. I’d forgotten that Mads’s
baby brother, whom I’d never given the time of day before, had returned from soccer
camp last night. What the hell were they feeding them there? Is this seriously the same
skinny kid who never spoke?
Thayer is still staring at me. “Finding out a lot of good stuff about Will and Kate,
Sutton?”
For a moment, my mind is blank—I have no idea what he’s talking about. Then I
look at the Us Weekly still overturned on my lap. On the cover is the royal couple at a
ball. “O-oh,” I say haltingly, like I’ve never spoken to a boy in my life. I can feel the
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blush rising to my cheeks. “Um …”
Thayer grins, perhaps knowing that he’s made me tongue-tied. Before soccer
camp, he would never do something like this. But then again, that was back when he
had regular, freshman-sized shoulders, eyes I never bothered to really look into, and,
well, no voice. I can’t even recall our last conversation. It was probably when he’d
come over to see Laurel, who’s been his best friend for eons. Every time I answered
the door instead of her, his face would turn violet, and he’d trip over his words just
like I’m doing now.
Get it together, Sutton, I tell myself, and I straighten up. Boys fall over me, not the
other way around.
I peel the magazine from my midriff and offer it to Thayer. “You want it? I
remember how crazy you used to be for Mads’s old issues of People.”
Thayer blushes. “It was just that issue about the Olympic swimmers.”
I giggle and poke his calf—which, I might add, is even sexier than Aidan’s. “Just
admit it. You totally love the celeb gossip.”
Thayer grins and pokes me back. “Do not.”
“Do too!” I say, nudging him with my foot. Thayer’s legs are rock-hard. This is
starting to get fun.
“You guys,” a voice says from a few yards away. When I look up, Laurel stands
there with a cardboard box from the snack bar in her hands. It’s filled with only sodas,
though, none of the weird items we requested. “They don’t have gluten-free bread.
They’ve never had gluten-free bread.”
“Really?” I blink innocently. “I swear I had some last time I was here.”
“Yep,” Char joins in. “It was totally delish.”
“And star fruit?” Laurel sticks out her lip in a pout. “They just laughed at me when
I asked for that. They didn’t even know what I was talking about!”
I can’t help but explode into laughter. Char follows suit, and then Mads, and the
three of us are suddenly a giggling mess. Laurel stands above us looking forlorn. She
turns to Thayer with that doe-eyed expression she always has for him. Laurel has had a
crush on Thayer forever. “They tricked me,” she whines.
Thayer’s playful, flirty expression shifts into one of annoyance. He shakes his
head. “You guys are horrible. When are you going to grow up?”
He says it loudly, so that the whole pool can hear. A gasp doesn’t rise up in the
crowd, but there might as well be one. Everyone turns and stares. Mads blinks as if
he’s slapped her. Charlotte raises her eyebrows. I try my hardest not to alter my
expression, but it’s almost impossible. Before any of us can say anything, Thayer
waves his hand dismissively, links his arm through Laurel’s, and stalks off toward the
diving board.
After a moment, everyone at the pool goes back to what they were doing. But
neither I nor my friends can speak. It’s one thing for me to put the other two down, and
occasionally, when she’s feeling feisty, Char has even gotten some good jabs in at me
that I’ve let slide. But someone’s little brother dissing us? Not cool.
Finally, Charlotte sets down her glass. “What is up with your brother, Mads?”
Madeline shakes her head. “He was voted MVP at soccer camp. I guess he thinks
he’s something now.” She makes a face.
“He is something else, all right,” I murmur. I try to sound annoyed—which I am,
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of course. But I feel some other things, too. Things I don’t want to admit to myself. It’s
probably the sun. Maybe someone spiked my drink. But as I watch Thayer sauntering
off with Laurel, grinning lazily at every girl in his path, I feel the distinct rumblings of
an emotion that hasn’t hit me in a long, long time.
Jealousy.
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2
UP FOR A CHALLENGE, DOWN FOR THE DEED

Here’s the thing about me and parties: Even the ones I don’t want to go to I have to
look smoking hot for. As in, the hottest girl there—that’s how I keep my status, after
all. But on Sunday, as Mads and I scour the racks at Jolie, our favorite boutique, the
pickings are so slim I’m considering shoplifting a Missoni scarf or two in protest.
The place is packed, too, so maybe that has something to do with it. All three of us
are frustrated—Madeline’s on her second walk-through of the floor, and Charlotte’s
stuck in the dressing room wrestling with the slit sleeves on a yellow silk Elizabeth
and James minidress. I eye a row of candy-colored Butter nail polish bottles on the
glass-top display table. The turquoise has possibilities. A gawky brunette in a limegreen sundress and gladiator sandals looks like she’s considering approaching the
display, but a glare from me sends her back toward the wall of belts instead.
I deftly sweep the turquoise polish from the table into my gray Miu Miu satchel.
Done and done. No one even looked my way.
“Ugh,” Madeline groans from behind me.
I turn to face her as though nothing is amiss. “What is it?” I ask, scanning the store
for something that would go nicely with my new acquisition. Rows of pastel tops sway
on hanging racks like wearable meringue.
“Thayer,” Madeline says.
I stiffen slightly. “What’d baby brother do now?” I ask, sifting idly through a
bunch of bangle bracelets.
“He just texted to ask if I was going to Nisha’s party,” Madeline says, in a horrified
voice that suggests he’d just texted to ask her if she was planning to shave her head.
“Can you believe him?”
Char, who has just emerged from the dressing room with the yellow dress slung
over her arm, gapes at us. “But he’s only a sophomore!”
“Seriously.” Madeline shakes her head at her phone as if Thayer can see her.
“Wait, he asked if you were going as if you hadn’t already been invited?” I sputter.
Madeline nods. “As if he’s the cool one, not me.” Then she points at a bracelet I’ve
picked up from the table. “I love that.”
“It’s yours.” I wink at her, and she widens her eyes back, grinning, knowing what
I’m going to do. But my mind isn’t really on the five-finger discount. It’s on Thayer
2.0. Who is this guy? Unbidden, the image of his chiseled abs and defined calves
floats in my mind. I force myself to push it away.
“He definitely thinks he’s the man since coming back from soccer camp, huh?” I
say. “Like he’s the only guy who’s ever played a sport before.”
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Madeline rolls her eyes. “Thayer had some kind of crazy transformation while he
was away. Suddenly he thinks he’s a sex god or something. Apparently he had a
serious girlfriend while he was there. She was super into him, and now she won’t stop
calling. He claims she’s stalking him.”
“Please,” Charlotte says as she sashays toward the register. “I’m sure he doesn’t
mind being stalked.”
I smile, but I’m not so sure about that myself. Thayer used to be so quiet—at least,
that’s what I thought of him. But it’s starting to seem like I had the wrong idea about
Thayer all along.
As Charlotte winds around the racks, she plucks up a La Perla bra-and-panties set
and adds it to her pile.
“La Perla?” The corners of my mouth twitch. “Planning a hot night with Garrett?”
Charlotte’s cheeks flare a bright pink, but she doesn’t deny it. As the salesclerk
rings up the purchase, I slide the bracelet up my sleeve, easy as that. Then I look at
Madeline. “So Thayer isn’t into Stalker Girl, then?” I try to sound nonchalant, like I
don’t really care.
Madeline leans against the counter. “I don’t know what their deal was this summer,
but I definitely don’t think he’s into her anymore,” she says, eyeing me. “Honestly? I
think he might have a crush on you, Sutton.”
I feel an unexpected little zing in my stomach. Then I freeze, trying to suppress my
reaction. “Aw, how cute,” I say teasingly. “But Sutton Mercer doesn’t do younger
guys. Thayer should know that.”
My friends nod and turn away, but my heart is pounding. Yes, I’ve known Thayer
liked me before, but suddenly it feels different. Only, am I insane? Thayer might be
hot now, but … he’s still Thayer. Madeline’s younger brother. Laurel’s best friend.
Quiet. Sensitive. The opposite of me. Thayer’s the guy who’s spent hours at our house
on weekends, playing cards—cards!—with Laurel the Lame, the guy who sneaks over
late nights to hang out in our backyard shed that we’d made over into a quasiclubhouse. He’s a kid. Not in my league.
Still, a hazy memory flits through my mind: last summer, Thayer and Laurel
passed through the kitchen while I sat at our round oak table, thumbing my iPad. I
barely glanced up at them as Laurel opened the refrigerator and pulled out a tall glass
pitcher of iced tea. But that didn’t stop her from approaching me brightly. Her ponytail
swung like the pendulum of a clock.
“Want some?” she offered, hopeful and perky. I barely mumbled an
acknowledgment, ignoring her hurt expression. I felt Thayer watching me, but it just
annoyed me back then. When I looked up, his hazel eyes were trained on me, as
though he could see what I was thinking and was disappointed.
“What?” I snapped.
His lips twitched, and he turned away silently. I’d glared at him as he and Laurel
went outside toward the clubhouse, wondering what that look had been for. Did he
think I needed to be nicer or something? Who was he to tell me what to do? And why,
most of all, did I care what he thought of me? But the look stuck with me for days.
Maybe Thayer had been challenging my authority for a while now.
The sound of the register opening brings me back to Jolie. I shrug, brushing the
moment off me like a used towel. The salesclerk hands Charlotte her shopping bag,
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crisp and sharply edged. Charlotte smiles and we make our way toward the exit.
Suddenly, she stops in her tracks, a slow grin spreading across her face.
“You guys, I have the best idea,” she says.
Madeline and I look at her, and she leans in conspiratorially.
“What if we prank Thayer?” Her eyes gleam. “For the Lying Game.”
Madeline’s mouth turns up at the corners, amused. “How?” she asks, waving her
hand in an I’m listening gesture.
Charlotte runs her free hand through her auburn waves. “So, Sutton would never
go for Thayer in a million years, right?”
“Right,” I say quickly. Maybe too quickly.
“Well, what if we make it seem like she likes him? Sutton pretends that she’s
totally into him, and then when he falls on his knees professing undying love—
preferably in a highly public place—we all pop out and surprise him, telling him it was
a huge joke!” She practically bounces on her heels from excitement.
Madeline bites her lip, contemplating. “It would definitely take him down a few
pegs,” she agrees. “Which he deserves, especially after calling us out like that at the
pool.” Her eyes light up as she warms to the plan. “I like it. But what about you,
Sutton? Do you want to do it? Do you think you could reel Thayer in?”
I arch an eyebrow at her. “Who do you think you’re talking to?” It’s a silly
question. Reeling unsuspecting guys in is Lying Game 101. And I’m the best at it.
“But, I mean, he is your brother,” I continue, considering. “Are you sure you want to
crush him so badly?”
Madeline puts her hands on her narrow hips. “Look, you don’t need to demolish
him two hundred percent or anything like that, but … yeah. He has it coming. You saw
how cocky he’s gotten lately. And it’s not just annoying me—it’s driving my father
crazy, too.”
Her eyes darken, and she turns away. Char and I exchange a look. We all know
about Mr. Vega’s temper, which seems to flare up for the stupidest reasons. I wouldn’t
want to get on that man’s bad side.
We step through the exit of the shop into the blazing heat of August in Tucson. I
raise my arm and offer the salesclerk a wave, bangle falling down my sleeve and
dancing on my wrist. She smiles back, preoccupied, her dirty blond hair falling in a
shiny curtain over her shoulders.
Feeling triumphant, I turn to the girls. “I’m in,” I decide. “I’m always down for a
challenge.”
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3
FAIR PLAY

That night, my two friends and I walk the grounds of the annual Pima County Summer
Fair on the west side of town. Mosquitoes, plentiful because of this summer’s
particularly wet monsoon season, flit around us, and fire-flies flicker. The greasy smell
of funnel cake clings to our clothes and makes our mouths water, even though we
wouldn’t dare order one. As the pirate-ship ride to our left gets going, the passengers
start to scream excitedly. You’d never get me on that thing. My mom always says
county fair rides are held together by bubble gum and duct tape and little else.
Charlotte traipses back from the cotton candy booth, a truffula tree of spun pink
sugar in her hand. “Oh my God, did you see the guy running the cotton candy stand? I
think he had, like, three teeth.”
I give the scrawny-looking guy a wink, and Charlotte practically spurts cotton
candy out her nose.
“Gross,” Madeline says, more to Char than Cotton Candy Guy. She giggles and
hands Charlotte a napkin. But her chin’s all sticky, and little flecks of paper get stuck
there, making her look even more ridiculous. We collapse into laughter, giggling so
hard we have to hold on to each other to stay upright. The crowd streams around us,
giving us weird looks, but we don’t care.
“What’s next on our agenda?” I ask, finally straightening up and tugging at the
hem of my Ella Moss tissue tee.
Mads looks around. “Gabby and Lili want us to meet them by Skee-Ball.
Apparently Gabby’s smoking it.”
She holds her iPhone screen up to my face so I can see their latest Twitpic.
“That could be a picture of anything,” I scoff. “I need a visual confirmation.”
“Then let’s go.” Mads links arms with each of us, beaming with contentment, and
we head back into the fray.
The fair is swarming with people. We’ve only moved about three feet, back to the
ragged, dusty path between booths, when we bump directly into Laurel.
“Hey!” Laurel says eagerly. Her foot lands squarely on my brand-new Vince
Camuto cap-toe ballet flats, and I glare at her.
“I thought we lost you back by the front entrance,” I snap. I couldn’t get out of
driving Laurel here, but Mads, Charlotte, and I slipped away from her the second she
was distracted by someone in her class.
A hurt expression flits across her face, and I turn away. Sometimes I wonder if I’m
too mean to Laurel. We actually used to be friends, but then we just … drifted apart. It
happens. Plus, I think that deep down, I’m kind of pissed at her. Laurel is my parents’
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biological daughter, the child they never thought they could have. There’s always a
fear inside me that they love her just a little bit more.
Laurel sweeps her hair back off of her shoulder. “I just saw Aidan Grove by the
Skee-Ball. He asked if you were here tonight,” she reports, looking proud of herself. “I
told him you were.” She reminds me of a puppy who wants a treat for a well-executed
sit or roll over.
“He is so smitten,” Charlotte agrees. She doesn’t bother to look up from her phone,
texting furiously as she barely maneuvers the sea of bodies streaming past us on all
sides. Her hand is jostled and she squeaks a protest. “Stupid autocorrect!” She sighs
again, but her eyes shine with enthusiasm. “Garrett just got here. Oh! There he is!”
She spies a figure walking through the crowd and starts to wave. We all crane our
necks to see Garrett coming toward us. He’s got close-cropped hair, high cheekbones,
and small, intense eyes that look like they’re always squinting—but in a cute way.
Madeline nudges Charlotte, whose cheeks are pink with happiness. “I guess
Garrett was okay with you coming with us to the fair instead of riding with him?” she
asks.
Charlotte nods, looking sheepish. “Yeah.”
“Why didn’t you come with him?” Laurel asks.
“Sutton told me that when it comes to guys, you have to have the upper hand at all
times. Which means leaving them wanting more.”
“And … ?” I goad her.
“And you were right,” Charlotte admits.
“Exactly,” I say. “I’m always right about those kinds of things.”
“Hey,” Garrett says as he joins us. He drapes his arm around Charlotte’s shoulders
and gives her a kiss on the cheek. Charlotte looks like she’s about to faint. Then
Garrett nods at the rest of us. “Where are you guys headed?”
“Skee-Ball,” I announce.
Garrett twists his mouth. “What Sutton says, goes, huh?”
“That’s usually how it works,” Madeline answers, shrugging.
We head over to Skee-Ball, where the crowd is thicker than ever. Over the clatter
of wooden balls bouncing through targets, we’re greeted by a roar of hooting,
whistling, and enthusiastic cheers. Mads and I exchange a glance. Someone was
clearly on a roll. Could this crowd be all because of Gabby?
But then a cloud of Wintermint Trident surrounds me, and I hear Gabby’s screechy
voice in my ear. “Oh my God, Sutton!” She presses me into a cloying hug. “You
totally missed my moment of triumph!”
I unwind my arms from her torso, shooting Mads an eye roll. “It looks like we’re
here just in time for some real excitement, though.”
“It’s Thayer,” Laurel squeals, scanning the scene and grinning. She rises on her
tiptoes to get a better look. “He’s kicking butt!”
I frown. It’s got to be someone else. Last year, Laurel used to always whine about
how she and Thayer never went to any good concerts because he couldn’t deal with
crowds. And forget about things like talent shows and battle of the bands—though
we’d sometimes hear Thayer rocking out on his guitar through the walls at Mads’s
house, he would have never, ever gone onstage and performed in front of all those
people. Madeline used to say that instead of having attention-deficit disorder, he had
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attention-terror disorder.
I jostle Laurel aside and rise, zeroing in on the Skee-Ball machine just as a ball
disappears squarely down the highest-scoring hole. A scoreboard lights up and the
crowd cheers. I follow the trajectory of the ball backward and up an exceptionally
graceful, well-muscled arm clad in a heather-gray T-shirt … a T-shirt that covers the
chiseled torso of the least likely candidate for rock-god status Hollier High has ever
known....
Wow.
Thayer gracefully picks up another silver ball and lobs it toward the hole. Bing
bing bing, another high score. He turns to the crowd and bows.
Someone certainly has gotten over his shyness.
Char nudges me. “Check out his number-one groupie.”
She points to Nisha Banerjee, my tennis rival, who is glued to Thayer’s side. She
nibbles at a rainbow snow cone that’s stained her lips a deep purple. She catches my
eye across the crowd and scowls, but I avert my gaze frostily. Because of Nisha’s
perma-smug expression, of course. And how she doesn’t bow down to me like she
should. And because she’s a ridiculously good tennis player, and I hate having
competition. Not because she’s standing next to Thayer. I don’t care about that.
Thayer sinks another ball down the 50-point chute, and the crowd roars once more.
Lili nudges me. “Rumor has it he’s trying to win one of those huge toys for someone.”
She points out the hulking plush dolls looming large on a rickety, overcrowded prize
shelf at the back of the booth. There’s a Scooby-Doo, Flounder from The Little
Mermaid, Snoopy, and that football-headed baby, Stewie, from Family Guy. “You
have to get a thousand points to win one, though.”
“For Nisha?” Laurel says, sounding heartbroken.
“Maybe,” Gabby trills.
“Seriously?” The thought burns like bile in the back of my throat. There’s no way
he likes her. Right?
Laurel looks at me, then glances at Scooby. “Oh my God, remember, Sutton?
Scooby-Dooby-Doo!” She says it in Scooby’s goofy voice, shaking her head from side
to side. “A couple of years ago? You tried to win him, too!”
I turn brusquely away from her. “No, I didn’t.” Did she have to say it so loudly? I
hate when my little sister brings up dorky stuff from my past. Okay, okay, yeah, I used
to really, really like Scooby-Doo. When Laurel and I were younger—when we were
actually friends—I once played Skee-Ball just like Thayer is doing now, determined to
get Scooby for myself. I didn’t get remotely close, though.
I take a big step away from Laurel, indicating I want her to drop it, now. Madeline
is shaking her head as Thayer pumps his fist in a dorky victory gesture. “My brother
seriously needs to get over himself,” she snaps.
Suddenly, Thayer looks at me. My eyes narrow into slits, but he doesn’t seem to
notice. The corners of his mouth spread into a huge, gorgeous grin. And then he winks.
A rush of something goes through me, but I turn away, pretending to fume. “Yes,”
I say to Madeline. “He definitely does.”
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4
FLEAS AND THANK YOU?

An hour or so later, Madeline, Charlotte, Garrett, and I sit at a picnic table outside the
soft pretzel stand, where we’re devouring warm pretzels dusted in cinnamon, sugar,
and butter. Some things are totally worth the calories. The smoky tang of barbecue fills
the air, and crickets chirp a peaceful rhythm. A toddler wobbles past us clutching a
Mylar balloon. Just as I wonder who he belongs to, a tired-looking woman with a
weary smile jogs briskly after him, an overstuffed canvas tote banging against her hip
as she passes. The air is cool and dry against my skin, and even though crowds around
us thrum with energy, I feel relaxed and happy. I bite greedily into my pretzel, washing
it down with a tart, icy lemonade.
Char presses her side to Garrett’s and lets out a happy sigh. They’re sharing an icecream sundae loaded with hot fudge and whipped cream. Char doesn’t need the
calories and she knows it, but like I said—she eats when she’s happy. I consider
pointing it out, but then realize it would be too cruel to do it in front of her boyfriend,
even for me.
Garrett suddenly leans across the table, eyeing my pretzel. “Can I have a bite?”
I nod, taking another swallow of lemonade. “Go for it.”
He reaches for the pretzel. As he does, his hand grazes my own.
I stiffen slightly. Was that … intentional? Something about Garrett’s fleeting touch
felt a little … flirty.
A Mama Bear feeling flares up inside me … alongside a small, smug flicker of
satisfaction. I’m not proud of it, but it’s there. Maybe it has to do with being given up
for adoption when I was little, but it’s nice to be wanted.
The protective feeling wins out, and I glance at Charlotte, but she’s engrossed in an
anecdote of Madeline’s about finding a girl from her ballet class puking behind a porta-potty earlier. As for Garrett, he’s licking his fingers and peering at something on his
phone.
I turn to Madeline, who is finishing her story. “I guess that’s what happens when
the only thing you’ve ‘eaten’ all day is an extra-large Diet Coke, spiked!” she cackles,
her bun bobbing up and down on top of her head as she laughs. “That bitch has the
sloppiest battement in the studio.” She slurps noisily at her own lemonade for good
measure.
I lean forward to chime in when, from across the table, Charlotte’s eyes widen at
something over my shoulder. “Um, hello there, Scooby-Doo!” Her voice is tinged with
surprise.
I twist around on the bench to find my sister with Thayer, giant Scooby in tow.
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Laurel gazes at him, giggling as he adjusts the massive stuffed animal against his hip.
I bite back a smile. There’s something absurd about seeing strong, built Thayer
grappling with a plush cartoon dog that’s practically as big as he is. And I’m totally
jealous Thayer won him. That dog was supposed to be mine.
“I guess you weren’t kidding about wanting to win that thing,” Madeline says,
toying with her straw.
“Well, I can be pretty determined when I want something,” he says, shrugging.
Underneath the table, Mads pokes me. Get a load of him.
All three of them—Thayer, Laurel, and Scooby—plop down at the end of the table.
“Nisha was bummed you didn’t give the Scooby to her, you know,” Laurel says to
Thayer, shaking her head. “She was all over you the whole time you were playing.”
Thayer’s face splits open into an easy, cocky grin. “Yeah, well. Can you blame
her?”
I roll my eyes at Madeline.
“So who are you going to give it to, dude?” Garrett asks.
There’s a long pause. Thayer laces his hands atop Scooby’s big head. “I guess I
sort of have my pick, huh?”
Garrett guffaws loudly. Madeline turns purple. Charlotte pokes me this time, and I
pinch her back. The prank is on. So on.
I spin on the picnic bench, folding one knee up into my chest and tilting my head
at Thayer. “What do you say to a friendly wager?” I ask, staring him squarely in the
eyes.
Thayer arches a quizzical eyebrow. “What do you mean?”
“I’m challenging you to another game of Skee-Ball—winner takes Scooby and
another stuffed animal. I can be determined when I want something, too.” I layer my
voice with meaning.
Thayer shrugs. “Well, Laurel and I were going to hit the bumper cars next,
actually. Rain check?”
I open my mouth, then shut it again. That wasn’t supposed to happen. Knowing my
friends are watching, I decide to pretend I didn’t mean anything by my challenge. I
stand, crumpling up my used napkin and paper plate and stalking toward the trash can.
“Whatever.”
But then, suddenly, Thayer is grabbing my hand. His grip is surprisingly warm and
firm. All at once, I’m unsteady on my feet. “Sutton,” he says, glancing surreptitiously
toward the others on the bench. He pushes Scooby at me. “Promise you’ll give him a
good home.”
I stare at the stuffed animal now in my arms. Part of me is thrilled. Thayer played
for hours to win Scooby. But then I feel annoyed. Is he only giving me Scooby out of
pity, because he didn’t want to take me up on my bet?
“Remember that one year you tried to win him?” he says softly.
I blink at him. Of course. Thayer had been at the fair with Laurel and me, too—
he’d just been so quiet I’d barely noticed him. Did he try to win Scooby specifically
for me? My heart starts to beat a little faster. I can’t believe he even remembered I
liked Scooby, after all these years.
But then I feel ridiculous. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say.
“Yes, you do.” Thayer’s gaze is unbroken. “I know you remember, Sutton. You’re
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just pretending you’re too cool.”
Unbelievable! The urge to push Scooby back at Thayer rises up inside me, but out
of the corner of my eye I see Mads flashing me a subtle thumbs-up from the picnic
table. Thayer giving me Scooby is a good thing. It’s a first step in our Lying Game
prank.
I turn Scooby over suspiciously. “This thing is probably full of fleas.”
“I’m sure he’s fine,” Thayer says, reaching out and patting Scooby on the head
affectionately. “So, do you like him?”
As I reach out and gingerly finger Scooby’s paw, rolling the tufts of his fur
between my thumb and forefinger, I realize my fingers are trembling. Then I square
my shoulders. “You’re full of crap, you know. You’re only giving me Scooby because
you didn’t want to accept my challenge. Because you know you would have lost.” I
poke him playfully.
Thayer laughs and meets my gaze. “Maybe,” he answers. “Or maybe not.” And
before I can say another word, he winks, then disappears into the crowd with Laurel.
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5
NO TIME LIKE THE PRESENT

On Monday afternoon, the Lying Game holds an official IM chat to check in about all
current works in progress. We take our pranking very seriously. I lean back against the
ornate sleigh headboard of my bed, the laptop warm against my legs.
Charlotte, whose IM handle is SexxyRed, types, Are we sure a Thayer prank is
enough for our annual kickoff prank?
SwanLakeMafia, aka Mads, replies: I was thinking the same thing.
But now that I’ve started this flirtation with Thayer, I don’t know if I want to stop.
We’ve got to do it, I, SuttoninAZ, answer. But only as a favor to the best BFF ever. I
can tell Thayer’s bugging you, Mads. We’ll think of something else for the big back-toschool prank.
SwanLakeMafia: Thanks, Sutton. You’re right. And nice job on the Scooby score
last night!
Watch and learn, ladies, I say nonchalantly. But I’m glad my webcam isn’t on
right now, because I’m blushing—and snuggled up next to Scooby. I wouldn’t want
my friends to see him there and get any ideas that I really like Thayer or something.
It’s just that he’s so cozy to sleep with. And he barely smells like funnel cake and corn
dog at all.
We still need to come up with our REAL prank then, I type, manicured fingers
flying across the keyboard. Thinking caps on!
After a moment, an image loads into the chat screen: Charlotte, winking, a Eugenia
Kim straw fedora perched at an angle across her forehead. Cute. It’s her take on a
thinking cap. She looks a little like Britney Spears pre–Breakdown #1.
Adorbs, I tap. But keep the ideas coming. We have a reputation to uphold.
Off to ballet, bitches. I declare this Lying Game meeting officially dismissed, Mads
types before signing off.
Later, Char, I type, flipping my laptop shut and sliding off my bed. Even with the
windows shut and the central AC blasting, I can still hear the angry, insistent throttle
of a leaf blower buzzing like a chain saw outside.
Gritting my teeth, I wander toward the window and thrust aside the curtains. Sure
enough, across the street, a diligent gardener in a blue baseball cap walks the perimeter
of the Donovans’ front lawn in increasingly wider circles. Their yard isn’t that big, but
he doesn’t look remotely close to being done. I sigh in frustration, considering a long,
hot shower with my Fresh lavender scrub, when I spot the leaf blower’s landscaping
partner. I’d recognize that thicket of dark, shiny hair anywhere.
Thayer.
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He’s at the edge of the front walk, neatly clipping the box hedges that line the
flagstone path from the driveway to the entrance of the Donovans’ house. He’s not
wearing a shirt, and the strong, defined arms that he debuted at the country club the
other day are on full display. From where I stand, it looks like they’re getting a good
workout, too.
On the one hand, the Fresh bath scrub is yummy-smelling. On the other hand, it’s
not like I’m going to be able to truly relax as long as the leaf blower is making all that
noise outside.
On the third hand—and as long as Thayer’s got his shirt off, I decide to give
myself as many hands for this argument as I need—Thayer’s out there. Just begging to
fall head over heels for me. It’s like fate has handed me an early Christmas present,
wrapped in a bright, shiny bow.
Game on.
It only takes me a minute to fluff my hair in the mirror and swipe on some of my
favorite NARS lip gloss in a peachy shade. Something tells me Thayer’s the type to
appreciate the natural look in a girl. I grin at my reflection and shoot a quick glance at
Scooby on the bed. The sight of him there gives me a warm glow—and a double shot
of confidence. “Scooby-Dooby-Doo!” I whisper, then smile to myself.
Stepping into the Tucson heat is like crawling into an oven, but I stay focused as I
approach Thayer. He’s crouching on the ground now, tugging a particularly stubborn
weed.
“Oh my God,” I say, surprise ringing in my voice. “What are you doing here? Do
you work for the Donovans?” As if I hadn’t been spying on him through the window.
Thayer turns, sets his shears down, and appraises me coolly. Based on his
expression, I can tell he shares my opinion that my cutoffs show just the right amount
of long, tanned leg. But even that doesn’t seem to faze him much.
“No,” he replies, smiling easily. “I work for the landscapers. They work for the
Donovans.” His eyes are alight with mischief.
I tilt my head down, offering my most coquettish grin. “I guess you had to find
some way to keep out of trouble, now that soccer camp is over.” My tone suggests that
keeping in trouble is way more fun than the alternative, of course.
“Yeah. And I guess I’ve got a lot of excess energy to burn now that I’m not
running drills every morning at five A.M.”
“That sounds horrible,” I say, grimacing as I wrap my hair up into a loose, casual
bun at the nape of my neck. I read somewhere that guys love when girls play with their
hair. “At tennis camp they let us sleep until six.”
“Spoiled,” he teases.
“I do usually get what I want,” I say.
Thayer locks eyes with me and a small charge passes through me. “So I’ve heard,”
he says. “How’s Scooby, by the way?”
“Covered in fleas,” I answer quickly, only a slight hiccup in my voice.
“Too bad,” Thayer answers with mock sadness. We look at each other for a
moment, each daring the other to make the next move.
A weed whacker grumbles from the Donovans’ backyard, snapping us out of the
staring contest. Thayer clears his throat. “Anyhow, it’s not a bad job, really,” he says,
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