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Mara Dyer believes life can't get any stranger than waking up in a hospital with no memory of
how she got there. It can. She believes there must be more to the accident she can't
remember that killed her friends and left her strangely unharmed. There is.She doesn't believe
that after everything she's been through, she can fall in love. She's wrong.

About the AuthorMichelle Hodkin grew up in Florida, went to college in New York, and studied
law in Michigan. She is the author of the Mara Dyer and Noah Shaw trilogies. Visit her online at
MichelleHodkin.com.Review"Haunting and dreamlike, the intrigue and romance of Mara Dyer
will inescapably draw you in." --Cassandra Clare, author of the New York Times bestselling
Mortal Instruments series"The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer strikes a rare balance of darkly
funny, deliciously creepy and genuinely thoughtful. One minute I was laughing out loud, and the
next, I was so scared I wanted to turn on all the lights and hide under the covers. Michelle
Hodkin’s talent and range are obvious, from her chilling descriptions to romantic scenes that
almost crackled on the page. I’ve never read anything quite like it."--Veronica Roth, New York
Times bestselling author of Divergent"A clever, captivating thriller, The Unbecoming of Mara
Dyer is perfect for those (like me) who like their heroes dark, their heroines dangerous, and
their romances seriously twisted."--Kirsten Miller, New York Times bestselling author of The
Eternal Ones"WOW. Michelle Hodkin's debut will keep you guessing until the last page--and
long after."--Beth Revis, New York Times bestselling author of Across the Unviverse"As spooky
and twisty as it is lyrical and beautiful, The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer grabbed me and
wouldn't let go. Read this one with the lights on." --Rachel Hawkins, New York Times
bestselling author of Demonglass--This text refers to the hardcover edition.Excerpt. ©
Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer--This text refers to
the hardcover edition.Review"A strong, inventive tale."--"Kirkus Reviews", August 1,
2011"Anyone who thinks old-fashioned romantic scenes can't move teens today will be proven
wrong here. This boy will make readers swoon. The characters are real and wonderful, and the
supernatural story is riveting. Expect this book to fly off the shelves."--"SLJ""Creepy, haunting,
addictive and surprisingly romantic, Mara's story is beautiful and complex...Hodkin has
elevated the teenage paranormal romance into something completely her own."--"Romantic
Times""First-time author Hodkin has paired a steamy romance with a paranormal mystery that
will cause teen readers whiplash as they jerk from one plot twist to
another."--"Booklist""Haunting and dreamlike, the intrigue and romance of Mara Dyer will
inescapably draw you in." --Cassandra Clare, author of the "New York Times" bestselling Moral
Instruments series""The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" strikes a rare balance of darkly funny,
deliciously creepy and genuinely thoughtful. One minute I was laughing out loud, and the next,
I was so scared I wanted to turn on all the lights and hide under the covers. Michelle Hodkin's
talent and range are obvious, from her chilling descriptions to romantic scenes that almost
crackled on the page. I've never read anything quite like it."--Veronica Roth, "New York Times"
bestselling author of "Divergent""A clever, captivating thriller, "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer"
is perfect for those (like me) who like their heroes dark, their heroines dangerous, and their
romances "seriously" twisted."--Kirsten Miller, "New York Times" bestselling author of "The
Eternal Ones""WOW. Michelle Hodkin's debut will keep you guessing until the last page--and
long after."--Beth Revis, "New York Times" bestselling author of "Across the Unviverse""As



spooky and twisty as it is lyrical and beautiful, "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" grabbed me
and wouldn't let go. Read this one with the lights on." --Rachel Hawkins, "New York Times"
bestselling author of "Demonglass""It's the story of a girl trying to piece together what
happened the night she, her best friend, her boyfriend and his sister spent the night in an
abandoned asylum and only she survived, unscathed but traumatized...And it's the story of a
girl falling in love...Be careful, 'cause you'll fall right along with her."--"MTV's Hollywood
Crush"Hodkin's debut is witty and thought-provoking and will have readers captivated until the
very end. It takes readers through constant chaos, wonder, and bewilderment..."The
Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" will satisfy mystery lovers, dark fantasy seekers, horror believers,
and readers who have a knack for romance.VOYA, October 2011There are echoes of Stephen
King's classic Carrie in this young-adult series kickoff...Written from Mara's perspective, "The
Unbecoming" deftly melds alternate realities. Hodkin's transitions from the mundane to
hallucinated horror are unexpected, seamless and creepy, packing the same sort of cinematic
punch as scenes from "The Blair Witch Project"....Discerning the truth is just part of the
pleasure of reading the delightfully bent reality in "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer".--"Los
Angeles Times""Haunting and dreamlike, the intrigue and romance of Mara Dyer will
inescapably draw you in." --Cassandra Clare, author of the "New York Times" bestselling Moral
Instruments series""The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" strikes a rare balance of darkly funny,
deliciously creepy and genuinely thoughtful. One minute I was laughing out loud, and the next,
I was so scared I wanted to turn on all the lights and hide under the covers. Michelle Hodkin's
talent and range are obvious, from her chilling descriptions to romantic scenes that almost
crackled on the page. I've never read anything quite like it."--Veronica Roth, "New York Times"
bestselling author of "Divergent""A clever, captivating thriller, "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer"
is perfect for those (like me) who like their heroes dark, their heroines dangerous, and their
romances "seriously" twisted."--Kirsten Miller, "New York Times" bestselling author of "The
Eternal Ones""WOW. Michelle Hodkin's debut will keep you guessing until the last page--and
long after."--Beth Revis, "New York Times" bestselling author of "Across the Unviverse""As
spooky and twisty as it is lyrical and beautiful, "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" grabbed me
and wouldn't let go. Read this one with the lights on." --Rachel Hawkins, "New York Times"
bestselling author of "Demonglass"4Q 4P J SHodkin, Michelle. The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer.
Simon & Schuster, 2011. 464p. $16.99. 978-1-4424-2176-9.After Mara Dyer's best friend dies,
she begins to go through episodes of posttraumatic stress disorder. She cannot remember the
accident, or was it an accident? Mara only knows that of the four people who went that night to
the abandoned asylum, she was the only survivor. Mara gets a new start in Florida, where she
meets sexy Noah, who is known for being a player. Mara tries to ignore Noah at first but easily
becomes entwined in his charms. Hallucinations and nightmares are a regular part of her life
that she tries to keep hidden, especially from Noah. After an incident with her younger brother,
Mara finds out that Noah has powerful secrets of his own.Hodkin's debut is witty and thought-
provoking and will have readers captivated until the very end. It takes readers through constant
chaos, wonder, and bewilderment. The story can almost be compared to Justine Larbalestier's
Liar (Bloomsbury, 2009/VOYA December 2009), only Mara is not aware of the clouded deceits
of her experiences. The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer will satisfy mystery lovers, dark fantasy
seekers, horror believers, and readers who have a knack for romance.VOYA, October
2011"Haunting and dreamlike, the intrigue and romance of Mara Dyer will inescapably draw
you in." --Cassandra Clare, author of the "New York Times" bestselling Moral Instruments
series""The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" strikes a rare balance of darkly funny, deliciously
creepy and genuinely thoughtful. One minute I was laughing out loud, and the next, I was so



scared I wanted to turn on all the lights and hide under the covers. Michelle Hodkin's talent and
range are obvious, from her chilling descriptions to romantic scenes that almost crackled on
the page. I've never read anything quite like it."--Veronica Roth, "New York Times" bestselling
author of "Divergent""A clever, captivating thriller, "The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer" is perfect for
those (like me) who like their heroes dark, their heroines dangerous, and their romances
"seriously" twisted."--Kirsten Miller, "New York Times" bestselling author of "The Eternal
Ones""WOW. Michelle Hodkin's debut will keeps"A strong, inventive tale."--"Kirkus Reviews",
August 1, 2011--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Thank you for downloading this Simon & Schuster ebook.Get a FREE ebook when you join our
mailing list. Plus, get updates on new releases, deals, recommended reads, and more from
Simon & Schuster. Click below to sign up and see terms and conditions.Already a subscriber?
Provide your email again so we can register this ebook and send you more of what you like to
read. You will continue to receive exclusive offers in your inbox.For Grandpa Bob, who filled my
imagination with stories, for Janie, who made all the other kids jealous; and for my mother, who
loves me too much.My name is not Mara Dyer, but my lawyer told me I had to choose
something. a pseudonym. a nom de plume, for all of us studying for the SATs. I know that
having a fake name is strange, but trust me—it’s the most normal thing about my life right now.
Even telling you this much probably isn’t smart. But without my big mouth, no one would know
that a seventeen-year-old who likes Death Cab for Cutie was responsible for the murders. No
one would know that somewhere out there is a B student with a body count. And it’s important
that you know, so you’re not next.Rachel’s birthday was the beginning. This is what I
remember.“Mara Dyer”New York CityDate1BEFORELaurelton, Rhode IslandTHE ORNATE
SCRIPT ON THE BOARD TWISTED in the candlelight, making the letters and numbers dance
in my head. They were jumbled and indistinct, like alphabet soup. When Claire pushed the
heart-shaped piece into my hand, I startled. I wasn’t normally so twitchy, and hoped Rachel
wouldn’t notice. The Ouija board was her favorite present that night, and Claire gave it to her. I
got her a bracelet. She wasn’t wearing it.Kneeling on the carpet, I passed the piece to Rachel.
Claire shook her head, oozing disdain. Rachel put down the piece.“It’s just a game, Mara.” She
smiled, her teeth looking even whiter in the dim light. Rachel and I had been best friends since
preschool, and where she was dark and wild, I was pale and cautious. But less so when we
were together. She made me feel bold. Usually.“I don’t have anything to ask dead people,” I
said to her. And at sixteen, we’re too old for this, I didn’t say.“Ask whether Jude will ever like
you back.”Claire’s voice was innocent, but I knew better. My cheeks flamed, but I stifled the
urge to snap at her and laughed it off. “Can I ask it for a car? Is this like a dead Santa
scenario?”“Actually, since it’s my birthday, I’m going first.” Rachel put her fingers on the piece.
Claire and I followed her.“Oh! Rachel, ask it how you’re going to die.”Rachel squealed her
assent, and I shot a dark look at Claire. Since moving here six months ago, she’d latched onto
my best friend like a starving leech. Her twin missions in life were now to make me feel like the
third wheel, and to torture me for my crush on her brother, Jude. I was equally sick of
both.“Remember not to push,” Claire ordered me.“Got it, thanks. Anything else?”But Rachel
interrupted us before we could descend into bickering. “How am I going to die?”The three of us
watched the board. My calves prickled from kneeling on Rachel’s carpet for so long, and the
backs of my knees felt clammy. Nothing happened.Then something did. We looked at each
other as the piece moved under our hands. It semi-circled the board, sailing past A through K,
and crept past L.It settled on M.“Murder?” Claire’s voice was soaked with excitement. She was
so sketchy. What did Rachel see in her?The piece glided in the wrong direction. Away from U
and R.Landing on A.Rachel looked confused. “Matches?”“Mauling?” Claire asked. “Maybe you
start a forest fire and get eaten by Smokey the Bear?” Rachel laughed, briefly dissolving the
panic that had slithered into my stomach. When we first sat down to play, I had to resist the
urge to roll my eyes at Claire’s melodramatics. Now, not so much.The piece zigzagged across
the board, cutting her laughter short.R.We were silent. Our eyes didn’t leave the board as the
piece jerked back to the beginning.To A.Then stopped.We waited for the piece to point out the
next letter, but it remained still. After three minutes, Rachel and Claire withdrew their hands. I



felt them watching me.“It wants you to ask something,” Rachel said softly.“If by ‘it’ you mean
Claire, I’m sure that’s true.” I stood up, shaking and nauseous. I was done.“I didn’t push it,”
Claire said, wide-eyed as she looked at Rachel, then at me.“Pinky swear?” I asked, with
sarcasm.“Why not,” Claire answered, with malice. She stood and walked closer to me. Too
close. Her green eyes were dangerous. “I didn’t push it,” she said again. “It wants you to
play.”Rachel grabbed my hand and pulled herself up off the floor. She looked straight at Claire.
“I believe you,” she said, “but let’s do something else?”“Like what?” Claire’s voice was flat, and I
stared right back at her, unflinching. Here we go.“We can watch The Blair Witch Project.”
Claire’s favorite, naturally. “How about it?” Rachel’s voice was tentative, but firm.I tore my eyes
away from Claire’s and nodded, managing a smile. Claire did the same. Rachel relaxed, but I
didn’t. For her sake, though, I tried to swallow my anger and unease as we settled in to watch
the movie. Rachel popped in the DVD and blew out the candles.Six months later, they were
both dead.2AFTERRhode Island Hospital Providence, Rhode IslandI OPENED MY EYES. A
PERSISTENT MACHINE BEEPED rhythmically to my left. I looked to my right. Another
machine hissed beside the bedside table. My head ached and I was disoriented. My eyes
struggled to interpret the positions of the hands on the clock hanging next to the bathroom
door. I heard voices outside my room. I sat up in the hospital bed, the thin pillows crinkling
underneath me as I shifted to try and hear. Something tickled the skin under my nose. A tube. I
tried to move my hands to pull it away but when I looked at them, there were other tubes.
Attached to needles. Protruding from my skin. I felt a tugging tightness as I moved my hands
and my stomach slithered into my toes.“Get them out,” I whispered to the air. I could see where
the sharp steel entered my veins. My breath shortened and a scream rose in my throat.“Get
them out,” I said, louder this time.“What?” asked a small voice, whose source I couldn’t
see.“Get them out!” I screamed.Bodies crowded the room; I could make out my father’s face,
frantic and paler than usual. “Calm down, Mara.”And then I saw my little brother, Joseph, wide-
eyed and scared. Dark spots blotted out the faces of everyone else, and then all I could see
were the forest of needles and tubes, and felt that tight sensation against my dry skin. I couldn’t
think. I couldn’t speak. But I could still move. I clawed at my arm with one hand and ripped out
the first tube. The pain was violent. It gave me something to hold on to.“Just breathe. It’s okay.
It’s okay.”But it wasn’t okay. They weren’t listening to me, and they needed to get them out. I
tried to tell them, but the darkness grew, swallowing the room.“Mara?”I blinked, but saw
nothing. The beeping and hissing had stopped.* * * “Don’t fight it, sweetie.”My eyelids
fluttered at the sound of my mother’s voice. She leaned over me, adjusting one of the pillows,
and a sheet of black hair fell over her almond skin. I tried to move, to get out of her way, but I
could barely hold my head up. I glimpsed two dour-faced nurses behind her. One of them had a
red welt on her cheek.“What’s wrong with me?” I whispered hoarsely. My lips felt like paper.My
mother brushed a sweaty strand of hair from my face. “They gave you something to help you
relax.”I breathed in. The tube under my nose was gone. And the ones from my hands, too. They
were replaced by gauzy white bandages wrapped around my skin. Spots of red bled through.
Something released itself from my chest and a deep sigh shuddered from my lips. The room
shifted into focus, now that the needles were out.I looked at my father, sitting at the far wall,
looking helpless. “What happened?” I asked hazily.“You were in an accident, honey,” my mother
answered. My father met my eyes, but he didn’t say anything. Mom was running this show.My
thoughts swam. An accident. When?“Is the other driver—” I started, but couldn’t finish.“Not a
car accident, Mara.” My mother’s voice was calm. Steady. It was her psychologist voice, I
realized. “What’s the last thing you remember?”More than waking up in a hospital room, or
seeing tubes attached to my skin—more than anything else—that question unnerved me. I



stared at her closely for the first time. Her eyes were shadowed, and her nails, usually perfectly
manicured, were ragged.“What day is it?” I asked quietly.“What day do you think it is?” My
mother loved answering questions with questions.I rubbed my hands over my face. My skin
seemed to whisper on contact. “Wednesday?”My mother looked at me carefully.
“Sunday.”Sunday. I looked away from her, my eyes roaming the hospital room instead. I hadn’t
noticed the flowers before, but they were everywhere. A vase of yellow roses were right beside
my bed. Rachel’s favorite. A box of my things from the house sat in a chair next to the bed; an
old cloth doll my grandmother had left to me when I was a baby lounged inside, resting its limp
arm around the rim.“What do you remember, Mara?”“I had a history test Wednesday. I drove
home from school and…”I rifled through my thoughts, my memories. Me, walking into our
house. Grabbing a cereal bar from the kitchen. Walking to my bedroom on the first floor,
dropping my bag and taking out Sophocles’ Three Theban Plays. Writing. Then drawing in my
sketchbook. Then…nothing.A slow, creeping fear wound its way around my belly. “That’s it,” I
told her, looking up at her face.A muscle above my mother’s eyelid twitched. “You were at The
Tamerlane—” she started.Oh, God.“The building collapsed. Someone reported it at about three
a.m. Thursday. When the police arrived, they heard you.”My father cleared his throat. “You were
screaming.”My mother shot him a look before turning back to me. “The way the building fell,
you were buried in a pocket of air, in the basement, but you were unconscious when they
reached you. You might have fainted from dehydration, but it’s possible that something fell and
knocked you out. You do have a few bruises,” she said, pushing aside my hair.I looked past her,
and saw her torso reflected in a mirror above the sink. I wondered what “a few bruises” looked
like when a building fell on your head.I pushed myself up. The silent nurses stiffened. They
were acting more like guards.My joints protested as I craned my head over the bed rails to see.
My mother looked in the mirror with me. She was right; a bluish shadow blossomed over my
right cheekbone. I pushed my dark hair back to see the extent of it, but that was it. Otherwise I
looked—normal. Normal for me, and normal, period. My gaze shifted to my mother. We were
so different. I had none of her exquisite Indian features; not her perfect oval face or her lacquer-
black hair. Instead, my father’s patrician nose and jaw were reflected in my own. And except for
the one bruise, I did not look like a building had collapsed on me at all. I narrowed my eyes at
my reflection, then leaned back against the pillows and stared at the ceiling.“The doctors said
you’re going to be fine.” My mother smiled faintly. “You can come home tonight, even, if you feel
well enough.”I lowered my gaze to the nurses. “Why are they here?” I asked my mother, staring
straight at them. They were creeping me out.“They’ve been taking care of you since
Wednesday,” she said. She nodded at the nurse with the welt on her cheek. “This is Carmella,”
she said, then indicated the other nurse. “And this is Linda.”Carmella, the nurse with the welt
on her cheek, smiled, but it wasn’t warm. “You have some right hook.”My forehead crumpled. I
looked at my mother.“You panicked when you woke up before, and they had to be here when
you woke up just in case you were…still disoriented.”“Happens all the time,” Carmella said.
“And if you’re feeling like yourself now, we can go.”I nodded, my throat dry. “Thank you. I’m
sorry.”“No problem, sweetie,” she said. Her words sounded fake. Linda hadn’t said a word the
whole time.“Let us know if you need anything.” They turned and walked synchronously out of
the room, leaving me and my family alone.I was glad they were gone. And then I realized that
my reaction to them was probably not normal. I needed to focus on something else. My eyes
swept the room, and finally landed on the bedside table, on the roses. They were fresh,
unwilted. I wondered when Rachel brought them.“Did she visit?”My mother’s face darkened.
“Who?”“Rachel.”My father made a strange noise and even my mother, my practiced, perfect
mother, looked uncomfortable.“No,” my mother said. “Those are from her parents.”Something



about the way she said it made me shiver. “So she didn’t visit,” I said softly.“No.”I was cold, so
cold, but I had started to sweat. “Did she call?”“No, Mara.”Her answer made me want to
scream. I held out my arm instead. “Give me your phone. I want to call her.”My mother tried to
smile and failed miserably. “Let’s talk about this later, okay? You need to rest.”“I want to call her
now.” My voice was close to cracking. I was close to cracking.My father could tell. “She was
with you, Mara. Claire and Jude, too,” he said.No.Something tightened around my chest and I
could barely find the breath to speak. “Are they in the hospital?” I asked, because I had to,
even though I knew the answer just looking at my parents’ faces.“They didn’t make it,” my
mother said slowly.This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be happening. Something slimy and
horrible began to rise in my throat.“How? How did they die?” I managed to ask.“The building
collapsed,” my mother said calmly.“How?”“It was an old building, Mara. You know that.”I couldn’t
speak. Of course I knew. When my father moved home to Rhode Island after law school, he’d
represented the family of a boy who had been trapped inside the building. A boy who died.
Daniel was forbidden from going there, not that my perfect older brother ever would. Not that I
ever would.But for some reason, I had. With Rachel, Claire, and Jude.With Rachel. Rachel.I
had a sudden image of Rachel walking boldly into kindergarten, holding my hand. Of Rachel
turning out the lights in her bedroom and telling me her secrets, after she had listened to mine.
There was no time to even process the words “Claire and Jude, too,” because the word
“Rachel” filled my mind. I felt a hot tear slide down my cheek.“What if—what if she was just
trapped, too?” I asked.“Honey, no. They searched. They found—” My mother stopped.“What?” I
demanded, my voice shrill. “What did they find?”She considered me. Studied me. She said
nothing.“Tell me,” I said, a knife’s edge in my voice. “I want to know.”“They found…remains,” she
said vaguely. “They’re gone, Mara. They didn’t make it.”Remains. Pieces, she meant. A wave of
nausea rocked my stomach. I wanted to gag. I stared hard at the yellow roses from Rachel’s
mother instead, then squeezed my eyes shut and searched for a memory, any memory, of that
night. Why we went. What we were doing there. What killed them.“I want to know everything
that happened.”“Mara—”I recognized her placating tone and my fingers curled into fists around
my sheets. She was trying to protect me but she was torturing me instead.“You have to tell me,”
I begged, my throat filled with ash.My mother looked at me with glassy eyes and a heart-
broken face. “I would if I could, Mara. But you’re the only one who knows.”3Laurelton Memorial
Cemetery, Rhode IslandTHE SUN REFLECTED OFF THE POLISHED mahogany of Rachel’s
coffin, blinding me. I stared, letting the light sear my corneas, hoping the tears would come. I
should cry. But I couldn’t.Everyone else could, though, and did. People she never even spoke
to, people she didn’t even like. Everyone from school was there, claiming a piece of her.
Everyone except Claire and Jude. Their memorial service was that afternoon.It was a gray and
white day, a biting New England winter day. One of my last.The wind blew, lashing my curls
against my cheeks. A handful of mourners separated me from my parents, silhouettes of black
against the colorless, unbroken sky. I hunched into my coat and wrapped it tighter around my
body, shielding myself from my mother’s unblinking stare. She’d been watching my reactions
since they released me from the hospital; she was the first to reach me that night when my
screaming woke the neighbors, and she was the one who caught me crying in my closet the
next day. But it was only after she found me two days later, dazed and blinking and clutching a
shard of a broken mirror in my bloody hand, that she insisted on getting me help.What I got
was a diagnosis. Post-traumatic stress disorder, the psychologist said. Nightmares and visual
hallucinations were my new normal, apparently, and something about my behavior in the
psychologist’s office made him recommend a long-term care facility.I couldn’t let that happen. I
recommended moving instead.I remembered the way my mother’s eyes narrowed when I



brought it up a few days after the disastrous appointment. So wary. So cautious, like I was a
bomb under her bed.“I really think it will help,” I said, not believing that at all. But I had been
nightmare-free for two nights, and the mirror episode I didn’t remember was apparently the
only one. The psychologist was overreacting, just like my mother.“Why do you think so?” My
mother’s voice was casual and even, but her nails were still bitten down to the beds.I tried to
recall the mostly one-sided conversation I’d had with the psychologist.“She was always in this
house—I can’t look at anything without thinking about her. And if I go back to school, I’ll see
her there, too. But I want to go back to school. I need to. I need to think about something
else.”“I’ll talk to your father about it,” she said, her eyes searching my face. I could see in every
crease of her forehead, every tilt of her chin, that she didn’t understand how her daughter
could have gotten here—how I could have snuck out of the house and ended up in the last
place I should. She had asked me as much, but of course I had no answer.I heard my brother’s
voice out of nowhere. “I think it’s almost over,” Daniel said.My heartbeat slowed as I looked up
at my older brother. And as he predicted, the priest then asked us all to bow our heads and
pray.I shifted uncomfortably, the brittle grass crunching under my boots, and glanced at my
mother. We weren’t religious and frankly, I wasn’t sure what to do. If there was some protocol
for how to behave at your best friend’s funeral, I didn’t get the memo. But my mother tilted her
head, her short black hair falling against her perfect skin as she appraised me, examined me,
to see what I’d choose. I looked away.After an eternity of seconds, heads lifted as if eager for it
to be over, and the crowd dissolved. Daniel stood beside me while my classmates took turns
telling me how sorry they were, promising to stay in touch after the move. I hadn’t been in
school since the day of the accident, but some of them had come to visit me in the hospital.
Probably just out of curiosity. No one asked me how it happened, and I was glad because I
couldn’t tell them. I still didn’t know.Squawking pierced the funeral’s hushed atmosphere as
hundreds of black birds flew overhead in a rush of beating wings. They settled on a cluster of
leafless trees that overlooked the parking lot. Even the trees were wearing black.I faced my
brother. “Didn’t you park under those crows?”He nodded, and started walking to his
car.“Fabulous,” I said as I followed him. “Now we’re going to have to dodge crap from the whole
flock.”“Murder.”I stopped. “What?”Daniel turned around. “It’s called a murder of crows. Not a
flock. And yes, we’re going to dodge avian fecal matter, unless you want to go with Mom and
Dad?”I smiled, relieved without knowing why. “Pass.”“Thought so.”Daniel waited for me and I
was grateful for the escape. I glanced back to make sure my mother wasn’t watching. But she
was busy talking to Rachel’s family, whom we’d known for years. It was too easy to forget that
my parents were leaving everything behind too; my father’s law practice, my mother’s patients.
And Joseph, though only twelve, accepted without much explanation that we were moving and
agreed to leave his friends without complaint. When I thought about it, I knew I had won the
family lottery. I made a mental note to behave more charitably toward my mother. After all, it
wasn’t her fault we were leaving.It was mine.4EIGHT WEEKS LATERMiami, FloridaYOU’RE
KILLING ME, MARA.”“Give me a minute.” I squinted at the spider that stood between me and
my breakfast banana. She and I were working out an arrangement. “Let me do it, then. We’re
going to be late.” Daniel was getting his panties in a bunch at the thought. Mr. Perfect was
always punctual.“No. You’ll kill it.”“And?”“And then it will be dead.”“And?”“Just imagine it,” I
spoke, my eyes never leaving my arachnid opponent. “The spider family bereft of their
matriarch. Her spider children waiting in their web, watching for Mother for days on end before
they realize she’s been murdered.”“She?”“Yes.” I tilted my head at the spider. “Her name is
Roxanne.” “Of course it is. Take Roxanne outside before she meets the Op-Ed section of
Joseph’s Wall Street Journal.”I paused. “Why is our brother getting the Wall Street



Journal?”“He thinks it’s funny.”I smiled. It was. I turned to stare at Roxanne, who had
sidestepped an inch or two in response to Daniel’s threat. I held out the paper towel and
reached for her, but recoiled involuntarily. For the past ten minutes, I’d been repeating this
motion: reaching and withdrawing. I wanted to shepherd Roxanne to freedom, to deliver her
from our kitchen and lead her to a land flowing with the blood of myriad flying insects. A land
otherwise known as our backyard.But it seemed I was not up to the task. I was still hungry,
though, and wanted my banana. I reached for her again, my hand stuck in midair.Daniel
heaved a melodramatic sigh and stuck a cup in the microwave. He pressed a few buttons and
the tray began revolving.“You shouldn’t stand in front of the microwave.”Daniel ignored me.“You
could get a brain tumor.”“Is that a fact?” he asked.“Do you want to find out?”Daniel examined
my hand, still suspended between my body and Roxanne’s, paralyzed. “Your level of neuroses
will only find love in a made-for-TV movie.”“Perhaps, but I’ll be tumorless. Don’t you want to be
tumorless, Daniel?”He reached into the pantry and withdrew a cereal bar. “Here,” he said, and
tossed it at me, but lately I was useless before noon. It fell with a thud on the countertop beside
me. Roxanne scurried away, and I lost track of her.Daniel grabbed his keys and sauntered
toward the front door. I followed him into the blinding sunlight, breakfastless.“C’mon,” he said
with false cheer. “Don’t tell me you aren’t psyched beyond belief for our first day of school.” He
dodged the tiny lizards that scurried across the slate walkway of our new house. “Again.”“I
wonder if it’s snowing in Laurelton right now?”“Probably. That, I won’t miss.”Just when I thought
it wasn’t possible to get any hotter, the interior of Daniel’s Civic proved me wrong. I choked on
the heat and motioned for Daniel to open the window while I sputtered.He looked at me
strangely.“What?”“It’s not that hot.”“I’m dying. You’re not dying?”“No … it’s like seventy-two
degrees.”“Guess I’m not used to it yet,” I said. We’d moved to Florida only a few weeks ago, but
I wouldn’t recognize my old life in a lineup. I hated this place.Daniel’s eyebrows were still lifted,
but he changed the subject. “You know, Mom was planning to drive you to school separately
today.”I groaned. I didn’t want to play the patient this morning. Or any morning, actually. I
contemplated buying her knitting needles, or a watercolor set. She needed a hobby that didn’t
involve hovering over me.“Thanks for taking me instead.” I met Daniel’s eyes. “I mean it.”“No
problemo,” he said, and flashed a goofy smile before turning onto I-95 and into traffic.My
brother spent a large portion of the agonizingly slow drive to school banging his forehead on
the steering wheel. We were late, and as we pulled into the full parking lot, there wasn’t a
single student among the glossy luxury cars.I reached behind me for Daniel’s neat and tidy
backpack, which was positioned in the backseat like a passenger. I grabbed it for him and
launched myself out of the car. We approached the elaborately scrolled iron gate of the
Croyden Academy of the Arts and Sciences, our new institution of higher learning. A giant
crest was wrought into the gate—a shield in the center with a thick band extending from the top
right to the bottom left, separating it into halves. There was a knight’s helmet crowning the
shield, and two lions on either side. The school looked oddly out of place, considering the run-
down neighborhood.“So, what I didn’t tell you is that Mom’s picking you up this afternoon,”
Daniel said.“Traitor,” I mumbled.“I know. But I need to meet with one of the guidance counselors
about my college applications and she’s only free after school today.”“What’s the point? You
know you’re going to get in everywhere.” “That is far from certain,” he said.I squinted one of my
eyes at Daniel.“What are you doing?” he asked.“This is me, giving you the side eye.” I
continued to squint.“Well, you look like you’re having a stroke. Anyway, Mom’s going to pick you
up over there,” my brother said, pointing to a cul-de-sac on the other side of the campus. “Try to
behave.”I stifled a yawn. “It’s too early to be such an asshat, Daniel.”“And watch your language.
It’s unbecoming.”“Who cares?” I lolled my head back as we walked, reading the names of



illustrious Croyden alumni inscribed in the brick archway above our heads. Most were along the
lines of Heathcliff Rotterdam III, Parker Preston XXVI, Annalise Bennet Von—“I heard Joseph
call someone that the other day. He’s picking it up from you.”I laughed.“It’s not funny,” Daniel
said.“Please. It’s just a word.”He opened his mouth to respond when I heard Chopin emerge
from his pocket. The sound of Chopin, not the actual Chopin, thank God.Daniel picked up his
phone and mouthed Mom to me, then pointed at the glass wall that housed the administration
office of Croyden Academy.“Go,” he said, and I did.Without my brother distracting me, I was
able to fully absorb the campus in its immaculate, overlandscaped splendor. Fat blades of
emerald grass anchored the grounds, clipped within a millimeter of uniformity. A sprawling
courtyard divided the campus into blooming, flower-framed quadrants. One section housed the
gaudily becolumned library, another the cafeteria and windowless gymnasium. The classrooms
and administration office dominated the last two quadrants. Open-air archways and brick paths
connected the structures and led to a gurgling fountain in the center of the lawn.I half-expected
to see woodland creatures burst forth from the buildings and break into song. Everything about
the place shrieked WE ARE PERFECT HERE AND YOU WILL BE TOO! No wonder my
mother chose it.I felt grossly underdressed in my T-shirt and jeans; uniforms were required at
Croyden, but thanks to our late transfer ours hadn’t arrived yet. Switching from public school to
private as a junior—and in the middle of the trimester, no less—would have been torment
enough without the added insult of plaid skirts and kneesocks. But my mother was a snob, and
didn’t trust the public schools in such a big city. And after everything that had happened in
December, I was in no shape to argue coherently about it.I picked up our schedules and maps
from the school secretary and headed back outside as Daniel hung up the phone.“How’s
Mom?” I asked.My brother half-shrugged. “Just checking in.” He looked over the paperwork for
me. “We’ve missed first period so your first class is …” Daniel fumbled with the papers and
declared, “Algebra II.”Perfect. Just perfect.His eyes scanned the open-air campus; the
classroom doors led directly outside, like the structure of a motel. After a few seconds, Daniel
pointed to the farther building.“It should be there, on the other side of that corner. Listen,” he
said, “I might not see you until lunch. Do you want to eat with me or something? I have to
speak to the principal and the head of the music department but I can find you after—”“No, it’s
fine. I’ll be fine.”“Really? Because there’s no one I’d rather eat mystery meat with.”My brother
smiled, but I could tell he was anxious. Daniel had kept a big-brotherly eye on me ever since I
was released from the hospital, though he was less obvious about it, and therefore less
irritating, than our mother. But as such, I had to work extra hard to reassure him that I would
not crack today. I put on my best mask of adolescent ennui and wore it like armor as we
approached the building.“Really. I’m fine,” I said, rolling my eyes for effect. “Now go, before you
fail out of high school and die poor and lonely.” I shoved him lightly, for emphasis, and we
separated.But as I walked away, my little facade started to crumble. How ridiculous. This wasn’t
my first day of kindergarten, though it was my first day of school without Rachel … ever. But it
was the first of many. I needed to get a grip. I swallowed back the ache that rose in my throat
and tried to decipher my schedule:AP English, Ms. Leib, Room B35Algebra II, Mr. Walsh,
Room 264American History, Mrs. McCreery, Room 4Art, Mrs. Gallo, Room LSpanish I, Ms.
Morales, Room 213Biology II, Mrs. Prieta, AnnexHopeless. I wandered the path to the building
and scanned the room numbers, but found the vending machines before I found my Algebra
classroom. Four of them in a row, pushed up against the back of the building, facing a series of
tiki huts that dotted the grounds. They reminded me that I’d skipped breakfast. I looked around.
I was already late. A few more minutes couldn’t hurt.I set the papers down on the ground and
dug in my bag for change. But as I inserted one quarter in the machine, the other one I held in



my hand fell. I bent to search for it, as I had only enough money to buy one thing. I finally found
it, placed it in the machine, and clicked on the letter-number combination that would provide my
salvation.It stuck. Unbelievable.I clicked the numbers again. Nothing. My M&M’s were trapped
by the machine.I grabbed the sides of the machine and tried to shake it. No dice. Then I kicked
it. Still nothing.I glared at the machine. “Let them out.” I punctuated my statement with a few
more useless kicks.“You have an anger-management problem.”I whipped around at the sound
of the warm, lilting British accent behind me.The person it belonged to sat on the picnic table
under the tiki hut. His general state of disarray was almost enough to distract me from his face.
The boy—if he could be called that, looking like he belonged in college, not high school—wore
Chucks with holes worn through, no laces. Slim charcoal pants and a white button-down shirt
covered his lean, spare frame. His tie was loose, his cuffs were undone, and his blazer lay in a
heap beside him as he lazily leaned back on the palms of his hands.His strong jaw and chin
were slightly scruffy, as though he hadn’t shaved in days, and his eyes looked gray in the
shade. Strands of his dark chestnut hair stuck out every which way. Bedroom hair. He could be
considered pale in comparison to everyone else I’d observed in Florida thus far, which is to say
he wasn’t orange.He was beautiful. And he was smiling at me.5SMILING AT ME LIKE HE
KNEW ME. I TURNED my head, wondering if there was anyone behind me. Nope. No one
there. When I glanced back in the boy’s direction, he was gone.I blinked, disoriented, and bent
to pick up my things. I heard footsteps approach, but they stopped just before they reached
me.The perfectly tanned blond girl wore heeled oxfords and white kneesocks with her just-
above-the-knee charcoal and navy plaid skirt. The fact that I’d be wearing the same thing in a
week hurt my soul.She was linked arm-in-arm with a flawlessly groomed, startlingly enormous
blond boy, and the two of them in their Croyden-crested blazers looked down their perfect
noses with their perfect smattering of freckles at me.“Watch it,” the girl said. With venom.Watch
what? I hadn’t done anything. But I decided not to say so, considering I knew exactly one
person at the school, and we shared a last name.“Sorry,” I said, even though I didn’t know what
for. “I’m Mara Dyer. I’m new here.” Obviously.A hollow smile crept over Vending Machine Girl’s
puritanically pretty face. “Welcome,” she said, and the two of them walked away.Funny. I did not
feel welcome at all.I shook off both strange encounters, and, map in hand, circled the building
with no results. I climbed the stairs, and circled it again before finally finding my classroom.The
door was closed. I did not relish the idea of walking in late, or at all, really. But I’d already
missed one class, and I was there, and the hell with it. I opened the door and stepped
inside.Cracks appeared in the classroom walls as twenty-something heads turned in my
direction. The fissures spidered up, higher and higher, until the ceiling began to crumble. My
throat went dry. No one said a word, even though dust filled the room, even though I thought I
would choke.Because it wasn’t happening to anyone else. Just to me.A light crashed to the
floor right in front of the teacher, sending a shower of sparks in my direction. Not real. But I
tried to avoid them anyway, and fell.I heard the sound of my face as it smacked against the
polished linoleum floor. Then pain punched me between my eyes. Warm blood gushed out of
my nostrils and swirled over my mouth and under my chin. My eyes were open, but I still
couldn’t see through the gray dust. I could hear, though. There was a collective intake of breath
from the class, and the sputtering teacher tried to determine just how hurt I was. Oddly, I did
nothing but lie on the cool floor and ignore the muffled voices around me. I preferred my bubble
of pain to the humiliation I would surely face upon standing.“Umm, are you okay? Can you hear
me?” The teacher’s voice grew increasingly panicky.I tried to say my name, but I think it
sounded more like “I’m dying” instead.“Someone go get Nurse Lucas before she bleeds to
death in my classroom.”At that, I scrambled up, shifting woozily on alien feet. Nothing like the



threat of nurses and their needles to get my ass into gear.“I’m fine,” I announced, and looked
around the room. Just a normal classroom. No dust. No cracks. “Really,” I said. “No need for the
nurse. I just get nosebleeds sometimes.” Chuckle, chuckle. Laugh it off. “I don’t even feel
anything. The bleeding’s stopped.” And it had, though I probably looked like a freak show.The
teacher eyed me warily before he answered. “Hmm. You really aren’t hurt, then? Would you like
to go to the restroom to clean up? We can formally introduce ourselves upon your
return.”“Yeah, thanks,” I answered. “I’ll be right back.” I willed myself out of my dizziness, and
snuck a glance at the teacher and my new classmates. Every face in the room registered a
mixture of surprise and horror. Including, I noticed, Vending Machine Girl. Lovely.I vacated the
classroom. My body felt wiggly as I walked, like a loose tooth that could be dislodged by the
slightest force. When I no longer heard the whispers or the teacher’s shaky voice, I almost
broke into a run. I even missed the girls’ bathroom at first, barely registering the swinging door.
I doubled back and, once inside, focused on the pattern of the hideous yolk-colored tile,
counted the number of the stalls, did anything I could to avoid looking at myself in the mirror. I
tried to calm myself, hoping to stave off the panic attack that would follow the sight of blood.I
breathed slowly. I did not want to clean myself up. I did not want to return to class. But the
longer I was gone, the higher the likelihood that the teacher would send the nurse after me. I
really didn’t want that, so I positioned myself in front of the wet counter, which was covered in
wads of crumpled paper towels, and looked up.The girl in the mirror smiled. But she wasn’t
me.6IT WAS CLAIRE. HER RED HAIR SPILLED OVER MY shoulders where my brown hair
should have been. Then her reflection bent, sinister in the glass. The room tilted, pitching me to
the side. I bit my tongue, then braced my hands on the counter. When I looked up at the mirror,
it was once again my face that stared back.My heart pounded against my rib cage. It was
nothing. Just like the classroom was nothing. I was okay. Nervous about my first day of school,
maybe. My disastrous first day of school. But at least I was unsettled enough that my stomach
forgot to churn at the sight of the drying blood on my skin.I grabbed a handful of paper towels
from the dispenser and wetted them. I brought them to my face to clean it up, but the pungent
wet paper towel smell finally set my stomach roiling. I willed myself not to vomit.I failed.I had
the presence of mind to pull back my long hair from my face as I emptied the meager contents
of my stomach into the sink. At that moment, I was glad that the universe had thwarted my
attempts at breakfast.When I finished dry heaving, I wiped my mouth, gargled some water, and
spit it into the sink. A thin film of sweat covered my skin, which had that unmistakable just-
puked pallor. A charming first impression, to be sure. At least my T-shirt had escaped my bodily
fluids.I leaned on the sink. If I skipped the rest of Algebra, the teacher would just rustle up a
mathlete posse to find me and make sure I hadn’t died. So I bravely headed out into the
relentless heat and made my way back. The classroom door was still open; I’d forgotten to
close it after my unceremonious departure, and I heard the teacher droning on about an
equation. I took a deep breath and carefully walked in.In seconds, the teacher was at my side.
His thick glasses gave his eyes an insectlike quality. Creepy.“Oh, you look much better! Please,
have a seat right here. I’m Mr. Walsh, by the way. I didn’t catch your name before?”“It’s Mara.
Mara Dyer,” I said thickly.“Well, Ms. Dyer, you certainly know how to make an entrance.”The
class’s low chuckle hovered in the air.“Yeah, um, just clumsy, I guess.” I sat down in the first
row, where Mr. Walsh had indicated, in an empty desk parallel to the teacher’s and closest to
the door. Every seat in the row was unoccupied, except mine.For eight painful minutes and
twenty-seven infinite seconds, I sat sweltering in the seventh circle of my own personal inferno,
motionless at my desk. I listened to the sound of the teacher’s voice but heard nothing. Shame
drowned him out, and every pore of my skin felt painfully naked, open for exploitation by the



pillaging eyes of my classmates.I tried not to focus on the assault of whispers that I could hear
but not decipher. I patted the back of my tingling head, as if the heat of the anonymous stares
managed to burn through my hair, exposing my scalp. I looked desperately at the door, wishing
to escape this nightmare, but I knew that the whispers would only spread as soon as I was
outside.The bell rang, marking the end of my first class at Croyden. A resounding success
indeed.I hung back from the mass exodus toward the door, knowing I’d need a book and a
briefing on where the class was in the syllabus. Mr. Walsh told me ever so politely that I was
expected to take the trimester exam in three weeks like everyone else, then returned to his
desk to shuffle papers, and left me to face the rest of my morning.It was blissfully uneventful.
When lunch rolled around, I gathered my book-laden messenger bag and heaved it over my
shoulder. I decided to look around for a quiet, secluded place to sit and read the book I’d
brought with me. My vomiting shenanigans had ruined my appetite.I hopped down the stairs
two at a time, walked to the edge of the grounds, and stopped at the fence that bordered a
large plot of undeveloped land. Trees towered above the school, casting one building entirely in
shadow. The eerie screech of a bird punctured the breezeless air. I was in some preppy
Jurassic Park nightmare, definitely. I violently opened my book to where I’d left off, but found
myself reading and rereading the same paragraph before I gave up. That lump rose in my
throat again. I slumped against the chain-link fence, the metal scoring marks in my flesh
through the thin fabric of my shirt, and closed my eyes in defeat.Someone laughed behind
me.My head snapped up as my blood froze. It was Jude’s laugh. Jude’s voice. I stood slowly
and faced the fence, the jungle, as I hooked my fingers in the metal and searched for the
source.Nothing but trees. Of course. Because Jude was dead. Like Claire. And Rachel. Which
meant that I’d had three hallucinations in less than three hours. Which wasn’t good.I turned
back to the campus. It was empty. I glanced at my watch and panic set in; only a minute to
spare before my next class. I swallowed hard, grabbed my bag and rushed to the nearest
building, but as I rounded the corner, I stopped cold.Jude stood about forty feet away. I knew
he couldn’t be there, that he wasn’t there, but he was there, unfriendly and unsmiling beneath
the brim of the Patriots baseball cap he never took off. Looking like he wanted to talk.I turned
away and picked up my pace. I walked away from him, slowly at first, then ran. I glanced over
my shoulder once, just to see if he was still there.He was.And he was close.7BY SOME
STROKE OF LUCK, I FLUNG OPEN THE door to the closest classroom, 213, and it turned out
to be Spanish. And judging by all of the taken desks, I was already late.“Meez Dee-er?” the
teacher boomed.Distracted and disturbed, I pulled the door closed behind me. “It’s Dyer,
actually.”For my correction or for my lateness, I’ll never know, the teacher punished me, forced
me to stand at the front of the room while she fired question after question at me, in Spanish,
to which I could only respond, “I don’t know.” She didn’t even introduce herself; she just sat
there, the muscles twitching in her veiny forearms as she scribbled self-importantly in her
teacher book. The Spanish Inquisition took on a whole new meaning.And it continued for a
solid twenty minutes. When she finally stopped, she made me sit in the desk next to hers, in
the front of the class, facing all of the other students. Brutal. My eyes were glued to the clock as
I counted the seconds until it was over. When the bell rang, I bolted for the door.“You look like
you could use a hug,” said a voice from behind me. I turned around to face a smiling short boy
wearing an open, white button-down shirt. A yellow T-shirt that said I AM A CLICHÉ was
beneath it.“That’s very generous of you,” I said, plastering a smile on my face. “But I think I’ll
manage.” It was important to act not crazy.“Oh, I wasn’t offering. Just making an observation.”
The boy pushed his wild dreadlocks out of his eyes and held out his hand. “I’m Jamie
Roth.”“Mara Dyer,” I said, though he already knew.“Wait, are you new here?” A mischievous



grin reached his dark eyes.I matched it. “Funny. You’re funny.”He gave an exaggerated bow.
“Don’t worry about Morales, by the way. She’s the world’s worst teacher.”“So she’s that heinous
to everyone?” I asked, after we were a safe distance away from the classroom. I scanned the
campus for imagined dead people as I shifted my bag to my other shoulder. There were none.
So far so good.“Maybe not that heinous. But close. You’re lucky she didn’t throw any chalk at
you, actually. How’s your nose, by the way?”Had he been in Algebra II this morning?“Better,
thanks. You’re the first person to ask. Or say anything nice at all, actually.”“So people have said
not-nice things, then?”I thought I glimpsed a flash of silver in his mouth when he spoke. A
tongue stud? Interesting. He didn’t seem the type.I nodded as my eyes drank in my new
classmates. I knew there were variants of the school uniform—different shirt, blazer, and skirt/
pants options, and sweater vests for the really adventurous. But when I looked for any telltale
signs of cliques—wild shoes, or students with dyed black hair and makeup to match, I saw
none. It was more than the uniforms; everyone somehow managed to look exactly alike.
Perfectly groomed, perfectly well-behaved, not a hair out of place. Jamie, with his dreadlocks
and tongue stud and exposed T-shirt, was one of the only standouts.And, of course, the
disheveled-looking person from this morning. I felt an elbow in my ribs.“So, new chick? Who
said what? Don’t leave a fella hangin’.”I smiled. “There was this girl earlier who told me to
‘watch it.’” I described Vending Machine Girl to Jamie and watched his eyebrows rise. “The guy
she was with was equally unfriendly,” I finished.Jamie shook his head. “You went near Shaw,
didn’t you?” Then he smiled to himself. “God, he really is something.”“Uh … does this Shaw
happen to have an overabundance of muscles and wear his shirt with a popped collar? He was
on the arm of said girl.”Jamie laughed. “That description could fit any number of Croyden
douches, but definitely not Noah Shaw. Probably Davis, if I had to guess.”I raised my
eyebrows.“Aiden Davis, lacrosse all-star and Project Runway aficionado. Pre-Shaw, he and
Anna used to date. Until he came out of the metaphorical closet, and now they’re BFFs
forevah.” Jamie batted his eyelashes. I kind of loved him.“So what did you do to Anna?” he
asked.I gave him a look of mock horror. “What did I do to her?”“Well, you did something to get
her attention. You’d normally be beneath her notice, but the claws will come out if Shaw starts
sniffing around you,” he said. He took a long look at me before he spoke again. “Which he will,
having exhausted Croyden’s limited female resources already. Literally.”“Well, she needn’t
trouble herself.” I shuffled my schedule and my map, then looked around, trying to locate the
annex for Biology. “I have no interest in stealing someone’s boyfriend,” I said. Or dating at all, I
didn’t say, considering my last boyfriend was now dead.“Oh, he’s not her boyfriend. Shaw
dropped her ass last year after a couple of weeks. A record for him. Then she went even crazier
—like the rest of them. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, and all that jazz. Anna used to
be the abstinence poster girl, but post-Shaw, you could write a comic book about the many
adventures of her vagina. It could wear a cape.”I snorted. My eyes scanned the buildings in
front of me. None of them looked like an annex. “And the guy she was all cozy with has no
problem with this?” I asked, distracted.Jamie quirked an eyebrow at me. “The Mean Queen?
That would be no.”Ah. “How’d he earn the nickname?”Jamie looked at me like I was an idiot.“I
mean, specifically,” I said, trying not to be one.“Let’s just say I tried to make friends with Davis
once. In the platonic sense,” Jamie clarified. “I’m not his type. Anyway, my jaw still clicks when I
yawn.” He demonstrated it for me.“He hit you?”The fountain burbled behind us as we crossed
the quad, and stopped in front of the building farthest from the administration offices. I
inspected the labels on the classroom doors. Completely random. I would never figure this
place out.“Indeed. Davis has a vicious right hook.”We had that in common, apparently.“I got
him back later, though.”“Oh?” Jamie wouldn’t stand a chance in a knife fight with Aiden Davis if



all Aiden had was a roll of toilet paper.Jamie smiled knowingly. “I threatened him with Ebola.”I
blinked.“I don’t actually have Ebola. It’s a biosafety Level Four hot agent.”I blinked again.“In
other words, impossible for teenagers to obtain, even if your father is a doctor.” He looked
disappointed.“Riiight,” I said, not moving.“But Davis believed it and almost soiled himself. It was
a defining moment for me. Until that rat bastard tattled to the guidance counselors. Who
believed him. And called my dad, to verify I didn’t actually have Ebola at home. Idiots. One little
joke involving hemorrhagic fever and they brand you ‘unstable.’ “He shook his head, then his
mouth tilted into a smile. “You’re, like, totally freaked out right now.”“No.” I was, just a tad. But
who was I to be picky in the friend department?He winked and nodded. “Sure. So what class
do you have next?”“Biology with Prieta? In the annex, wherever the hell that is.”Jamie pointed
to an enormous flowered bush about a thousand feet away. In the opposite direction. “Behind
the bougainvillea.”“Thanks,” I said, peering at it. “I never would have found it. So what’s your
next class?”He shrugged out of his blazer and button down. “AP Physics, normally, but I’m
skipping it.”AP Physics. Impressive. “So … are you in my grade?”“I’m a junior,” Jamie said. He
must have registered my skepticism because he quickly added, “I skipped a grade. Probably
absorbed my parents’ short genes by osmosis.”“Osmosis? Don’t you mean genetics?” I asked.
“Not that you’re short.” A lie, but harmless.“I’m adopted,” Jamie said. “And please. I’m short. No
biggie.” Jamie shrugged, then tapped his watchless wrist. “You’d better get to Prieta’s class
before you’re late.” He waved. “See ya.”“Bye.”And just like that, I made a friend. I mentally
patted myself on the back; Daniel would be proud. Mom would be prouder. I planned to offer
this news to her like a cat presenting a dead mouse to its owner. It might even be enough to
help stave off therapy.If, of course, I kept today’s hallucinations to myself.8I MANAGED TO
SURVIVE THE REST OF THE DAY WITHOUT being hospitalized or committed, and, after
school ended, Mom was waiting for me at the cul-de-sac exactly as Daniel said she would be.
She excelled at those small “mom” moments, and didn’t disappoint today.“Mara, honey! How
was your first day?” Her voice bubbled with overenthusiasm. She pushed up her sunglasses
over her hair and leaned in to give me a kiss. Then she stiffened. “What
happened?”“What?”“You have blood on your neck.”Damn. I thought I’d washed it all off.“I had a
nosebleed.” The truth, but not the whole truth, so help me.My mother was quiet. Her eyes were
narrowed, and full of concern. Par for the course, and so irritating.“What?”“You’ve never had a
nosebleed in your life.”I wanted to ask “How would you know?” but, unfortunately, she would
know. Once upon a time I used to tell her everything. Those days were over.I dug my heels in.
“I had one today.”“Out of nowhere? Randomly?” She gave me that piercing therapist stare, the
one that says You’re full of it.I wasn’t going to admit that I thought I saw my classroom fall apart
the second I walked in it. Or that my dead friends reappeared today, courtesy of my PTSD. I’d
been symptom-free since we’d moved. I went to my friends’ funerals. I packed up my room. I
hung out with my brothers. I did everything I was supposed to do to avoid being Mom’s project.
And what happened today wasn’t remotely worth what telling her would cost.I looked her in the
eye. “Randomly.” She still wasn’t buying it. “I’m telling you the truth,” I lied. “Can you leave me
alone now?” But as soon as I spoke the words, I knew I’d regret them.I was right. We drove the
rest of the way home in silence, and the longer we went without speaking, the more obviously
she stewed.I tried to ignore her and focus on the route home, since I’d be driving myself to
school in a few days thanks to Daniel’s long-overdue dentist appointment. It was only mildly
comforting that Mr. Perfect had a penchant for cavities.The houses we passed were all low-
slung and blocky, with plastic dolphins and hideous Greek-style statues dotting their lawns. It
was as if the city council convened and voted to manufacture Miami to be utterly devoid of
charm. We passed generic strip mall after generic strip mall, all proclaiming Michaels! Kmart!



Home Depot! with their collective might. I couldn’t for the life of me fathom why anyone would
need more than one set of them within a fifty-mile radius.We arrived at our new home after a
gut-wrenching hour of traffic, which made my stomach roll with nausea for the second time that
day. After pulling all the way into the driveway, my mother exited the car in a huff. I just sat
there, motionless. My brothers weren’t home yet, my dad definitely wouldn’t be home yet, and I
didn’t want to enter the lion’s den alone.I stared at the dashboard, melodramatically stewing in
the juices of my own bitterness, until a knock on the car door made me fly out of my skin.I
looked up and out at Daniel. The daylight had dwindled into evening, leaving the sky behind
him a deep royal blue. Something inside me flipped. How long had I been sitting there?Daniel
peered at me through the open window. “Rough day?”I tried to push my unease aside. “How’d
you guess?”Joseph slammed the door of Daniel’s Civic, then walked over with a huge smile on
his face, his overstuffed backpack hooked between both arms. I got out of the car and clapped
my little brother on the shoulder. “How was your first day?”“Awesome! I made the soccer team
and my teacher asked me to try out for the school play next week and there are some cool girls
in my class but there’s also a really weird one who started talking to me but I was nice to her
anyway.”I grinned. Of course Joseph would sign up for every extracurricular activity. He was
outgoing and talented. Both of my brothers were.I compared the two of them, walking side-by-
side toward the house with their matching gangly strides. Joseph looked more like our mother,
and shared her stick-straight hair, unlike me and Daniel. But the two of them inherited her
complexion, while I had my father’s Whitey McWhiterson skin. And there was no family stamp
of similarity in our faces. It made me kind of sad.Daniel opened the door to the house. When
we moved here a month ago, I was surprised to discover that I actually liked it. Boxwood
topiaries and flowers framed the gleaming front door, and the lot was huge. I remember my
father saying that it was almost an acre.But it wasn’t home.The three of us entered together, a
united front. I could hear my mother stalking in the kitchen but when she heard us come in, she
appeared in the foyer.“Boys!” she practically shouted. “How was your day?” She hugged them
both, pointedly ignoring me while I hung back.Joseph rehashed every detail with juvenile
enthusiasm, and Daniel waited patiently for Mom to lob questions in his direction while he
followed them to the kitchen. Seeing an opportunity for escape, I detoured down the long
hallway that led to my bedroom, passing three sets of French doors on one side and several
family photographs on the other. There were pictures of my brothers and me as infants and
toddlers, and a few obligatory, awkward elementary school photos too. After that were pictures
of other relatives and my grandparents. Today, one of them caught my eye.An old black-and-
white photograph of my grandmother on her wedding day stared back at me from its gilt frame.
She was sitting placidly with her hennaed hands folded in her lap, her shining, jet-black hair
parted severely in the middle. The flash in the photo made the bindi sparkle between her
perfectly arched eyebrows, and she was swathed in extravagant fabric, the intricate patterns
dancing on the edges of her sari. A strange sensation was there and gone before I could
identify it.
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Alyssa, “Review for The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer by Michelle Hodkin. ***Review posted on
The Eater of Books! blog***The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer by Michelle HodkinBook One of the
Mara Dyer seriesPublisher: Simon & Schuster Children's PublishingPublication Date:
September 27, 2011Rating: 4 starsSource: Purchased copySummary (from Goodreads):Mara
Dyer doesn’t think life can get any stranger than waking up in a hospital with no memory of
how she got there.It can.She believes there must be more to the accident she can’t remember
that killed her friends and left her mysteriously unharmed.There is.She doesn’t believe that
after everything she’s been through, she can fall in love.She’s wrong.What I Liked:I decided to
reread this book this year, and finish the rest of the trilogy, so I can comfortably read The
Becoming of Noah Shaw and The Reckoning of Noah Shaw. The two series are companion
series (ish), but I never finished this original series and I always wanted to do so. I adored The
Unbecoming of Mara Dyer, even after all these years.This is the story of Mara Dyer, whose
name isn't actually Mara Dyer, but that's the name she is legally allowed to share. Her friends
were in a horrible accident, and Mara has been suffering PTSD as a result. She and her family
move so that Mara can have a fresh start. Mara has no idea how she survived the accident that
killed her friends; she also has no idea how to explain the strange things that she has been
seeing - and experiencing. Is it the PTSD? Or is it something more? And why does it seem like
the boy with the panty-dropping smile has something to do with everything? This psychological
thriller is twisted and intriguing, and will keep you guessing until the last page and anxious for
the next installment.The first time I read this book was in 2011 or 2012, not long after the book
published. Honestly? I didn't really understand the story, and I wasn't sure if I even liked the
book. I was so confused about so many things, and I wasn't sure what to think of some of the
characters. Still, I blown away by the concept and the execution, and the originality. I'd never
read anything like this.I liked Mara from the start, which surprised me because usually I feel
disdain towards unreliable narrators. I liked Mara's spunk and honesty - she has a spitfire type
of sarcasm that I really liked. Maybe I just like sarcastic heroines. Mara puts on a strong front



but she is vulnerable too, and she doesn't like others seeing that vulnerability.Enter Noah
Shaw, the bad boy of the high school, the guy who seemingly sleeps with everyone, the
cultured British boy with an accent and smoking hot good looks and an arrogance to match.
This type of hero is sometimes hard to like, but I actually liked Noah. Even after having only
read one book (of the three), I was confident that Noah was fairly misunderstood and maybe
not as bad as everyone thinks. Still, he comes across as a f***boy. You love 'em, you hate
'em.There was an interesting set of secondary characters, most of which I felt ehh about but
could still appreciate their presence. Daniel, Mara's older brother, seemed way too perfect but
was incredibly supportive of Mara, especially with her struggle with PTSD, and her budding
trust of Noah. Jamie, Mara's new best friend, is a gay black guy with a lot going on, past and
present. He's cool but maybe a little one-dimensional. Joseph, Mara's younger brother, is a
sweetheart. He is much younger and he has an innocence to him that I really liked.The story is
bizarre! Is Mara suffering from extreme PTSD? Is there something sinister going on?
Something else? Is this a paranormal psychological thriller? There were a lot of unanswered
questions by the end of the book. This could be a complaint, but I think this actually sets up the
series well, and leads perfectly into book two. I'm not overly annoyed about being left with so
many unanswered questions because I have a feeling the author will reveal more information
as the story goes on.But there is some strange things going on, including murder... or was it
coincidence? You'll have to find out! Or I will, as I continue to read the series.There is of course
a romance, between Noah and Mara. It is a seriously fiery romance even though there is
literally one (technically two?) kisses in the book. Noah and Mara have amazing chemistry from
the start - lots of sparks and a ton of witty banter. I liked the dialogue between the two, and I
loved how they set each other off.This book is extremely well-written, debut or not. Michelle
Hodkin clearly knows how to build a story, and write it. I am sure her writing will get even better
as she writes more books. I'm excited for more, from this series and new stories too.Overall, I
liked this book, especially after reading it several times. Initially I wasn't totally sold, but the
more times I read the book, the more I understood and the better it got. I am looking forward to
reading the second book!What I Did Not Like:I mentioned that I had a lot of unanswered
questions and confusion after reading the book, even several times. While I don't think this is
necessarily a bad thing, it's something that will definitely frustrate readers. But hang in there for
the next books (I'm assuming)!Would I Recommend It:If psychological thrillers are your thing,
then I highly recommend this debut novel. It is strange and almost sinister at times, and worth
the hype. I'm sure opinions are varied in the extremes, but I found this story to be extremely
intriguing, even when I didn't quite fully understand it (I still don't, to be honest). It's a debut
novel worth trying, at least!Rating:4 stars. I read this book about six years ago and it stunned
me then - it still stuns me now. I really liked this book and I am kicking myself for not continuing
the series. I think I was waiting for the series to be complete, since I knew book three would
take more time to publish (and it really did). But I'm sure the wait was worth it, and I'm finally
ready to continue.”

Stephanie @ TeacherofYA, “Hodkin Drags Us Along With Dyer's Dissolution...And We Like It!!.
Title: The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer (Mara Dyer #1)Author: Michelle HodkinPublisher: Simon &
Schuster BFYR, 2011Genre: YA Paranormal*This review can be found on my Blog,
teacherofya dot Wordpress dot com*My Review:When you do a Google search for this book, a
lot of things come up. There seem to be huge fanbases of Mara Dyer. It's kind of incredible.
Because after several years, people still love this series. They sport t-shirts that proclaim, "I
survived the Mara Dyer trilogy." I now wonder what I got myself into.But let's break down the



book, yes? As you've seen fro the blurb, there's not much description given to tell you about
the book. So that's what I'm here for.In the beginning, we are told by "Mara" herself that the
name "Mara Dyer" is a pseudonym, and she has received advice from council to use one. So
right off the bat, we know we are going to have what's known as an "unreliable narrator." These
narrators tell the story, but the facts and perception may not be the truth. At least I was
warned.Mara wakes up in a hospital with no memory of how she got there. Her parents tell her
that there was an "accident" and a building collapsed on her and her friends. No one but Mara
survived. And Mara doesn't remember why she was there or what happened. All she knows is
that instantly she has lost her boyfriend Jude, her best friend Rachel, and Rachel's friend
Claire. Maya has blackout moments, and her mother as a psychiatrist wants to commit her.
Mara convinces her mom that simply moving away will help, because everything around her is
a reminder. She knows that's not the issue, though. The problem seems to be that Mara is
hallucinating, seeing Rachel's face in the mirror or Jude out of the corner of her eye.Once
moved, she and brother Daniel are enrolled into Croyster Academy, a private school in Miami,
Florida; this is quite the change from her hometown of Laurelton, Rhode Island. On her first day
she is drawn to a handsome boy with a devil-may-care attitude, and he seems genuinely drawn
to Mara. However, she develops a friendship with a fellow student, Jamie, who warns her
against Noah. Apparently the British eye-candy has quite a reputation at the school for love 'em
and leave 'em relationships. Strange things makes her life even more awkward and difficult:
she falls face-first onto the ground and bleeds all over the class. She sees a dog tied up and
malnourished, but when she berates the owner and she starts to envision his death, he ends
up looking just as Mara pictures, with his head carved in. She starts to wonder as she sees
things and the people from her accident: can she even trust her own eyes? Did she even
berate the dog owner?Throughout all this, Noah pursues her, and though she pushes him
away, she realizes she's been sketching his face in her book over and over. So maybe she likes
Noah, but she refuses to be another notch on his bedpost. But when Noah helps her out of a
jam, she is stuck owing him a date, and it appears Noah might be hiding some demons of his
own. As the two draw closer, Mara starts to lose her grip on reality more and more, finally
ending up on medication. But Mara is starting to remember the accident, slowly and in small
chunks in her dreams. How did she survive? And should she really let Noah in, knowing that
there are pieces of her past that have followed Mara to Florida?**I'm pretty sure you're just as
confused as I was....but this is all I can give without spoilers. But I can assure you, this barely
scratches the surface of Mara's story. You'll have to read to find out more.*Is it Classroom-
Appropriate?That's a tricky question. It does address the symptoms and issues of mental
illness, and the struggles the family goes through when one of the members is ill (though I'm
not saying that Dyer is crazy...you'll just have to see!). It has a little swearing and a hint of
intimacy, but I think certain ages are already used to these occurrences in media today. I would
probably be able to comfortably present it to a Sophomore or higher level class. There's little
academic value in the book, though, so it would be more likely to be a book recommended for
outside reading than one in the classroom. (Not that the book is bad...it's just more of an
entertaining read than a scholarly one).Age Range:Lexile.com rates it as HL600L, with an age
range of 14-18 (and up, of course). I'd prefer and feel more comfortable with 15, but it also
depends on the maturity of the reader. 600 is higher than many YA books, but still low enough
to give to reluctant readers. The HL means "High-Low," which implies that younger readers
would be able to comprehend the material but it is not necessarily appropriate for them.End
Result:READ IT. SERIOUSLY. I give it &�&�&�&�&� easily. I read way into the night. Mara reminds me of
Kestrel from The Winner's Curse, though, because of her stubborn ways and belief in self-



sacrifice for the "greater good." She can be frustrating, but if one cannot trust their own mind, I
would probably be frustrating, too. How can you know what's true and a lie when you can't tell if
what you see is real? This is where my empathy for Mara comes in, and it will for you, too.I
hope I steered you in the right direction with this book. I myself am starting book two today, The
Evolution of Mara Dyer. Too much of a cliffhanger to stop now! Happy reading, my book
besties!”

Gemma L. Collins, “Just read it. I loved this so much. I don't know why it took me so long to
finally read it, but I'm glad I did and I can't wait to read the rest of them since it ended on such
a WTF moment!Mara Dyer is such a great character, and while she did annoy me a bit towards
the end, I generally found her to be really likeable. Noah Shaw was perfect from the start and I
adore his relationship with Mara.This is such a suspenseful story and I hated ever having to
put it down to do things like eat or sleep. I constantly needed to know what happened next! I
think I will probably binge the next two books and then wait desperately and impatiently for the
Noah Shaw book which I pre-ordered before I had even finished this book.”

Aoibh, “Loved It!!. 4 Stars!Summary:Mara Dyer loses her best friend, boyfriend and his sister
all in the one night; out late exploring an abandoned building when it all collapses and only
Mara escapes alive. Her family uproot and move away to give Mara a fresh start away from all
of her tainted memories.Suffering with PTSD and dealing with hallucinations and nightmares,
Mara slowly regains memory of the dreadful night, piece by piece. She also faces the traumas
that are associated with starting at a new school; automatically sticking out without a uniform
and then the "Queen Bee", Anna, targets her from the beginning and makes life worse for
her.Noah Shaw enters Mara's life and she can't help but fall under his spell. He is more than
just a love interest for her however, as she soon realises he has more in common with her than
she originally suspected. Mara has the ability to kill people with her mind, and Noah helps her
with her journey in discovering her power and dealing with her daily flashbacks and fears.My
Thoughts:This was a book I had been wanting to read for a good 2 years before I got the
chance to. The blurb published doesn't really give much of the story away, but still the mystery
suggested really drew me in;"Mara Dyer doesn’t think life can get any stranger than waking up
in a hospital with no memory of how she got there.It can.She believes there must be more to
the accident she can’t remember that killed her friends and left her mysteriously
unharmed.There is.She doesn’t believe that after everything she’s been through, she can fall in
love.She’s wrong."I'll start with the fact that I loved the paranormal element to this novel. Mara
was such an intriguing character and her power was a subtle yet distinctive one. She kills with
her mind, and in a graphic manner and I loved how serious and detrimental her power was.And
then there's Noah... woahhhh. I generally roll my eyes at the cocky confident "man-whore" of
the novel who is so sure he'll "get the girl" from the beginning. He just has an air about him that
is so enticing and definitely is up there in the top 5 book boyfriends. He too has some mind
powers which is really cool and I loved how he had a back story that we slowly uncovered. The
romance was a lovely, albeit heated, slow-built affair that was gorgeous to read.There's also a
great underlying sense of eeriness throughout the novel. Mara's nightmares cause a chill down
the spine and the events towards the end of the book involving Mara's younger brother, really
sets in the level of danger throughout. It's a dark story but one that's captivating rather than
disturbing.It also ended on a major cliffhanger so I will definitely be reading the subsequent
novels in this series.I spent a good while trying to decide between 4 or 5 stars for this book.
Although I loved it a lot, there were some things that I didn't quite connect with. There were



some actions from the characters that didn't seem to be in character to how they were
portrayed previously. I also felt Jamie was significantly under-developed and would have loved
some more building with his character so we could properly connect. Some vital scenes/events
in the book weren't depicted in the best manner and I felt I often had to back-track to ensure I
understood what was happening or if I was picking up on something suggested that actually
wasn't.Overall; I definitely recommend this book, definitely to young-adults but I'd say new
adults would easily enjoy this. Has an intriguing mix of paranormal with such a mind-blowing
culmination and I look forward to the rest of the series.”

fennerstuk, “Great start to the series. The Unbecoming of Mara Dyer tells the story of Mara
who wakes up from a coma in hospital with no memory of the accident that put her there or
what happened to her friends that were with her. After waking up from her coma she starts to
have flashes of memories leading up to what happened as well as hallucinations of her friends
that died. In the end, it becomes too much and she persuades her parents to move to Miami in
order to get some distance from what happened.I loved her parents in this book - her mum is,
understandably, quite worried about her and keeps a very close watch over her to see if she’s
managing to cope with everything and ends up asking her to seek professional help. Her dad,
a lawyer, ends up involved in a grisly case about a young girl who was taken and killed.With all
this going on Mara has to start a brand new school and at first she really struggles but then
she meets Jamie who she strikes up a friendship with. And then there’s Noah, a ‘beautiful’
British boy who she can’t stop thinking about or staring at. Unfortunately, the mean girl – Anna
– notices this and decides to make Mara’s life very difficult. Ultimately this ends in a
confrontation after Anna steals Mara’s note book where she has been sketching pictures of
Noah and shows it to most of the school, including Noah. Surprising Mara, Noah says that he
knew about the sketches as they had started dating. Following this incident they do start a
relationship, and at first she hides what’s happening to her.Things take a turn for the worse
when she realises that she has this power – she can inflict death on people just by imagining
it. As she fully remembers what happened with the accident she finds out that she caused it
after Jude, her then boyfriend, had tried to take advantage of her. However, she ends up killing
her best friend and Jude’s sister at the same time. She soon comes to realise that Noah has a
secret of his own – where she causes death, he has the ability to heal people. This comes to
light after an incident where her father’s case that he’s working on collides with their lives.This
was a great start to this series. Sometimes the first book can concentrate so much on
introducing all the details that you can get lost and confused with what’s happening –
something that I’ve experienced recently when reading another book. Others tend to skimp on
information so that by the end you still have no idea what’s going on. Michelle Hodkin has
managed to avoid both of these situations by giving you enough of a plot and story to draw you
in yet leave you wanting more and having so many questions – especially after the cliff hanger
at the end of the book!!!I loved the budding relationship between Mara & Noah. Each of them
with their secrets, which they eventually tell each other. But things aren’t plain sailing with
them and things are strained by events at the end of the book. Mara’s struggles with her
hallucinations and the deaths that she causes are handled extremely well. We can see her
starting to fall apart, with Noah trying to keep her together. Mara is an imperfect heroine who
has her faults, and at the moment she doesn’t know how to navigate them to make her a better
person. It’s her imperfections and issues that make her so endearing, making her someone
that you can feel real empathy for despite everything that’s happened.Really looking forward to
reading the second instalment!”



Pamela Roach, “Best YA of 2012 so far.. Mara awakes in a hospital to her parent's concerned
faces, and asking what she can remember about the accident. But Mara can remember
nothing. Can't remember going to an abandoned building in the middle of the night with her
friends. Can't remember what happened to Claire or Jude. But worst, can't remember what
happened to Rachel. The only person who is alive to tell the tale of what happened that night is
Mara. And her mind won't release the memory.When Mara starts having blackouts and out of
control PTSD, her parents talk about institutionalisation...the last thing Mara wants. And so she
convinces them that a change of scenery would do her the world of good. She says goodbye to
the home she has known all her life to relocate to Florida.Mara doesn't get off to a smooth start
at her new school. Somehow without even meaning to, she put herself on the radar of the
queen bee...and Noah Shaw. The most beautiful boy Mara has ever seen.The Unbecoming of
Mara Dyer was written in dreamy prose. It is one of those rare books that it feels like your best
friend is sat beside you, telling you all about this thing that happened to her. You weren't
reading a book. You were being told a story. Mara's voice was realistic and sympathetic and I
couldn't get it out of my head for a long time after finishing it.The story was very original, the
romance...swoooon...It has been a long time since I read a romance so realistic and believable.
And while it was a very fall-hard-and-fall-fast type romance, it was one that didn't feel at all fake
or rushed. It felt like diving off the high board. Free and exhilarating.The support and concern
Mara receives from her family was extremely well written. The overbearing mother, only
worried about her daughter, the absent and overworked father, the overprotective big brother.
All the parts of her family came together and while it might have been dysfunctional, you
couldn't deny how much they cared about her.I loved this book. I felt like I was falling in love
and going insane all at the same time. It was...beautiful.”

The book by Michelle Hodkin has a rating of 5 out of 4.4. 1,289 people have provided
feedback.
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