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“If you knew you had to do the right thing, but that something bad may happen to you because of
it, would you do it anyway?” This hard-hitting, emotional, YA story of pain and love; right and
wrong; and life and death is a masterful mix of suspense, romance, the paranormal, and the
though-provoking questions we all ask surrounding the difficult subject of suicide.Hadley
Jamison is shocked when she hears that her classmate, Archer Morales, has committed suicide.
She didn’t know the quiet, reserved guy very well, but that doesn’t stop her from feeling there
was something she could have done to help him.Hoping to find some sense of closure, Hadley
attends Archer’s funeral. There, she is approached by a man who calls himself Death and offers
her a deal. If Hadley accepts, she will be sent back twenty-seven days in time to prevent Archer
from killing himself. But when Hadley agrees to Death’s terms and goes back to right the past,
she quickly learns her mission is harder than she ever could have known.Time ticks away as
Hadley looks for ways to not only talk to Archer but to know him on a deeper level. But just as
she and Archer connect, a series of dangerous accidents starts pushing them apart. Hadley
must decide whether she is ready to risk everything—including her life—to keep Archer alive.In
27 Days:Written by award-winning Wattpad sensation Alison GervaisOver 25 million reads on
WattpadAchieved a #1 ranking in the Adventure category, and has won the hearts of millions of
readers around the worldA story of redemption, first love, and the strength it takes to change the
futureAddresses tough but true topics and problems facing readers ages 13 and up, such as
suicide and family issuesA twist on Groundhog's Day meets Death, this paranormal tale [In 27
Days] will have readers turning the pages to see if Hadley stops Archer from making a tragic
mistake.” —YA Books Central

After reading only a few chapters of this gripping story, it’s clear why this novel was originally a
Wattpad sensation! Compelling characters and several creative plot twists make this tale truly
unputdownable. Readers will embrace Hadley and Archer (as well as Archer’s family) and their
unusual yet endearing friendship. Tucked away between the wry humor and vivid NYC setting is
a powerful look at grief and at the difference that even one person can make in another’s life.
Hadley Jamison knows Archer Morales as an aloof loner, but she also remembers him as the
guy who made her blush in freshman English. She is stunned when she learns Archer
committed suicide, and she attends his funeral, wishing there was more she could have done. At
the funeral, a man introduces himself as Death and offers Hadley a strange deal: If she goes
back in time 27 days, she has the chance to stop Archer from taking his own life. She accepts
but has no idea how much her own life will change in the process. -- Romantic TimesWhen
Hadley Jamison finds out a fellow classmate, Archer Morales, committed suicide, she can't help
but feel she could have stopped him. Then at the funeral she runs into Death who has a



proposition for her. She has 27 days to stop Archer from killing himself. Hadley goes back in time
and is determined to stop Archer. Problem is he wants nothing to do with her and pushes her
away. Hadley must decide to put everything on the line if she has any hope of saving Archer but
she has to hurry as time is ticking down. What worked: This is an addictive, fast-paced read
where Death makes a proposition for Hadley to go back in time to stop a classmate from killing
himself. I got swept up in the drama as Hadley goes out of her way to befriend Archer. Hadley is
one of those stereotypical 'rich' NYC girls while Archer's family owes a coffee house. They're
different in so many ways, yet also alike. While Hadley's parents are rich successful business
people, she's often left alone in their apartment. Her quest to save Archer pushes her to step
outside her comfort zone. The strength of this story has to be how Hadley goes out of her way to
get to Archer. There's a lot behind his standoffish behavior. As Hadley gets closer, secrets come
out about what might have behind Archer's deadly decision. I liked Hadley's determination and
spunk even when Archer goes out of his way to let her know he's not interested. Another huge
plus has to be how the author breaks down the stereotypes behind what a suicidal person looks
and acts like. Archer has a large loving family but also a terrible secret. Hadley refuses to ignore
his rudeness at first as she tries hard to reach out to him. A twist on Groundhog's Day meets
Death, this paranormal tale will have readers turning the pages to see if Hadley stops Archer
from making a tragic mistake. -- YA Books Central --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.From School Library JournalGr 7 Up—After Hadley hears about the death of her
classmate, Archer Morales, by suicide, she can't stop thinking of the boy. After Archer's funeral,
she meets someone who introduces himself as Death. He offers her a deal. He can take her
back 27 days to try and change Archer's tragic outcome. Hadley accepts the deal and goes
back in time where she finds Archer and eventuallydiscovers his reasons for killing himself. She
forces herself into his life and becomes involved with his family as well, even picking up a job at
his family's coffee shop. But now accidents are starting to happen and Hadley must decide
whether saving Archer is worth risking everything, even her own life. Narrator Hope Hoffman
reads with appropriate pacing and emotion as she shares Hadley's and Archer's stories. She
and the story capture listener attention early on and hold it right up to the satisfying conclusion.
VERDICT Give this audiobook to listeners looking for a gentle love story with a supernatural
twist.—Ann Brownson, Eastern Illinois University Library, Charleston --This text refers to the
audioCD edition.About the AuthorAlison Gervais has been writing for as long as she can
remember. In 2011, she began posting her work on Wattpad.com, and she has been active on
the site ever since, including winning a Watty Award in 2012. If she's not writing or studying, she
can be found re-reading the Harry Potter series, watching Supernatural, or trying to win the
affection of her two cats, Kovu and Rocket. She attends Colorado State University -
Pueblo.Hope Hoffman is a voiceover artist who lives in Nashville, Tennessee. She loves strong
coffee, Nashville Predators hockey, and perfecting her craft. She surrounds herself with people
who push her to become her best creative self. --This text refers to the audioCD edition.Read
more
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Praise for In 27 Days“An emotional, heartfelt story. Vivid characters instantly draw the reader in,
and the life-or-death suspense never lets up as the chapters count down from twenty-seven
days to none. I couldn’t turn the pages fast enough!”A.V. GEIGER, author of Follow Me
Back“Alison Gervais’ smart twist on the second-chance plot makes In 27 Days a must-have for
your bookshelf.”PATTY BLOUNT, award-winning author of Some Boys“An addictive, fast-paced
read . . . this paranormal tale will have readers turning the pages to see if Hadley stops Archer
from making a tragic mistake.”YA BOOKS CENTRAL, four-star review“Heartwarming and
authentic, In 27 Days is an emotionally gripping novel about second chances, falling in love, and
the lengths we will go to in order to save the ones we care about.”TRISHA LEAVER, author of
The Secrets We Keep“In 27 Days is a fully compelling, readable novel that reminds us of the
power in kindness and compassion. Gervais skillfully shows how we never really know what
someone else might be going through unless we ask. And how making a connection just might
save a life.”CHRISTINA JUNE, author of It Started with Goodbye“Totally addictive! Hadley
Jamison only has twenty-seven days to save enigmatic Archer Morales from death—and every
second counts. A suspenseful adventure that you won’t want to put down.”MARNI BATES,
author of Dial M for Murder“In 27 Days is filled with love, pain, and suspense. I found myself
unable to put the book down.”ASHLEY ROYER, author of Remember to ForgetBLINKIn 27
DaysCopyright © 2017 by Alison GervaisThis title is also available as a Blink ebook.This title is
also available as a Blink audio edition.Requests for information should be addressed to:Blink,
3900 Sparks Drive SE, Grand Rapids, Michigan 49546Any Internet addresses (websites, blogs,
etc.) and telephone numbers in this book are offered as a resource. They are not intended in any
way to be or imply an endorsement by the publisher, nor does the publisher vouch for the
content of these sites and numbers for the life of this book.Scripture quotations are taken from
the Holy Bible, New Living Translation. © 1996, 2004, 2007, 2013 by Tyndale House Foundation.
Used by permission of Tyndale House Publishers, Inc., Carol Stream, Illinois 60188. All rights
reserved.This book is a work of fiction. Any character resemblances to persons living or dead
are coincidental.All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical,
photocopy, recording, or any other—except for brief quotations in printed reviews, without the
prior permission of the publisher.BLINK™ is a registered trademark of the Zondervan
Corporation.Cover design: Brand NavigationInterior design: Denise FroehlichPrinted in the
United States of America17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 25 /LSC/ 15 14 13 12 11 10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2
1CONTENTSPraise for In 27 DaysChapter 1: The Day OfChapter 2: Two Days AfterChapter 3:
The DealChapter 4: Let the Games Begin—27 Days UntilChapter 5: A Dream Can Be Reality—
26 Days UntilChapter 6: Third Time’s the Charm—25 Days UntilChapter 7: Cherry Danishes and
GeometryChapter 8: Sticks and Stones—22 Days UntilChapter 9: Desperate Times Call for
Desperate Measures—21 Days UntilChapter 10: Dinner in the Apartment Upstairs—20 Days



UntilChapter 11: Accidental Revelations—19 Days UntilChapter 12: High School Clichés—18
Days UntilChapter 13: Truth Will OutChapter 14: Cautionary Words—15 Days UntilChapter 15:
Bottled-Up Emotions—14 Days UntilChapter 16: A Little Holiday Shopping—13 Days
UntilChapter 17: Thanksgiving, the Incitti Way—12 Days UntilChapter 18: You Don’t
UnderstandChapter 19: A Breach of Contract—11 Days UntilChapter 20: Late-Night Quandaries
—10 Days UntilChapter 21: Confessions—8 Days UntilChapter 22: Revelations—7 Days
UntilChapter 23: AccidentsChapter 24: Clearing the Air—6 Days UntilChapter 25: A Sudden Test
—5 Days UntilChapter 26: Potluck Smarts—4 Days UntilChapter 27: It Happened One
NightChapter 28: Human Weaknesses—3 Days UntilChapter 29: Coincidences Aren’t this
CommonChapter 30: A Culmination of EventsChapter 31: In BetweenChapter 32: Things Left
Unsaid—Two Days AfterChapter 33: Holiday Cheer—Two Weeks AfterChapter 34: Return to
Normality—Two Months AfterAcknowledgmentsAuthor InterviewIn 27 Days Discussion
QuestionsAbout the AuthorCHAPTER 1The Day OfThere was something off. I couldn’t put my
finger on what exactly it was, but it was definitely there.Yes, something was out of balance, I
decided as I stepped off the bus and onto the sidewalk outside John F. Kennedy Prep. The place
looked like it did almost every other day, with its red bricks, bright-colored banners strung up
everywhere, and the jumble of students lingering around outside the front doors. The school had
been around for more than a century, and it had that Old New York feel. Nothing was ever out of
the ordinary.Yet the gray clouds rolling in across the sky felt smothering, bringing with them a
feeling of suspicion and . . . sadness. An almost suffocating sadness. New York was the city that
never slept, the place that had a thousand different attitudes. But I’d never felt one like this
before.“C’mon, Hadley, you’re in the way.”I quickly moved to the side as Taylor Lewis, my best
friend, sauntered off the bus.I first met Taylor during freshman orientation, when I’d been
wandering the halls alone while looking for my classes. From that moment onward, she’d
decided to take me under her wing because we were both wearing the same shirt from
American Apparel, and decided to teach me everything she already knew about the social
scene at JFK. Without her, I would have been totally lost—literally, figuratively, and most certainly
socially. Now, more than two years later, we were still best friends, and I was still content to hang
out in Taylor’s social-butterfly shadow.“Why do you have that weird look on your face?” Taylor
asked as we followed the throng of people through the front doors.I glanced away from a group
of teachers huddled together in the hallway by the front office, their heads together, whispering,
and frowned at Taylor. “What look?”She rolled her eyes and gave me a nudge with her elbow.
“Never mind. Are you ready for that test in American Government today? I can barely understand
what Monroe’s talking about half the time, and I swear, it’s totally pointless that we even know
how many cabinet members there are or whatever, and I— Hadley, are you even listening to
me?”My focus was drawn to the pair of uniformed police officers located down the hallway from
my locker, standing with the principal, Ms. Greene. By the stiff, grim expressions on their faces, I
guessed they must have been talking about something highly unpleasant. But what would have
brought the police to our high school?“I’m sorry, Taylor, I’m just . . .” I couldn’t come up with a



word to describe how off I felt. “I don’t know, just worried about the test too, I guess.”Taylor
snorted out a laugh as I rummaged around in my locker for my chemistry textbook. “Why are you
worried, Hadley? You’re, like, the only one who actually manages to stay awake in Monroe’s
class.”“Guess I’m just lucky.” That, or I had a lawyer for a dad who would flip if I didn’t keep a
decent grade in Government.I left Taylor and made for homeroom, now feeling as though
someone was following close behind me, breathing down my neck. I dropped into a seat toward
the front of the class and focused on keeping my breathing in a steady pattern, succeeding until
the first bell rang and our teacher didn’t appear.Mrs. Anderson, the German teacher who ran our
homeroom, was probably the nicest person I’d ever met. She was almost always humming under
her breath, and had a thousand-watt smile for every person who just happened to look her way. I
didn’t have the patience to learn German—I’d barely made it through my two required years of
Spanish—but Mrs. Anderson seemed like a hoot, and she made homeroom bearable despite it
being so ridiculously early in the morning.The fact that Mrs. Anderson was late just added to my
increasing unease. My friend Chelsea was convinced the teacher lived at JFK because she was
always somewhere in the building with coffee and a sprinkled doughnut and attended every
school function and football game. So where was she? It wasn’t like Mrs. Anderson to be
tardy.More than five minutes passed before the door swung open and Mrs. Anderson came
walking in. There was a coffee stain on the front of her sweater, and her glasses were slightly
askew as she dumped a stack of folders on her desk, saying, “Sorry I’m late, class, sorry, there
was a bit of a . . .” Her voice trailed off as she bit her lip, scrubbing at the stain on her sweater
with a napkin. “Something rather . . . unfortunate happened.”In the seconds between her words,
my heart picked up pace and beat an unsteady rhythm against my chest. I had no way of
knowing what “unfortunate” thing happened, but a gut-wrenching feeling told me that whatever it
was, it was bad.Mrs. Anderson sighed as she tossed the napkin into the trash and leaned
against her desk, crossing her arms over her chest. “Last night, one of our students here at JFK
Prep committed suicide.”I sat back in my seat, feeling deflated as I let out a sharp gasp.What?I’d
known the moment I stepped off the bus not twenty minutes ago that something was wrong. But
this? I wanted to ask who had so abruptly ended their life, but I found that I couldn’t force myself
to speak. My mouth was suddenly as dry as the Sahara Desert, and my tongue felt like
sandpaper.“Who was it?” a kid sitting a few rows behind me asked after the first few moments of
tense silence.Mrs. Anderson fiddled with the edge of her sweater. “Archer Morales.”That name
was . . . very familiar. I’d heard it before, but I couldn’t put a face to a name.Wait a minute, a small
voice in my mind reminded me. Freshman English.That’s right. Freshman English with Mrs.
Casey. Archer Morales was the boy I’d sat next to first semester. I didn’t make the instant
connection when Mrs. Anderson had said his name because Archer had only spoken about
three words the entire year.Mrs. Anderson’s voice faded into the background as she mentioned
that school counselors would be available for the rest of the week at any time to talk about what
happened. Soon, I couldn’t hear her at all, too preoccupied with trying to remember anything I
could about Archer Morales.He’d been very quiet and kept his head down most of the time,



diligently following along in whatever text we happened to be reading. The one and only time I’d
really gotten a good look at his face was when we’d been forced to answer a set of questions on
Frankenstein.It might have been easy to forget a guy who rarely ever spoke, but this guy
happened to be the most distracting person I’d ever met. I’d become tongue-tied almost the
second he’d looked at me with these bright hazel eyes that made me feel like I was being X-
rayed.Looking back on that class now, I realized I’d done my best to forget the whole experience
because of the annoyed expression on that attractive face the entire time we’d worked together.
What girl wanted to remember the moment a guy made it clear he’d rather be doing anything
else but look at you?Come to think of it, that had seemed to be Archer Morales’s attitude toward
everything. JFK Prep was a big school, but I’d seen him in the hallways from time to time, easy to
spot because of his height and tousled dark hair, but he’d always managed to be on his own,
and everyone had always given him a wide berth.Archer Morales was—had been—one of JFK
Prep’s outcasts. And now he was gone.I bolted upright in my seat when the first period bell rang
overhead, pulling me out of my reverie. The rest of the class was already on their feet and filing
from the room, talking quietly with one another instead of chatting and laughing like normal. It
was even more obvious now, the change in the atmosphere. I trudged my way through the halls
to chemistry class in a daze, unable to wrap my mind around the fact that one of my classmates
was dead.It wasn’t as if I’d really known Archer Morales. We couldn’t even have been called
friends on any sort of level. He’d been all but a perfect stranger to me. So why did I feel like I was
about to fall apart?By the time school let out, the temperature had dropped outside, making the
air chilly and uncomfortable as I headed for one of the buses at the curb. What I really needed
was to curl up in bed and forget this day ever happened.I took an empty seat toward the back
and leaned my head against the window, closing my eyes, for once thankful Taylor had decided
to ditch early to spend time with her latest beaudu jour. None of the other girls we hung out with
rode the same bus, so I was able to think in silence. The rocking of the vehicle was soothing,
almost providing a distraction from the thoughts swarming around my brain like hurricane, but all
too soon, the ride was over.I pulled up the collar of my coat and crossed my arms over my chest,
beginning the walk to the apartment building I’d lived in for almost my entire life. The complex
was right on the edge of the Upper East Side, so it was a little more ostentatious than other
buildings in Manhattan.I often thought it was lonely, being shut up in the apartment while my
parents worked impossible business hours, but I couldn’t have been more thrilled I was going
home to an empty apartment that afternoon. The familiarity of my messy bedroom and the comfy
sheets on my bed had never seemed so appealing.“Evening, Hadley,” Hanson, the doorman,
said as I approached the gray glass building. “Good day at school?”I briefly considered telling
Hanson what had happened. He was a nice man, and always seemed to be genuinely interested
in how my day went. But I didn’t want to say the words aloud, that one of my classmates had
killed himself, because I still didn’t want to believe that it had actually happened.“Fantastic,” I
finally said as he held open the door for me.“I remember what high school was like,” Hanson said
as I passed over the threshold. “As soon as you get out of there, the world’s a much better



place.”I had my doubts, but it was nice to hear Hanson say so anyway.I crossed the marble-tiled,
fountain-decked lobby to the elevators and rode up to the seventh floor. Heading down the
lavishly decorated hallway, I pulled my set of keys out of my bag and unlocked the door to 7E.My
parents had never been what you could exactly call humble.Our apartment was filled with
pristine leather furniture, cream-colored carpets, and tasteful photos of the city hanging on the
walls, which complemented the floor-to-ceiling windows that lined the living room and dining
room. And the state-of-the-art, chrome appliance kitchen was almost another art piece in itself.
My mother spent so little time here, it was amazing she’d even found the time to decorate the
place to begin with.A lawyer and an assistant CFO, my parents had intense work schedules, and
they rarely gave me a second thought when they left the city on work trips leaving me behind for
sometimes a week or longer. When that happened, my eighty-seven-year-old neighbor Mrs. Ellis
would check in on me every other day or so to make sure I was doing all right, but that wasn’t
exactly the same thing as having a mom or dad around.I knew I was extremely lucky to live in
such a nice place and have so much money at my disposal, but the whole “rich” thing honestly
made me a little uncomfortable, even if it was something I’d known for most of my life. My
parents hadn’t always made stellar paychecks. Sometimes I missed the simple little townhouse
we’d lived in over in Chelsea before my mom was promoted and my dad took over his firm. At
least then we’d actually spent time as a family and had dinner together every night.I breathed a
sigh of relief once I shut the door to my bedroom and locked it.My bedroom was my happy place.
The Christmas lights strung up above the balcony window, the Broadway playbills and pictures
of Taylor and our group tacked up on the corkboard above my desk, the rows and rows of DVDs
and CDs I’d collected over the years—all of it was the perfect escape from the stuffy leather
furniture and the professional photographs of the city from some art gallery in SoHo that hung in
the living room.I half-heartedly attempted to memorize some formulas for chemistry, but five
minutes later I gave up, chucked my textbook at the wall, and flopped facedown on my bed.It felt
as if there was some part of myself that was missing, now that Archer Morales wasn’t alive and
walking this earth anymore. It made me desperately wish that he were still here, despite the fact
that he and I had only exchanged a few words. Somehow I couldn’t make sense of the fact that
he was here yesterday, and now he was gone . . . permanently. Then again, I wasn’t all that
familiar with death. I’d gone to my great-grandma Louise’s funeral when I was six, but that was
the only time I’d ever experienced someone I knew, at least a little, passing away. But I didn’t like
seeing her body in a casket then, and I didn’t like the idea of Archer’s body lying cold
somewhere now.Burrowing underneath the covers, I shoved my face into a pillow and I finally
started to cry.CHAPTER 2Two Days AfterTwo days, one small news report, and an obituary in a
local newspaper later, there was no denying the fact that Archer Morales was dead. As much as
I hated the thought of one of my classmates feeling so much despair that they believed ending
their life was the only way out, it was the truth. More than once, I found myself standing on my
tiptoes in the hallway at school, trying to catch any small glimpse of Archer, but it was pointless.
He’d always been there, somewhere in the background, but now he never would be again.I



stood in front of the floor-length mirror in my bedroom, tugging at the ends of the lacy black
dress I’d found shoved in my closet. I felt awkward and uncomfortable wearing a dress when I
normally stuck to jeans and a T-shirt, but I wanted to wear something nice to Archer’s funeral. In
homeroom the day before, Mrs. Anderson had announced that students were welcome to attend
Archer’s funeral to pay their respects, but it still didn’t feel like a proper invitation. The hope that
tonight would help me find some sense of closure, make sense of why I couldn’t stop thinking
about him, far outweighed any nerves.After I decided I looked presentable enough, I slipped into
my jacket, grabbed my purse, and left my room. The cab I’d called for was set to arrive any
minute. I figured I should at least attempt to eat something small before leaving.As I headed
down the hallway toward the living room, I heard the sounds of a smooth, polite voice speaking.
When I rounded the corner, I was shocked to find my father lounging on the couch, iPhone in
hand, merrily chatting away.What was the great Kenneth Jamison doing home so early? It was
barely a quarter past six in the evening. This was unprecedented. The earliest I could remember
him being home in the past three years was eight o’clock.“Hey, Rick, I gotta go,” he said, looking
at me as I passed by. “Hadley’s getting ready to leave.”He disconnected and tossed his phone
onto the coffee table, getting to his feet while stretching his arms behind his head with a
yawn.“What are you doing home, Dad?” I asked. “You’re never home this early.”“I know,” my dad
said, following me toward the kitchen. “But Rick and I closed the Blanchard-Emilie case today,
so we took the rest of the night off to celebrate.”“Oh. That’s nice.”An awkward silence that I so
could have done without at that point fell as I pulled open the refrigerator, rummaging around for
a snack.It was always like this whenever I happened to see my dad.He was my father, yes, but
he was usually so engrossed in his work that we didn’t really get the chance to spend much time
together. An evening at home was a secondary concern for one of the city’s most celebrated
lawyers.“So.”I came up from the fridge with a handful of grapes and a bottle of water, looking to
my dad with a confused frown. “Yeah?”“So.” He cleared his throat, leaning up against the
counter, crossing his arms. “You’re going to that boy’s funeral.”“Um . . . yeah,” I said. “Archer
Morales’s.”His brows furrowed in thought for a moment. “Morales . . . Why does that name sound
so familiar?”I shrugged, popping a couple of grapes into my mouth. “No idea. There are probably
hundreds of people with that name in the city.”“Maybe.”I munched on a few more grapes, silently
hoping that the intercom by the door would ring at any moment, signaling the arrival of my cab,
and I could make my escape from this unpleasant conversation.I didn’t want to talk to my father
about Archer Morales.What I really wanted to do was to muster up the courage to say good-bye
to a boy I’d barely known, find a way to let go of him and not feel so unusually guilty. To apologize
for not paying more attention, for not being there in some way for him.“Is Taylor going with you to
the funeral?” my dad asked after a moment.“No, I’m going by myself,” I said. “Taylor’s busy.”My
dad frowned again, looking unhappy at the prospect of my going out into the city alone. “Are you
sure? I’m not really . . . comfortable with the idea of you going out in the city at night,” he said. “I
could always, um . . . go with—”I was quick to stop him before he could get any further with that
very unnecessary sentence. “Dad. Please. I know the rules about being out in the city at night. I’ll



be fine. I promise.”“All right. Just keep your phone on you, okay? And don’t stay out too
late.”Thankfully, the intercom buzzed loudly right at that moment, preventing the conversation
from continuing any longer.“That’s my cab,” I announced, finishing the rest of my water bottle.
“I’ve gotta go.”“Er, right.”I gave my dad a quick hug and muttered out a good-bye, then walked
swiftly from the kitchen, thoroughly grateful to be leaving.The air was frigidly cold, biting at my
skin as I stepped out into the early December night. Hanson offered me a smile and a wink as he
held open the door of the cab idling at the curb.“Going somewhere?”“A . . . funeral,” I admitted.
“One of my classmates, um, committed suicide.”Hanson was silent for a moment. He didn’t say
he was sorry to hear that, and instead reached out to squeeze my shoulder. That, I think, was
exactly what I needed.I slid into the overstuffed seat, tightly clutching the seat belt as Hanson
swung the door shut.“Where to?” the driver grunted from up front in a gruff Brooklyn accent.I
gave the driver the address to the church Mrs. Anderson had mentioned. The cab pulled away
from the curb and slid into traffic much too quickly for my liking. I leaned my head back against
the seat and squeezed my eyes shut, breathing in through my nose and out through my mouth.I
had no idea what to expect once I arrived. The last funeral I went to, I could barely remember.
Would everyone be wearing black and crying? Would there be sad music playing? Would a fight
break out among Archer’s family members if someone spoke out of turn and said the wrong
thing? Things like that seemed to happen at every funeral I’d ever seen on TV, but I didn’t think
that meant anything in the real world.When the cab pulled up to the curb outside of the church, I
grabbed a few bills from my purse to pay the fare, then stepped out onto the sidewalk before I
could convince myself that this was a terrible idea and beg to be taken home.I wrapped my arms
around myself as a breeze whipped down the street, raising the hair on the back of my neck. I
was expecting there to be people crowded around outside, sharing in their grief, but the place
was as barren as the shelves in a store after Black Friday. But that same feeling of being
watched crept over me as I walked up the front steps of the church.As I stepped inside, the smell
of incense used during mass immediately hit my nose. It had been a while since I’d been to
church—we’d stopped going once my parents’ careers had taken off—but the familiarity was
comforting on some small level.The lobby I was now standing in was just as empty as the steps
outside, raising yet another alarm. Where was everyone? I slipped my phone out of my bag to
make sure I hadn’t gotten the time wrong.6:58.I couldn’t just leave now.I took a deep breath,
dipped my fingers into the bowl of holy water on my left, crossed myself, and then walked into
the inner portion of the church. The front altar was decorated with bouquets of white flowers and
cloths, almost like a Christmas mass but with a much more somber air. Set on a stand in front of
the altar was a modest casket covered in a display of more white flowers.The church itself was
beautiful, with stained glass windows and marble pillars, but it seemed even larger than it
actually was due to the rows and rows of empty pews. Only the first two pews were occupied. I
made out a few teachers—Mr. Gage, a math teacher, and Ms. Keller, who taught literature—and
then a small number of people who went to JFK Prep that I knew only by face and not by name.A
part of me had expected the church to be packed. It was heartbreaking to see more people



hadn’t shown up to pay their respects to Archer Morales and his family. I kept my eyes fixed on
the front of the church as I quickly made my way down the center aisle, determined not to meet
anyone’s gaze. Not wanting to draw attention to myself, realizing I’d shown up exactly two
minutes before the start of the service, I took a seat in an empty pew a few rows back, folded my
hands tightly in my lap, and waited for the ceremony to begin.The funeral service officially
started right as scheduled. The congregation rose to their feet while the small choir beside the
altar started singing a soft, melodic tune. A priest accompanied by two deacons and an altar boy
made his way up the aisle toward the altar. The priest had only been speaking for a few
moments about losing a life so young when the crying began.It didn’t seem like anyone near me
was crying, but after a moment of peering around on my tiptoes, I saw a woman in the front row
being supported by the man beside her, and she was very clearly sobbing into his shoulder. I
couldn’t see her face, and I had no way of knowing who she was, but it didn’t take much on my
part to realize that the woman must have been Archer Morales’s mother.I decided then that very
few things in the world could break your heart quite like a mother mourning the loss of her child.
A boy was dead when he didn’t have to be. After that, I figured it was okay for me to cry too.The
tears started falling fast and furiously as Mr. Gage walked up to the pulpit to say a few words
about Archer and what an exemplary student he had been. I was crying while a boy with the
same eyes as Archer’s stood next and gave a kind, heartfelt eulogy. And I was sobbing when I
was given a white rose and then stumbled my way up to the altar to lay the flower on Archer’s
casket.Maybe I stood there longer than necessary, but what was I supposed to say? I’m sorry I
didn’t ever speak to you? I’m sorry you felt like you had to end your life? I wish you were still
here?“Archer, I’m—”“Do you know my big brother?”I quickly turned around and saw a little girl
standing in front of me, with pretty dark curls and bright blue eyes, blinking up at me in
confusion. The girl couldn’t have been any older than five, and that somehow made it all the
worse, learning that Archer had a little sister so young.“Um . . . yeah,” I said, wiping at my eyes. “I
went to school with your brother.”The little girl gave a toothy grin. “He’s pretty cool, huh?”I felt
another wave of sadness at the girl’s words.She hadn’t said was. She said is. She spoke as if her
brother were still alive. I didn’t know how old she actually was, but she looked young enough to
not fully understand the concept of death. I didn’t envy the person who would have to explain to
her that her brother would never be coming home again.I did my best to give a small laugh at her
enthusiasm. “Definitely.”“I’m Rosie,” the little girl said, offering out a hand for me to shake in a
rather adult-like manner.“Hi, Rosie,” I said, shaking her hand. “I’m Hadley.”“Mommy says I’m not
supposed to talk to strangers, but since you know Archer and you’re pretty, I think it’s okay,”
Rosie said in a rush.“Oh,” I said, unsure of what to say. “Thank you?”“C’mon, you should come
meet my mommy!”Rosie grabbed at my hand and tugged me back toward the pews, where a
group of people had congregated, speaking with one another.“Mom! Mom!” Rosie chirped,
shoving through people’s legs. “Have you met Hadley?”A woman with long, dark hair tinged with
a few streaks of gray and wide hazel eyes broke away from the elderly woman she’d been
speaking with and turned to Rosie with a disapproving look. “Rosie, how many times have I told



you not to run off?” she scolded, hand on hip. “You scare the living daylights out of me when you
do that!”Rosie seemed to brush this off and gestured up at me. “Mommy, have you met
Hadley?”The woman turned to me in surprise, and she looked vaguely familiar, even though I
was positive I’d never seen her before. She really was rather pretty, but the dark circles
underneath her bloodshot eyes and the pinched look about her face made it seem as if she
hadn’t slept a wink in days.“Hadley, is it?” She gave a small smile as she reached out shake my
hand. “Thank you for rounding up my daughter.”“It’s no problem,” I said quickly. “None at all. I was
just . . .”“Did you go to school with Archer?”“Um. Yes.” I nervously cleared my throat as the
woman stared at me, an unusually kind look on her face, despite how exhausted she appeared
to be. “We had English together freshman year.”“That’s nice,” she said softly. “I’m Regina,
Archer’s . . . m-mother.”Her voice cracked on that last word, and her eyes filled with tears, but she
sucked in a deep breath as she scooped Rosie up into her arms and kissed her cheek,
obviously trying to distract herself. Of course she looked familiar. Her eyes. It was hard to forget
eyes like those.Regina Morales had to be the strongest woman I’d ever seen. Her son had just
died, and yet she was still trying to smile for her daughter. I was at a loss as to what to say to her.
Any words of condolence I could possibly offer her wouldn’t make an ounce of difference. So
even though I was a total stranger, I hugged her. She didn’t seem to mind.Fifteen minutes later, I
made my way out of the cathedral. It was now cold enough that I could see my breath make
clouds in front of me as I exhaled. I stepped off the curb and waved a hand, trying to flag down a
cab. Cars kept whizzing past, not showing any signs of slowing down.“A young girl like yourself
shouldn’t be out and about in the city at this time of night, don’t you think?”I whipped toward the
sound of the deep, husky voice that had just spoken behind me.The light from the streetlamp a
few feet away wasn’t bright enough to illuminate the cathedral steps, but I could make out what
looked to be the figure of a man sitting on the bottom step, legs sprawled out in front of him.How
could I have possibly not seen him? Had he even been there as I walked down the steps?My
words came out as a stammer. “Who . . . w-what do you want?”“Not much.”I stumbled backward
as the man rose to his feet, sauntering forward into the glow of the streetlamp.Looking up at him
made me wish I’d never stepped out of my apartment tonight. He was tall with slick, dark hair,
and wore a black leather jacket, jeans, and scuffed-up boots. I couldn’t make out any distinctive
facial features, but with his sunken eyes and hollow cheekbones, he looked as if he had never
eaten a scrap of food in his life.That wasn’t the creepiest thing about him, though. His eyes were.
Those black, depthless eyes staring down at me made it feel as if he knew every thought that
had ever crossed my mind before.“I . . . I’m not looking for trouble,” I said, unable to keep my
voice from trembling. “I think you—”“Oh, I’m not here to bring you any trouble, Hadley Jamison,”
the man said, cracking a smirk that sent a sliver of fear down my spine.Who was this guy?“How
do you—”“Know your name? I know everything, Hadley. It kind of comes with the job
description.”I may not have been a genius, but I knew enough of what was really out in the world
to tell that there was something wrong with this man. Something very wrong with this man.“Look,
I don’t know who you are,” I said uneasily, “but you better stay away from me.”The man



rummaged around in his pockets and came up with a cigarette, which he immediately lit and
then took a long drag. I couldn’t help but gag when the acrid smoke hit my nose.“Or you’ll what?”
he said, raising an eyebrow. “Scream?”My heart was pounding so fast, I thought I might keel
over in a dead faint. I quickly calculated my chances of making a run for it, or at least jumping
into the first cab I could find, but since I was wearing heels, the odds were not in my favor. I
doubted I would be able to get my shoes off fast enough to start running without being easily
overtaken.What was I supposed to do?“Who are you?” I demanded.Another wide, eerie smirk
curled the man’s mouth as he took a second drag on his cigarette. He shrugged a shoulder. “I’m
known by a lot of names, actually. The Grim Reaper. The angel Azrael. Mephistopheles. But I
suppose for simplicity’s sake, you can just call me Death.”CHAPTER 3The DealWhen I was four
years old, I had the not-so-bright idea to jump into my aunt Theresa’s pool even though I had
absolutely no clue how to swim. The shock of the cold water biting at my skin had frozen me to
the core. When I’d finally been pulled out, I couldn’t hold back the shivers that wracked through
me, and I’d spent several minutes gasping for air.The same unpleasant, frightening sensation
washed over me as I stood on the sidewalk outside the church, staring up into the depthless
black eyes of the man who claimed to be Death.“Er . . .” I snapped my mouth shut to keep my
teeth from chattering. “Umm . . . I think . . . I-I . . .”Every fiber of my being was screaming at me to
move, to start running and to not look back, but I couldn’t force myself into motion.An almost
amused expression crossed Death’s face. “You must be made of much stronger stuff than I
thought, Hadley Jamison. I was expecting you to have already taken off running and screaming
by now.”“Give me another second and I will be,” I managed to say, unable to keep back a
shiver.“Oh, I don’t think you really mean that,” Death mused with a shake of his head. He
dropped his cigarette onto the ground and snubbed it out with the toe of his boot. “I think you’re
interested in what I have to say.”“I-I . . . I’m not—”“Let’s take a little walk, shall we?”Death had a
sudden vise-like grip on my arm and began pulling me right into the middle of oncoming
traffic.“What, are you crazy?” I shrieked, trying to yank my arm out of his iron grasp. “You’re going
to get us killed!”Death let out an annoyed sigh, sinking his nails into my arm. “Oh, do be quiet,
will you? I know when you’re going to die, and I can assure you, it’s not going to be
tonight.”Somehow, that wasn’t reassuring.Death stepped up onto the sidewalk across the street
and set off walking at a brisk pace, all but dragging me along behind him. I tried digging my
heels into the ground, relentlessly tugging at my arm, but I was afraid that if I struggled any
further I would end up breaking a bone. I thought about screaming at the top of my lungs, maybe
making a grab at someone walking by, but not one person on the sidewalk would even meet my
eyes. It was as if they were completely oblivious to the teenage girl being dragged down the
street by some man who looked like an extra from Interview with the Vampire.We made it two
blocks before Death abruptly stopped and bent down to mutter in my ear, “You and I both know
I’ll just catch you and drag you back by your hair if you try to make a run for it. So I suggest you
play along for now, hmm?”I swallowed hard, fighting back the bile rising in my throat. I did not
consider myself a wimp. I was a New Yorker; I could look after myself. But right at that moment? I



wasn’t sure if I had ever been so frightened in my entire life.“Fine,” I said, my voice more like a
squeak.“Good girl.”I stopped trying to bolt, even though the urge had now become
overwhelming.By the time Death finally stopped walking, my feet ached inside my heels. “Here
we are,” Death said, pulling the door to a Starbucks open with a little flourish.I stumbled my way
into the coffee shop, holding my arms tightly around myself. This had to be some strange,
terrifying nightmare; had a guy claiming to be Death really just shown up at my classmate’s
funeral to escort me all the way to a Starbucks? Death’s hands descended on my shoulders and
forcefully steered me up to the front counter. The girl at the register looked up with a cheery
smile that was immediately wiped clean once she laid eyes on Death.“Erh . . .”“Good evening,”
Death said, his tone suddenly formal. “We’d like two black coffees, please.”The girl nodded
robotically, fumbling around for the cups with shaking hands. Death slid a crisp ten-dollar bill
across the counter, smiling kindly. “No change.”“Erhm . . . thank you.”From the way the girl
stumbled around, not meeting our eyes, it was obvious my plan of mouthing help me was not
going to work. I grabbed the two coffee cups when the girl handed them over, and Death steered
me over to a table by the window that sat beneath a row of paper snowflakes. My stomach did a
little flip-flop when Death took a seat, the fluorescent lighting above casting his face into brighter
light.It was like looking at someone terminally ill; his skin was the color of parchment, which
stretched taut across his sharp cheekbones, and his eyes were sunken in. No wonder he went
by Death. He looked like it. Even stranger were the black markings crisscrossing every inch of
his hands, slipping up the sleeves of his jacket, and creeping under the collar of his shirt. It took
me a second to realize that the markings were actually small, crudely shaped clocks.Death’s lips
twisted into a grim smile as he stared up at me, gesturing to the seat across the small table from
him. As he moved his arm, I could’ve sworn I saw the tiny hands on each of the clocks moving.
“Have a seat.”I carefully lowered myself into the seat, clutching my cup of coffee. “Right.” I
cleared my throat, hoping to muster up even the smallest amount of courage to get through
whatever this was. “What is this about?”Death set his coffee cup down and clasped his hands
together, leaning across the table toward me. “I thought we could have little chat about Archer
Morales.”I downed a swallow of coffee, the hot liquid scalding my throat, and shuddered at the
bitter taste. “I’m not . . .” I grasped the coffee cup compulsively. “I think you’re . . .” I wasn’t sure if I
was tongue-tied because of this situation with Death, or because Death wanted to talk about
Archer Morales. “I . . . I really think I should be—”Death’s hand was on my shoulder, forcing me
back into my chair before I’d even gotten to my feet.“Listen closely, Hadley, because I’m only
going to say this once. I am going to offer you the chance to go back in time twenty-seven days
to prevent Archer Morales from ending his life.”It was quite possible that my heart stopped
beating in the silence that fell after Death’s words. He wanted me to do what?“Sorry, what did
you just say?”“I told you I was only going to say it once.”“Is this some kind of joke to you?”
Somehow, I’d gotten up, and I was leaning across the table, getting right into Death’s face. “Do
you think it’s funny that one of my classmates killed himself?”Death stared at me with a blank
look before suddenly bursting into laughter.It was all I could do to keep from grabbing my coffee



and throwing it in his face.“On the contrary, Hadley,” he said after a moment, still chuckling. “I find
this to be a very serious matter.”He snapped his fingers.What followed had to be the strangest
thing I’d ever seen before. The effect was slow moving, like rolling fog, but one by one, every last
person in Starbucks froze right in the middle of whatever they had been doing. The stream of
liquid pouring from an espresso maker remained suspended in midair. A woman in the process
of blowing her nose was stuck with her face screwed up in an awkward expression. A man and a
woman stepping into the shop, wih a little boy in between them clutching at their hands, were
stopped right in the middle of the doorway, and a cold breeze was wafting in from
outside.“What . . .”“I assure you, I’m quite serious about this,” Death said, resting his chin on his
clasped hands. “Now, would you mind sitting down so we can have a calm, rational discussion?”I
dropped into my chair, my legs unable to keep supporting me. Pinching myself seemed like a
good idea, but I couldn’t get my arm and hand to cooperate.“How . . .” I swallowed again, trying
to think of what to say.“How do I stop time?” Death finished for me. “Well, that’s just part of the
job description.” He shrugged, sipping at his coffee. “It’s such a shame, isn’t it? Archer Morales
was really a very good kid. Came from a nice family. Mama’s boy. Loved his little sister. And you,
Hadley Jamison, don’t want him dead.”“Of course I don’t,” I snapped.“The gift of life is valuable,
something to be treasured,” Death continued. “And it’s a travesty when something like that is
snatched away too early. I’ve been around for thousands of years, seen thousands of things, but
I have never seen something as terrible as a soul being taken away when it didn’t need to be. So,
tell me, Hadley. If you had the chance to prevent something bad from happening, despite
everything you were afraid of and what might happen . . . would you do it?”I thought of Archer
Morales and everything he’d lost. He was never going to get to go to prom or graduate high
school or go to college, or to meet the love of his life, get married, maybe have kids, see the
world or change the world.I thought of Regina, Archer’s mother, and his little sister Rosie and
how she didn’t yet understand her brother was gone. Just how badly he was going to be
missed.How could I not do this? Even if I was simply playing along with some madman who had
the power to freeze time.“Okay.”Death gave me a curious look. “Okay . . . what?”“I’ll . . . I’ll do it.
Whatever it is I need to do to . . . to save Archer.”“Is that right?”I nodded, not trusting my ability to
speak.Death kept his eyes fixed on me for several moments as I simply sat there, trying to
convince myself that this was real, and that maybe, just maybe, I really was being given the
opportunity to save Archer.“I’m not going to promise you this is going to be easy.”“I’m not stupid
enough to think that.”“Smart girl.”He reached into his leather jacket and came up with a stack of
tightly furled papers, which he dropped onto the table in front of me.“A contract?” That small bit
of movie cliché seemed so utterly ludicrous in the midst of this more-than-serious situation. “But
I thought—”“Humor me.”I slid the stack of papers toward me and glanced down at the first page.
“Just how, exactly, am I supposed to read this contract if I can’t even read what it’s written in?” I
pointed out, tapping my finger on the paper. “All these weird black symbols weren’t something
they taught us to read in kindergarten.”“English isn’t the only language in the world. This whole
contract is just a formality as it is,” Death assured me. “Trust me.”“And why should I trust you?”He



reached a hand inside his jacket again and came up with a pen. he held it out for me to take.
“Just another leap of faith.”I was beginning to get the feeling I would be doing a fair few leaps of
faith if I signed my name on the contract Death was offering.“My father is a lawyer, you know,” I
said. “I’m not stupid enough to just sign away on the dotted line without knowing what the catch
is.”“There is no catch,” Death said, eyebrows raised, a shocked expression on his face, like he
couldn’t believe I would even think about suggesting he was messing with me. “I would never
lie.”That was obviously sarcasm, and I decided not to comment on it. And I knew nothing about
Death, but it was obvious the man was anything but human. His attempt at trying to convince me
he was one was laughable.“The longer you drag this out, the more difficult it’ll be to send you
back. Archer’s already been gone two days.”The mention of Archer was enough to make me
snatch the pen and flip to the last page. I spent a tense moment of hesitation before I scribbled
my name down on the appropriate line, then shoved the stack of papers back across the table at
Death.
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K_5678, “One of my favorite books!!. I read this book on Wattpad before it was even published!!
It was a great story and I was ecstatic when I found out that this was published. I have read this
book more times than I can count and it always captivates me. I always find something new
about it every time I read it. It is such a great story, good character development, great romance,
and a good structure. The whole concept itself was very well thought out. I bought the hard copy
years ago and forgot to write a review about it, oops! I wanted to support the author and own my
very own copy of this book. I will treasure it and always have it on a special place on my
bookshelf. ”

Veronica, just an average reader, you know?, “An emotional, page-turner winner. I read over a
hundred books last year (some better than others), but if I could give an award to my favorite
book of 2017, this one would be the winner. I had never heard of the author before, but the book
description and glowing reviews made me want to give it a try. I'm so glad I did! It definitely
deserves all the praise it gets. The story grabbed me from the first page, and it was impossible to
put down. In fact, I read it twice in the same weekend, and I enjoyed it just as much the second
time around.I thought the story would be some kind of a light YA romance, but it turned out to be
a lot more. I enjoyed everything about it, but what I loved the most was:- The main character,
Hadley, and her bravery and strong determination to save her classmate Archer’s life at all costs,
for no reason other than because it was the right thing to do. Her selflessness, kindness and
dedication to those she cares about were inspiring. I also loved her sense of humor and how
unassuming and humble she was.- Archer Morales. The story revolves around him, yet we get to
know him not by his words, but by his actions. He didn’t open up to others easily, yet despite his
tough exterior and often rude attitude towards Hadley, he comes across as extremely vulnerable
and tender hearted, and that made him incredibly appealing. It was also funny to see him trying
to resist Hadley’s charms and slowly come out of his hard shell.- Death. You can’t help but to be
sympathetic towards him despite everything.- Archer’s family. All the members of his large,
loving family were interesting characters on their own.- How the faith of the characters was
portrayed respectfully rather than being ignored or mocked.- The story’s main idea of how a little
kindness towards somebody can really make a difference in that person’s life.Definitely can’t go
wrong with this story, I only wish it had been a lot longer, I didn’t want it to finish. :)”

Rachel McCarthy, “Deserving read.. The publisher presents this a story of redemption, first love,
and the strength it takes to change the future. And, how! What a delight. I was a little concerned
the story would make light of suicide or depict it in a manner that over-simplifies the subject.
Offered an opportunity to change the past, Hadley jumps at the chance. While on the surface, it
would appear that Hadley has it all, by the end of the story, it is evident that she needs as much
saving as Archer. I was pleased that Alison Gervais went several layers down in her story.



Hadley needs familial love; “I hadn’t known it was possible to miss something you’d never had.”
Archer needs someone to lighten his brooding. Hadley isn’t the obvious choice; she is no
Pollyanna. But, her ability to go into the gloom and then come back is just what Archer needs:
“When I was old enough to understand that death was inevitable, I wanted it to rain the day I
died. It seemed symbolic somehow, washing away anything bad and dark about life and
beginning anew.”Their relationship is not easy.“And this was the thing about words. Said in the
wrong place at the wrong time, even if they were full of doubt, words had a habit of sticking
around for a long time.”The obstacles thrown at Hadley are quite extreme. The emphasis on life
balances and consequences is loud and clear. I would recommend this book to both the YA set
and anyone who has experienced loss. Deserving read.”

Book Lover, “An Enjoyable Read. The narrator, a privileged girl in a private school in NYC makes
a deal with Death to rewrite the suicide of a classmate, by going back in time 27 days and
altering his future. How getting to know Archer changes not only his life, but hers as well, makes
an entertaining YA story. Told from the perspective of a 16 year old, the observations are
understandably superficial. It should appeal to readers of the same age and level of maturity.”

JMIce, “Life lessons. As an adult, I sometimes have a hard time identifying with the protagonist
in a YA novel. I found myself identifying throughout the whole book with Hadley and her world
and idiosyncrasies. I enjoyed the content and was glad that the climax of the book was placed
with thought and care. I did find a few typos in the book, though, which did catch my eye. I found
everything to be plausible given the subject matter and read the book in two days. I couldn't put it
down. It's been a long while since that has happened. I think I found this on a best of list
somewhere on the internet and I'm really glad I did.”

mgnstwrt19, “Quick interesting read. For being such a short book, this was actually quite
enjoyable. I downloaded it long before I read it, so I couldn't remember what it was about when I
decided to read it. A couple of interesting characters popped up, a few twists, but nothing was
drug out or overdone. Fun quick read (took a few hours one evening), great young adult book.”

Romance Lovers, “Adored this book on Wattpad and still love it!. I first read this book and came
across this author on Wattpad, and I'm so happy to finally be able to own it in paperback!This
author is brilliant! I've read this book over ten times, and it's always my go to book when I'm
having a rough day, and I just need something to remind me that all hard times get better.”

Mia, “Beautiful Story. What a wonderful story author, thank you for sharing this with us. I
originally found it on Wattpad YEARS ago and I have now just finally purchased the book to
which I am thankful for. I loved it then and I still love it now. This book teaches a lesson on how
not everything meets the eye. That someone who may look fine could be feeling so alone. Taking
the chance to just simply talk and listen to someone can truly change their world. Wishing you all



good health and safety ”

Peter Butler, “Read it in 27 hours :) !!!!. AMAZING !!! couldn't put the book down. I love how it
wasn't cliche and it held my interest. I was wayyy to emotionally invested in the characters and
the idea behind the book was gripping and unique. 10/10 would read again.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Read it in 2 days!. Such an amazing read, on the edge of my seat the
whole time and couldn't put the book down! Fell in love with the characters immediately and
really rooted for Hadley :)”

Catherine Kelly, “Fast delivery. Perfect thanks”

R.S., “Nice book. It was a bit slow at the beginning but turned to be good at the end”
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