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Monday, September 1
Los Angeles, California
If he weren't my dad, I would fire him.
 
“That's it,” I scream, putting my foot down. I am so irritated, I don't even care that I am acting like a spoiled three year old. “I'm taking a break!”
My manager, Mason Ryan, who also happens to be my dad, spews out his third non-fat latte of the morning all over the desk in front of him. “Stop being dramatic. You're Scarlett Ryan, the hottest thing on the music scene. If you take a break, when you come back, it will be too late. Your moment will have passed and you will be nothing.”
Maybe I don't care anymore. Maybe I don't want to come back, but I don't tell him this. I'm not ready to have that conversation with him. “I am 19 years old, and I still haven't graduated high school. I've been touring nonstop the past four years. I need a break.”
“Who cares about high school?” He half-screams at me, but quickly lowers his voice. “You have more money than you know what to do with. Another year or two won't hurt. And you're 19 years old. You don't need a break!”
I roll my eyes. He has absolutely no clue what I want, or need. I really don't care about the money. I care about the music. But Mason seems to have forgotten this. “This isn't up to you. It's up to me. And I am choosing to take a break so I can finish my senior year of high school. I need to reevaluate my life.”
“You can finish high school on the road. We'll hire you a tutor. And if you need to reevaluate your life, we'll get you a shrink, or a yoga instructor. You don't take a break during the height of your career! If you do, all that hard work will have been for nothing!”
He doesn't get it, though I didn't expect him to. He's 47, but acts like he's 20 most of the time. I swear, if he weren't my dad, I would have fired him a long time ago.
“I need a break.” I use my serious tone of voice with him. I know that he will ignore me, but I need him to know how serious I am. “It's not up for discussion. My mind is made up.”
With that, I walk out of his office slamming the door behind me, and book the first flight I can out of California.


Monday, September 7
Hope, Florida
6:00 am
Whatever you do, don't fall in love.
 
My alarm clock goes off at an ungodly hour. I start to hit snooze, but then I remember what today is, and sit up. Today is my first day of high school. Which is kind of ironic, considering I am 19 years old, but still, it doesn't make it any less exciting.
I shut off my alarm, get out of bed, and hop in the shower. After my shower, I blow dry my hair and straighten it. 
My hair is long, like past my waist long. And it's a shocking platinum blonde. The weird part is that it grows out of my head like this. I have always wanted to dye it, any color besides blonde. I hate the color of my hair. But my record company won't hear of it. Apparently they want a rock star who looks like Malibu Barbie.
Not that I look like a Barbie. Trust me, I'm not that perfect. Don't I wish...
I'm thin. Almost too thin. I blame it on lack of time to eat. Everything about me is too small, except my man arms, so says Perez Hilton. But I like my arms. They're very muscular... Not like bodybuilder muscles... More like, I help my band carry heavy equipment kind of muscles. You see, just because I'm a rock star doesn't mean I'm too good to help. Besides, setting up the stage is fun. It helps keep me grounded.
I also have small boobs.
Well, they're not that small. I wear a B cup, which works for my small body. But apparently the Hollywood sharks don't think so. Gossip blogs tear me apart. They told me I need to get a boob job. No thanks. The day I read that, I cried for an hour straight. The next day my song, I Won't Change for You, hit number 1. Very fitting. I kind of like to think of it as my way of giving a middle finger to the Hollywood sharks.
I'm also very short. 5'1”. Which sucks sometimes, but most of the time I like being little. It makes me feel girly. Plus, I wear a lot of heels. 
So really, the only thing I have in common with Malibu Barbie is my hair. Oh, and my Barbie dream house. My house in LA is more of a mansion, but I have to admit, I'm not going to miss it. Not even for a second.
Once I fix my hair, I put on my make up. I always wear it dark, but I decide to tone it down for today. I wear black eyeliner, and mascara. The black makes my blue eyes stand out. I put on light foundation and a little blush to highlight my cheekbones. I smile, satisfied at my reflection.
I go to my walk in closet. It's very huge. Not as big as my closet in LA, but still, it's bigger than the average sized bedroom. I even have a chandelier hanging in there, and I have to admit it's a bit excessive, but I am a rock star. I deserve a few indulgences in life. My stylist stocked my closet for me, and I swear, I have enough clothes that I wouldn't have to wear the same thing twice for the whole year. But that's okay with me, because, like I said, I am a girly girl, and I love clothes.
Every outfit is labeled for each day. I pick up the outfit that says “For your first day of school.” My stylist, Monica, wrote a note for me.
 
You told me to dress you like a normal teenager, and I did my best. Don't  blame me that you look better than everybody else. You are extraordinary, no matter what you wear. Good luck with high school. Go to lots of parties, get drunk, and kiss lots of boys. But no matter what you do: DON'T FALL IN LOVE! (Trust me, high school love sucks, and always ends in heartbreak). Have fun!
<3 Monica
 
I couldn't help but smile. I love Monica! I quickly put on my outfit. I do not look like a normal teenager at all. I'm wearing a pair of five inch, hot pink stilettos, a short green skirt, and a hot pink shirt that hangs off my right shoulder. But I'm not too upset, because I do look good.
Of  course I look good! I'm SCARLETT RYAN!
 
7:55 am
People are ALREADY staring.
 
I pull into my new school at 7:55, and people are already staring. Though, I suspect it's because of my car. I'm driving a special edition Lamborghini Sesto Elemento. It was custom made for me. It's black and has hot pink rims. Mason got it made for my nineteenth birthday 2 months ago. Again, I know it's extreme, but it's my dream car, and I love it. I love fast cars.
I glance in the rear view mirror at myself one last time. I put on my designer sun glasses and get out of my car. I walk boldly, and confidently to the building labeled “ADMINISTRATION”. 
I feel good as I walk. I can do this. After all, I am Scarlett Ryan. I'm about to open the door when somebody else pushes it open. Me and other person have a head on collision. Well, more like a head/ chest collision. The person towers over me by at least six inches, even in my heels. I start to stumble backwards, but a hand reaches out and grabs my arm to help steady me.
Smooth, Scarlett. Real smooth.
“I'm sorry. Are you ok?” the deep voice asks.
I look up into the bluest eyes I've ever seen. Like seriously, this guy puts THOR to shame. And I'm beginning to wonder if he is a god, because I swear, I just lost the ability to talk. My mouth suddenly feels dry.
What is this strange feeling?
Oh god, I'm NERVOUS. Seriously?
I take a deep breath and silently scold myself. I've met celebrities, yet I can't handle a teenage boy? I push my sun glasses to the top of my head. “I'm fine, thank you.”
He looks at me like he knows me, but can't quite figure out who I am. I'm hoping I can avoid the awkward 'Oh my god, you're Scarlett Ryan!' conversation.
As if I don't know who I am. “You look very familiar. Are you new here?”
“Yeah, I'm new,” and then I add, “Sorry, I don't think I recognize you. I'm not from around here.” I know, I'm bad. But I don't want him to know who I am. Not yet, anyway. Maybe I can at least make one friend who isn't obsessed with me. Though, let's face it, that might be difficult.
“Oh my god!” I hear a voice from behind him. “Scarlett Ryan?”
And just like that, I am surrounded by a sea of people. People are screaming my name and pushing through to the front, trying to get a glimpse of me.
I feel somebody grab my hand, and begin to pull me through the growing crowd of people. We go inside the building and quickly step inside the first door on the right.
I look up to see Thor locking the door.
Oh, the things I'd love to do with him in this locked room.
“Who are you? And why are they acting like that?” he asks.
I stick out my hand. I know that I can no longer hide my identity, so I decide to introduce myself. “I'm Scarlett Ryan. I have won five Grammy awards, I've had 15 number one hits in the past four years, and I'm currently taking a break from music so I can finish out my senior year in peace, and not from the back of a tour bus.”
He accepts my hand shake. “I hate to break it to you, but I'm pretty sure the back of a tour bus would have been more peaceful.” He eyes me up and down. “And you look different in person.”
“Good different, or bad different?” I ask, biting my lip. I can't help but flirt with him. Just because I'm not supposed to fall in love doesn't mean I can't make out with him... Or more...
Ok, ok, I know what you're thinking. But I'm not a slut. The fact is, I've only had sex with like 10 guys, and I can remember every one of their names. Well, except that one guy, but I was really drunk and he doesn't count. Point is, it could be a lot worse.
He laughs. “Good different.”
The bell rings, and he reaches for the door knob.
“Do you think it's safe?” I ask. Really, I just want to keep Thor in this tiny room a little longer.
He slightly cracks open the door, looks outside, and then motions me forward. We quickly make our way to the administration office.
Thor starts to leave, but I stop him.
“Hey, what's your name?”
He smiles, then says, “If you want to find out, you have to eat lunch with me.”
I have to admit, the boys got game. “Then, I guess I'll see you at lunch.” I flash him a seductive smile, and watch him trip over his feet as he leaves the office. I decide at that moment that I'm going to like high school boys. Especially high school boys who look like that.
 
9:06 am
Please don't maul the new student.
 
An hour later, I make my way into the school's auditorium. The principal is making a “special announcement”, and I am the subject at hand. I stand beside him on the stage.
“We have a new student,” the principal starts out once everybody is seated, and I swear I hear excitement in his voice. I want to roll my eyes. He actually asked me for my autograph before we came in here. “And I know you're all excited that the Scarlett Ryan is here, but I ask that you all treat her with respect.” He pauses for dramatic effect. “Please, don't maul the new student.”
I look out, and literally every eye in the building is on me. Even the teachers are staring. Finally, my eyes find Thor's. He looks amused. And I am the source of his entertainment.
“Do you have anything you want to add, Miss Ryan?” the principal asks me. I almost don't hear him because I am too busy starting at blue eyes.
“Yeah.” I step to the microphone. “Guys, I'm human. I shit too...” After a short pause, I ask, “Am I allowed to say shit?” Silence is all that answers. “Anyway, I'm going to be here for the rest of the school year. I'm taking a break from touring to finish my senior year. Hopefully we can be friends.” As I step away from the mic, I suddenly feel faint. Did I seriously just talk about shitting in front of the entire high school?
Real attractive, Scar.
After the assembly, the principal walks me to my algebra class. When I go inside the classroom, the first thing I see is Thor. The principal asks for a volunteer to walk me to my classes and show me around, and he is the first to volunteer... Of course... I sit down in the empty seat beside him.
“Will you please tell me your name?” I pout.
“If I tell you, then you'll have no reason to eat lunch with me. So, no, I'm not telling you.” He turns his attention forward, and I roll my eyes at him.
Mr. Franks is my algebra teacher. He actually looks nervous as he teaches. I resist the urge to bang my head against my desk. Why can't everybody act normal around me?
Because you're NOT NORMAL, a voice from within reminds me.
While Mr. Franks teaches, I have a hard time concentrating. In fact, I'm thinking about the first time I met a celebrity.
I was 15 years old, and had just finished recording my debut album. I was about to go on tour with Alec Torch, and we were meeting for the first time. I actually forgot my own name! I was so embarrassed. But Alec sat me down and we had a long talk. He gave me the “I shit too” speech and I couldn't help but laugh. We've been best friends ever since. He's very down to earth for a celebrity, and really, he is the one who has kept me grounded. Trust me, it's very easy to lose yourself when people are shouting your name. I'm thankful for him.
The bell rings, alerting us that class is over, and I panic, realizing that I just dazed out for the entire period. Great... At this rate, I am still going to be repeating my senior year at age 40.
“Ready?” Thor asks.
I nod. “You know, until you tell me your name, I am going to refer to you as Thor.” I smile at the creativity of his nickname.
He stops half way to the door, and looks at me cautiously. “Why are you naming me after a Greek god?”
“Your eyes. You put Chris Hemsworth to shame. And I would know, cause I went to the movie premiere.”
“Are you real?” he asks.
“Last time I checked.” I answer with a shrug. “Why do you ask?”
“No reason.”
I follow him to my next class, which also happens to be his class. I guess I shouldn't be surprised considering how small Hope High School is.
Again, Thor sits beside me in my next class. I decide right then and there that this is going to be a long day.
 
11:01 am
And the blonde jokes begin...
 
I don't share the following class with Thor. He happily walks me to the door, and says he'll meet me by my locker for lunch.
“Goodbye, Thor,” I smile up at him.
“Goodbye, Rock Star.” He shakes his head at me as he walks away.
I enter Mrs. Borring's class, and can't help but laugh at her last name. I wonder if she really is boring.
This class is called study hall. When the bell rings, I wait for the teacher to get up or say something, but she doesn't. I watch everybody around me pull out their books.
I look at the girl next to me. She's reading a novel, and she looks really into it. I look around me to find somebody who doesn't look preoccupied. Finally, my eyes land on the guy behind me. He's got a look of amusement on his face as he watches me.
Creep much?
“Why isn't the teacher... um... teaching?” I whisper to him.
He leans forward in his desk like he's going to let me in on some mind blowing secret. “Tell me, is the blonde hair natural?”
I roll my eyes. “Either you're stupid, or you don't watch TV. Everybody knows my hair is natural.” Duh, creeper.
He smirks. “Feisty. I like it.”
I glare at him. “So are you going to tell me what I'm supposed to do, or what?”
“It's called study hall, Blondie. It's where you study.” He looks amused. “Can you even read?”
And the blonde jokes begin. “I can read just fine, thank you.”
I turn in my seat, looking forward. I already don't like this guy. I'm about to pull out my phone when I feel a pencil poke me on the back. It's sharp.
“Son of a bitch!” I yell, rubbing the spot where he poked me, and then instantly cover my mouth. “Sorry,” I apologize to the teacher and the classroom. When everybody looks back down at their work, I turn around in my seat. The boy behind me is silently laughing. “I hate you.”
He covers his heart with his hands. “That hurts.”
“Maybe you should stab yourself with the pencil next time. In the heart. That is how you kill an evil being right? A stake to the heart?”
He actually smiles, and I realize, he has a wonderful smile. Actually, he's kind of hot, even if he is a douchetard. He has bright, emerald green eyes, and jet black hair. It's just long enough to run my fingers through, but not too long where it looks sloppy. He also has dimples, which I quickly decide is a sexy quality in a guy.
“I'm Stephan.” Yep, even his name is sexy.
“I'm Scarlett.”
He laughs again. “I know... I heard your speech about shitting. It was a great way to start off my Monday. Very entertaining. I can see why you have so many fans.”
I feel my face flush, though I'm not really sure why I'm embarrassed. “Well, it's very nice to meet you.”
I turn back around and pull out my phone. I spend the next hour checking my email, and tweeting.
I think I'm going to like “study hall”.
 
12:00 pm
I Googled you.
 
After study hall, I meet Thor at my locker. He is waiting for me when I get there.
“You know you're not supposed to have your phone out during school,” he tells me as I walk up to him.
My phone is currently in my purse. “Um, my phone isn't out.”
“I saw your tweets during study hall.”
I shrug. “I didn't hide it, and the teacher didn't say anything. I'm not used to all these rules. It's going to be hard to remember them all.” I pause and then add, “So, you follow me on twitter. You are a fan!”
“Maybe I am,” he laughs. “Or, maybe I Googled you?”
Ouch.
I follow him into the cafeteria. I vote no on the nasty looking food, and we sit at an empty table.
“So do you know a boy named Stephan?” I ask him, not really sure why I am bringing up the jerk from study hall.
“Stephan Montgomery?”
“I don't know... Black hair, gorgeous green eyes, snarky attitude that makes you want to slap him...” I describe.
“I resent that,” I hear a voice behind me. I know who that voice belongs to without looking. He takes a seat beside me. “Besides the gorgeous eyes part. That is
true.”
Thor looks annoyed. “Scarlett, this is my little brother, Stephan.”
“Little? He's 2 days older than me,” Stephan immediately clarifies.
I look between the two. “You're brothers? And how is he two days older?” I am very confused.
“STEPBROTHER. My mom didn't choose the best candidate for husband,” Stephan smarts off.
“Whatever.” I turn my attention back blue eyed boy in front of me. I've already decided that Thor and I will be good friends. “So, Thor, you were going to tell me your name....”
“Thor?” Stephan questions.
“He reminds me of Thor, you know, the Greek god,” I answer.
Stephan makes a gagging noise. I ignore him.
“I'm Ethan James,” he answers, shooting an annoyed look at his brother. “And that guy with the snarky attitude was just leaving.”
Stephan puts his arm around me. “I think the lady said gorgeous before she said snarky attitude.”
I toss his arm off me.
“Fine, I can take a hint.” He gets up, leaving me and Ethan sitting there.
Ethan watches his brother leave. Once he's out of earshot, he turns back to me. “So, how are you liking public school so far?”
I shrug. “It's ok. You and douchetard are the only one's who have spoken to me though. I think everybody else is intimidated.”
He laughs at my douchetard comment. “They are just all starstruck. Soon they will be following you around, asking you for your autograph...” Before he finishes the sentence, a group of girls come up to me. They begin telling me how much they love me, I sign a couple autographs, and as soon as everybody else see's, they are lining up through the cafeteria.
And the madness begins...
 
3:05 pm
With my middle fingers up.
 
After lunch, the craziness continues. I pretty much have to shut my car door in people's faces to get them to leave.
I lean my head against the warm leather seats and sigh. I'm so glad that the day is over. I crank up the radio and smile as I hear my song come on the radio. Four years later, I still get excited when I hear myself over the air.
As I pull out of the parking lot, I look in my rearview mirror and see that people are staring at me as I leave. I scream out in frustration, but quickly remind myself this is what I wanted. I wanted to be a rock star. Music is my passion. It's worth it. Or, at least, it used to be.
My cell phone rings, and I smile, hearing Alec's beautiful voice sing to me. He recorded a special ringtone for me last year, and I love it.
“I miss you,” I answer.
“You too, babe,” he agrees.
Ok, I know what you're thinking, but it's not like that between Alec and me. We are friends, yes, but nothing more. Not that I don't find Alec sexy, he is absolutely gorgeous! He's one of the sexiest guys on the planet, number five according to People magazine, but he's just an adorable big brother to me. Well, besides that one time we were really drunk, but I don't like to think about that night. We both just agreed to forget. Not that we could for a while. There were pictures of us making out, basically raping each other in public. It was very embarrassing.
“How are you liking your normal life?” he asks with humor in his voice. He thinks I'm silly for wanting normal.
I sigh. “Well, I made a friend,” I say, thinking of Ethan. “But, my life is anything but normal. Everybody followed me around, asking for autographs all day. I thought Hope High School was small, but I feel like I signed all day. Certainly I would have gotten everybody by now.”
“Well, you are the hottest rock star on the planet...” he pauses, and then adds, “besides me, that is.”
I roll my eyes, but nearly drop my phone as I pull up to my beachfront home. I scream out in frustration. There a mobs of people standing outside my house. “ARGH! I have to go! I have a situation to deal with.”
I click off my phone, and shoot my dad an email telling him I need security. He replies in less than a minute. I told you so, is the first line of his reply. Then he gives me the details of the guys who will be here in an hour. I shut off my car, and boldly face the paparazzi.
I push my way through the crowds of people. They're all screaming my name, shoving microphones at my mouth, and taking pictures. I walk into my house, turn around, smile, and hold up both middle fingers before slamming the door in their faces. I can't wait to see that on the internet.
My phone blings within minutes. It's my dad. He's pissed about the pictures. I love that I pissed him off. At that moment, I love technology.
 
7:35 pm
Speaking of pants...
 
The crowds are gone, security is standing guard, and I am officially bored. So bored, that I'm actually reading my @'s on Twitter. 
Ok, ok, I may be a terrible rock star, but I get thousands of tweets a day. Some of them are super sweet and say something like: @RockStarScar I LOVE YOU! You're so pretty and awesome... and blah, blah, blah. But then I get douches that say stuff like: @RockStarScar you're ugly. I hope you die. And let's be honest, those tweets are depressing.
I'm scrolling through the tweets on my iPhone when I see an avi that looks familiar. It's from @Stephan_Montgomery. @RockStarScar hey, Blondie. I roll my eyes, but I follow him anyway, and reply.
@Stephan_Montgomery Hey, Mr. Snarky Pants
He replies instantly. @RockStarScar speaking of pants.... ahem... I'm pretty sure you want in them.
I roll my eyes. @Stephan_Montgomery 140 characters aren't enough to explain how much you disgust me.
@RockStarScar then why don't you come meet me? You can tell me to my face how much you “don't” want me.
@Stephan_Montgomery okay. But only because I'm bored, and desperate.
@RockStarScar I like desperate women ;)
I have a DM from him, it is his address. I sure am not sending mine to him. So, I grab my keys, and I go.
 
7:55 pm
Damn girl reactions!
 
I don't go far. Literally, Stephan lives in the house next door. How did I forgot the name of my own street? I turn off the navigation on my phone, and walk over. I'm about to ring the doorbell when I hear, “Hey, Blondie.”
“I have a name,” I say, crossing my arms over my chest.
“Oh, I know,” Stephan smiles, and I swear my heart speeds up. What is up with that? “I just like torturing you.” And just like that, I'm broken from his spell.
“You have 5 minutes to entertain me before I leave,” I fake a yawn.
He holds up his phone. “Nice pic. I see you know how to use your middle fingers very well.”
I take a look at the picture of me, and smile. I actually look kind of good in this pic. “I could reenact the moment for you.” I'm about to flip him off when he takes my hand, and pulls me down the beach.
“Where are you taking me?” I ask, but continue to let him lead the way. I kind of like the butterflies I feel when he's touching my hand. “Are you kidnapping me?”
I see him crack a smile. “Blondie, you are conceited.”
“I'm fucking Scarlett Ryan,” I joke. “Of course I'm full of myself.”
He clears his throat. “You know, I'd kind of like to fuck Scar...”
I cut him off. “Ewe. As if!” It's suddenly hot, and it definitely has nothing to do with the Florida humidity. “Like I'd give you the golden ticket. I'm not some cheap tramp.”
He stops, and turns towards me. “I never said I'd get it for free.” He pushes my bangs behind my ear, and I shiver against him. He smirks, like he's proven something. “I'll work for it.”
He leans closer, and I lick my lips in anticipation. His lips are literally half an inch from mine. I close my eyes, and he suddenly jerks away, laughing.
“I hate you.” Damn girl reactions. 
“You wish you could hate me,” he winks. “But if you didn't like me, you would not be here with me now.”
Damn, he's right. I hate that he's right. “I'm going to write a song about you.”
“Already in love with me?” He continues to pulls me down the beach, and I'm wondering where he's taking me.
“Yes, madly,” I roll my eyes. “I'm going to call it Stephan Montgomery is a Douchetard.”
“That hurt.” He pulls out his phone. “My Twitter has been blowing up ever since you tweeted me. A lot of 14 year old's are calling me a perv right now.”
“You are a perv,” I agree.
“Speaking of... We were going to finish this conversation about you want in my pants...”
I pull out my phone, and ignore him. I'm about to scroll read the Tweets when he snatches my phone, and takes off running down the beach.
“HEY!” I run after him, but can't catch up. Two minutes later, he stops, and hands me my phone. I punch his arm.
“That hurt,” he says, rubbing the spot I hit.
I look at my Twitter and see that he has tweeted from my account.
OMG. @Stephan_Montgomery is the hottest guy like, EVER! And for the record, I totally want in his pants.
I feel the fury build up inside of me, and I am beyond pissed.
“I HAVE 34 MILLION FUCKING FOLLOWERS!” I scream, and then I punch him as hard as I can in the eye. He falls over in the sand, and covers his eye with his hand.
“Ouch.”
“I hate you,” I say for the third time since meeting him, then I turn my back and run away as fast as I can. I spend the rest of the night explaining to people that somebody hacked my Twitter, and I have no clue who @Stephan_Montgomery is. 
And that I definitely DON'T want in his pants.
Because I really don't. 
Or, at least that's what I'm telling myself.


Tuesday, September 8
8am
You are my hero.
 
I slip in the desk beside Ethan just as the bell rings.
“You gave my brother a black eye,” he whispers. At first I think he's mad, but then he holds up his knuckle, and I bump mine against his. “You are my hero.”
“Is it bad?” I ask, biting my lip.
Ok, I realize that maybe I overreacted just a little bit, but I've got pride. I'm not about to apologize to him.
“Yeah,” he laughs. “But he totally deserved it.”
Finally his eyes drift behind me, and I look back. Bob, my 6'7, 320 pound security guard, is standing behind me. He's very intimidating. He's so bad ass that he has a tattoo of a dragon with flames coming out of its mouth on his bald head. I know he's here to protect me, but I'm kind of scared of him at the same time. Maybe it's the fact that he could snap my 5'1”, not quite 100 pound body in half with one hand.
“This is Bob.”
Ethan nods in Bob's direction, but Bob doesn't acknowledge him. He's mysterious like that.
“I need your help, Ethan.”
“With what?” He asks, still looking at Bob.
“I want to fit in.” I say. 
Ethan's eyes focus on me, and he laughs. “You're kidding right?” I glare at him, and he stops laughing. “Well, Scarlett, you are a rock star, and I'm pretty sure once people get over the initial shock of you, you will be the most popular girl in school.”
I roll my eyes. “I don't want to be popular. I've seen Mean Girls, and being popular sounds rather torturous. Besides, I'm kind of a band geek. You know, I am a musician. I'm more than just a pretty face who sings.”
“Trust me, I know.”
I finally notice the teacher in the front talking. I've been back here talking to Ethan for almost 10 minutes, and neither of us have gotten in trouble. I want to scream. This is exactly what I was talking about, special treatment because I'm a rock star. I don't want it! Well, I sort of do, but not really! I need to prove to myself that I can do this on my own. I want to be able to get in trouble just like every other kid. I want to get detention.
I pay attention through the rest of class, and try not to fall asleep. I'm wondering why they would have a History class at 8am. C'mon, at least give people time to wake up before you start with the boring crap.
Bob walks behind Ethan and me as we walk to algebra. I'm thinking how much I hate my morning lineup of classes. Math makes my brain hurt.
As we sit in class, I try hard to figure out what the hell the teacher is talking about, but by the end of class all the numbers are running together. I rub the temples of my head, trying to make the headache go away.
“I can help you with math,” Ethan offers.
“Really?” I'm actually really excited that he offers.
“Yeah. Come over tonight.”
I laugh. “You sure Mr. Snarky won't mind?”
He shakes his head. “Please, he's probably scared of you after you gave him that black eye. Finally, a girl tougher than my bad ass stepbrother.”
“Ok. I'll see you at...” I cut off, asking him what time.
“Seven,” he confirms.
 
11:00 am
Damn conscience.
 
When I walk into Study Hall, I take my seat and ignore Stephan Montgomery. Well, I do take a quick peek at his eye and see that it is in fact black. I can see that I decked him pretty good, and for this, I feel bad... Even though he totally deserved it.
I feel a tap on my back, and turn around in my seat. “What do you want?” I ask through gritted teeth. He smiles at me, and I hate how my heart reacts to him. One smile, and I'm putty in his (very sexy) hands.
“Tonight, you and me.” He raises his eyebrows suggestively, and once again, I curse the butterflies in my stomach.
“Can't, I'm busy.”
“I meant after you're finished doing math with my extremely nerdy stepbrother.”
Does he know everything? Like, seriously. Ethan and me planned this less than an hour ago. How does he already know?
“You know, I really don't like you.”
“Keep telling yourself that, Blondie.”
“Do you want your left eye to match your right one?” I ask.
He narrows his eyes at me. “If you weren't a girl, I would have punched you back.”
“So you're sexist too?” I laugh, and then focus my eyes on the front of the class, trying to ignore the extremely annoying guy behind me. Stephan taps me again.
“Please, will you hang out with me tonight?” He is sincere as he asks.
Dammit, why do his lips have to be so sexy? And his smoldering green eyes are freaking distracting. I say, “No,” but I'm nodding my head yes.
He smiles. “See you tonight, Blondie.”
During class, I actually pull out my math book. I'm trying to make sense of everything, but honestly, I can't even focus. I'm thinking about the boy behind me with a black eye. I'm fairly certain he is the type of guy Monica warned me to “not fall in love with”.  Not that I'm in love with him. I don't even like him. I don't know why I can't seem to tell him no. It shouldn't be this hard.
And dammit, if I didn't get a conscience. I couldn't help but feel guilty about giving him a black eye. It was a little extreme. All he did was update my Twitter. It wouldn't have even been a big deal if I was a normal teenager. But I'm not. And it's my career he's messing with.
I fought with myself through class, and finally, when the bell rings I turn towards him.
“I'm sorry that I punched you.” There. That wasn't so hard.
“I'm sure you will find some way to make it up to me,” he says, winking at me. “Maybe tonight.”
I roll my eyes. “And just like that, I want to punch you again.” I turn to walk away.
“Come on, Scarlett,” he says, stopping me from walking out the door. “It's called joking. It's my way of trying to flirt with you. And I'm sorry that I updated your Twitter.”
“Apology accepted. And wow, you called me Scarlett.”
“Do you prefer Blondie?”
I shake my head, and bite my lip to keep from smiling. “No way. I'll see you tonight, Stephan.”
 
6:55 pm
Wear something HOT.
 
I retouch my makeup, and change my outfit before heading next door. I tell myself it's not for Stephan, but I know better. He sent me a tweet earlier that said “Wear something hot”. I don't reply, but I decide to wear something hot anyway.
Monica labeled everything in my closet for almost any occasion I could come across. I pick the one that says, “For when you want to kiss ass, turn heads, and take names.” I put the short, tight, red dress on, and smile at my reflection. I put on a pair of four inch black heels with it, and I have to admit, I look good.
“Hope this is hot enough, Stephan,” I say to my reflection before heading out.
I decide to use the sidewalk to go next door, because walking in heels, in the sand doesn't seem like such a good idea. Before I get up to the house, I hear somebody come up behind me.
“Damn.” I turn around to face Stephan. He's staring at me, with his mouth slightly hanging open, and then he sighs. “I thought you'd wait to look hot until after your little math date with my brother.”
“One, it's not a math date, it's tutoring. If I don't do this, I will fail and be forced to repeat my senior year for the rest of eternity. Two, you and I are going out right after, and I didn't want to change clothes. And three, you're welcome to come. I hear your brother is quite a math genius, and well, you and genius don't fit in the same sentence. I'm sure you could use the help too.”
“Are you going to insult me all night?”
I nod my head. “Probably.”
“Good. It turns me on.” He smiles. “Have fun with my brother.”
“I will.”
“And don't tell Ethan it's not a date. He doesn't know that...”
 
7:05 pm
Tutoring 
 
Ethan is waiting for me in his room, but I can't stop thinking about Stephan.
“Wow,” Ethan says, motioning towards my outfit. “You look beautiful.”
My heart warms at his comment. He called me beautiful, where his evil stepbrother called me hot. He's sweet. Stephan is a jerk. Why must I have warm, fuzzy feelings for the wrong guy?
“So you're going out with my stepbrother tonight.” It wasn't a question.
“Yeah...” I bite my lip. “I kind of feel bad about the whole black eye thing.”
He nods. “Well, just be careful with him. He tends to get in a lot of trouble.”
“It's sweet that you're trying to be all protective, but trust me when I say I can handle an 18 year old wannabe bad boy.”
“I'm not saying you can't handle him. I'm sure you can, Scarlett. I'm just saying... he might be bad for your good girl image.”
I laugh. I'm far from being a good girl, but he's right, in Hollywood I am considered a good girl. I don't have any DUI's, there are no sex tapes of me, I didn't get pregnant before turning 18, and I haven't posed for Playboy, but I'm definitely not what I would consider good.
“What kind of trouble are we talking about?” I ask. “I gave him a black eye yesterday, and that was just because he updated my Twitter. I think I can handle myself.”
“That's not what I meant.”
“Then what do you mean, Ethan?”
“Nothing...” He sighs, and opens his math book. “Let's just study, ok?”
 
8:15 pm
You can't look hot and be comfortable.
 
One hour later we are done studying, and I have a major stress headache. I don't feel like I've learned anything new. I'm also pretty sure that math is my kryptonite. Stephan is waiting for me downstairs.
“You probably should have worn more comfortable shoes, Blondie,” Stephan tells me, looking at my four inch stilettos.
“You told me to dress hot. You can't look hot and be comfortable,” I say, shaking my head. Boys.
“You'd look hot in anything...” he pauses, then adds, “or nothing. I'm ok with that option as well. Feel free to take your clothes off.”
I roll my eyes. “Seriously, perv, if this is how it's going to be tonight, I will just go home.”
“No, no,” he says. “I'll be good. I promise.”
“Just remember – you will never see me naked. EVER.”
His green eyes once again have me hypnotized. “One day soon, I will prove you wrong. And when I do, I am going to remind you of this very conversation.”
Yeah, it just got hot again.
I look at his car, and can't help but smile. He's driving a 1971 Dodge Challenger. It's black, and I love it. “Seriously, your car is amazing.”
“You like classic cars?” he asks.
“Um, yes! I love them. I'm actually thinking of getting a '69 Boss 429 from my friend Alec. It is candy apple red, and it is beautiful. He fixed it up last year, and it's been sitting in his garage with his other cars. I told him a car like that deserves to be driven.”
“I think you should get it.”
“I think I will.” Stephan opens up the car door for me, and I'm in shock. I look up at him. “You are the only guy who has ever opened the door for me, besides my limo driver.” I get inside. “I'm pretty sure this gives you a ton of extra awesome points.”
“Wow. So you've only been out with jerks.” He shuts my door, and walks around the car. I'm smiling the whole time. He starts the car, and the engine roars to life. The whole car rumbles as it idles in his driveway.
“This is what I love about old cars,” I say. “My Sesto Elemento is so smooth, and sleek, but this... This car is how a sports car should be. I love how I can feel the vibration of the engine.”
I'm seriously turned on by his car.
“A girl who can play the guitar, drives a Lamborghini, and likes classic cars,” he sighs happily. “Where have you been all my life?”
I laugh. “So where are you taking me?”
“It's a surprise,” he says, then takes off squealing his tires. The car jerks as he shifts. It is very different from what I'm used to, but I like it. It makes riding more intense.
“Well, do I at least get to drive your car at some point?” I ask, hopeful.
“Only if I can drive yours.”
“Which one?” I ask.
“You have more than one?” he looks surprised for half a second. “You know, I keep forgetting you're like a millionaire rock star.”
“I'm going to take that as a compliment.”
“So, the car you're thinking of buying,” he starts, “I think you should get it. It would be a great investment. Plus, after tonight, you'll probably want it.”
He turns onto a gravel road that looks like it leads to nowhere. We go down for about 2 miles, then he turns right into a house. It's a small house, but we drive past it and drive for another 5 minutes. I see a sign that says “Jepsen Race Track”. We pull up to a small race track. There are about 20 cars parked around it.
“Racing?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.
“Oh this isn't where we race,” he smiles. “This is where we practice.”
 
8:44 pm
Where the hell is Paul Walker?
 
As we get out of the car, I'm pretty much wondering what he means by they just practice here. It's actually a pretty nice track. And does he race? Or does he just like watching? I'm also wondering if I can get in on the action.
We walk up to a set of bleachers, a few people are sitting there already.
“Stephan!” I hear the group yell.
He grabs my hand, and pulls me behind him. “Hey guys!” He knuckle bumps a few of the guys.
“What happened to your eye?” One of them asks as we get closer.
I step out from behind him. “That was me, actually.”
I wait for them to recognize me, and for them to freak out. I am expecting them to ask for my autograph. But something amazing happens: they don't know me.
“Who is this hottie, and where have you been hiding her?” One of the guys ask, looking me up and down. I'm suddenly wishing I would have wore more clothing.
“This is Scarlett,” he says. “And she's mine, so stay away.”
His words should scare me. I really don't like possessive
guys, because I am a girl who can take care of myself. But with Stephan, it's kind of hot that he's telling his friends to stay away from me.
“Anybody who can stand up to Stephan is cool in my book,” a girl holds her hand out to me, and I accept her handshake. “I'm Britney, but my friends call me Brit.”
Britney is about two inches taller than me, even with my four inch heels on. She has chocolate brown eyes, blonde hair, and curves in all the right places.
“Nice to meet you, Brit. You can call me Scar,” it's what my friends in grade school used to call me, and I really don't want these people to recognize me.
“You look so familiar,” another girl says. “Have you ever gone to west side?”
“No,” I shake my head. “I'm from... not around here.”
“Hmm... I'm sure I'll figure it out,” she smiled. “I'm Ginny.”
Ginny's hair is red, but you can tell it's not natural. It almost looks orange. But bad hair color aside, she's just as beautiful as Britney. 
Stephan puts his arm around me. “Hey, will you be ok up here by yourself for a few?”
I nod. “Yeah. I think I will.”
Him and a few of the guys walk down the bleachers. I wonder if I'm going to get to see Stephan race, and if I'm going to get a chance.
“So, are you Stephan's girlfriend?” Britney asks me.
I shake my head. “No way. Are you forgetting that I gave him a black eye?”
Britney and Ginny both laugh. “Please, with Stephan, it probably made him want you more. He's kinky like that.”
“So, do you race?” I ask them, changing the subject off me and Stephan.
“No!” they say in unison.
“It's the guys thing. We just come to support them, and get drunk,” Ginny clarifies. “But mostly to get drunk.”
Music starts blaring out of the speakers lined around the track. It's my song. I look at a big booth by the track, and see Stephan sitting inside. He leans close to the microphone, and is looking at me. “Scarlett for my
Scarlett!”
I give him a look that says I'm going to kill you, and he winks. 
“Oh my gosh! I love this song!” Ginny says, and then she starts singing along (very badly, I might add. Seriously, I think my ears are bleeding).
Britney rolls her eyes. “It's overplayed. It kills me. Listen to her, she probably can't even sing in real life. She probably slept her way to the top.”
Now I'm pissed. I'm about to smart off, and blow my cover when I hear Stephan's voice. “She's actually really talented,” I hear him say. “Scar, I'm about to race.”
“Can I drive?” I ask.
“You should have brought your car.”
I laugh. “Maybe when I get my Boss. I'm not driving my Lam...” I cough, remembering Ginny and Brit behind me. “Um, never mind. Stephan, you know why I can't bring my car.”
“Well, you aren't driving my car.”
“Can I at least ride with you?” I ask, fluttering my eyelashes at him.
He nods, and I follow him back to his car. Once we're in, I watch him as he pulls his car onto the track. I love his facial expressions, and how they suddenly got very serious the second we pull out onto the track.
“Just so you know,” he says, turning to me, “you can only ride during practice. The actual race is too dangerous.”
This kind of makes me mad. I am stubborn, and hate being told what I can and can't do. “I'm pretty sure I'd be ok. Besides, I'm going to get that car, and I'm going to race myself.”
He shakes his head. “Where I race is no place for you.”
“Well, where do you race?”
“I'll show you. Friday night. I'll pick you up at 11,” he says.
“11 at night?” I confirm.
“Yes,” he nods. “The races usually start around midnight on the west side.”
“West side?” I ask.
He laughs, and then takes off. I lean my head against the back of the seat as he circles around the track. We are the only ones on the track right now, but soon, another car pulls on. We pull up beside them. The guy in the next car nods at Stephan and I want to laugh. What is this? The Fast and the Furious?
A brunette girl that I didn't see before steps out onto the track. She's wearing a pair of skinny jeans, and a tank top. She's kind of hot, in a Kim Kardashian kind of way. And then I realize, this is just like The Fast and the Furious. Now, where the hell is Paul Walker?
She has a flag in her hand. She counts, and waves the flag. Both cars whiz by her, and I'm not thinking about her anymore. I'm sitting with my head against the neck rest watching the track. Stephan cuts right around the first curve, and we are drifting.  At first, I think about screaming, but then I realize that I've never had this much fun. It's a total adrenaline rush.
I glance down at Stephan's speedometer. He's currently going 80 MPH, drifting around a curve. I wonder just how fast he has drove this car.
The other guy is ahead of us, but as we go around the second curve, Stephan pulls ahead. We do a few more laps, and Stephan manages to stay ahead... barely. But we win, and I'm pretty sure I'm screaming.
“That was awesome!”
 
12:43 am
My friends don't like your music.
 
It's really late when we leave the racetrack, but I'm not tired. I feel exhilarated, and extremely hyper. It's then that I realize, I know this feeling... It's the feeling I get after every performance.
Stephan didn't let me drive his car, but I rode with him during every race. Stephan raced probably five times, and we got to watch about 20 other races. This is definitely my new favorite thing to do.
“Ok, seriously, that was so much fun,” I say, as we leave. “I can't wait to race.”
“That wasn't a race,” he chuckles. “I told you, babe, that was just practice. Wait until Friday night. That's when the real races are.”
I sigh dreamily, and lay back in the seat. “I like your friends.”
“Why is that?” he asks.
“Didn't you notice that not one of them knew me?” I smile. “I can be normal around them. It's pretty awesome.”
“My friends don't like your music,” he admits. “And it's not really you, you're an amazing singer and performer, but all that animated shit kind of takes away from your talent.”
I nod, knowing exactly what he means. “Well, that's part of the reason I wanted to take a break. Every album I record becomes less and less me. I hate what's expected of me. You know, my record company wouldn't even let me dye my hair?”
“I like the blonde,” he smiles. “But it does make you look like a Barbie.”
“I know, right?” I shake my head, thinking about how stupid my life has become. “Did you know that I can play the guitar, bass, and drums?”
“I knew about the guitar from some of your earlier work, but I didn't know about the others. That's impressive.”
“Thanks. Nobody knows because I don't play. They expect me to just sing. I mean, don't get me wrong, I love singing, but I want to play!”
“Will you play for me?” he asks. “I'd love to hear your music. Something I've never heard before. Scarlett unplugged.”
“Yeah. I want to play for you,” I agree. “Tomorrow, after school?”
“Sounds good to me.”


Wednesday, September 9
7:45 am
Goodbye, Barbie
 
Last night, I didn't get home from my date with Stephan until well after one in the morning. I'm used to late nights, but I'm not used to early mornings. And this morning, I hit the snooze button about 15 times too many. I look through my closet and grab a pair of skinny jeans, and a hoodie. I throw my hair up in a ponytail and skip the makeup. I'm too scared to look in the mirror because I know I look hideous.
I run out the door, and am surprised to see that Stephan is parked in my driveway. He's leaning up against his car with his hands in his pockets. The lack of sleep obviously doesn't effect him, cause he looks incredible.
“Stephan.” I'm a little breathless as I say his name.
“Scarlett,” he smiles. “Want a ride?”
I nod as I walk to his car. I slide into his passenger seat, and suddenly wish I would've taken the time to fix my makeup.
“You look good,” he says as we take off. “Less like Barbie.”
I look at him for a few seconds before responding, “I'm not sure if that is supposed to be a compliment or not.”
“Oh, it's a compliment.”
“I'm pretty sure today is the first day I've gone without makeup since I was 14 years old,” I admit to him. “If only my mom could see me now, she'd have a cow.”
“Where are your parents?” he asks.
“My dad is in Los Angeles. He's my manager and refuses to accept the fact that I'm taking a break,” I explain. “And my mother, well, I think she's at my house in Europe. Her and my father can't stand to be in the same country as each other.”
“So, why are you taking a break?”
Why is a very good question. One that I'm not exactly sure how to answer without being too personal.
“I am just reevaluating my life. I'm not sure that music is what I want anymore,” I admit. “I mean, don't get me wrong, I love music. Music is my life. But, being a rock star isn't exactly what I thought it would be. I'm under so much pressure to just be perfect, and I can't do it anymore.”
“So if not music, what do you want with your life?” he asks.
Another good question. “I have no idea. I honestly have never dreamed of doing anything else. Maybe I will go to college.”
“You don't seem like the college type, no offense, because I'm definitely not the college type either,” he says. “Not that college isn't good for people like my brother, but you and me, we were destined for more.”
“Do you really believe in destiny?” I ask.
He nods. “I think I do.”
 
12:02 pm
You like her.
 
I really didn't think that my math tutor session did any good, but today during math I actually understand some of it. I know that I still have a long way to go, but Ethan says he's willing to help me until I get it.
“When can you tutor me again?” I ask Ethan as we walk to lunch. The whole walk there, I'm wondering if Stephan will eat with us or not. I should have asked him in Study Hall.
“I need to study for a chem test tonight,” he says. “Tomorrow?”
I nod. “Sounds good.”
“Scarlett,” I hear a voice. I turn around to see a brunette girl come up to me. She's wearing a cheerleading uniform. Her eyes stand out to me. They're the same color of green as Stephan's. The girl is kind of beautiful.
“See you inside,” Ethan blushes, then with his head down, he walks off in the opposite direction.
“Hi, I'm Mona,” she introduces herself to me. “Do you want to eat lunch with me and my friends today?”
“I don't know,” I hesitate. “I usually eat with Ethan.”
She rolls her eyes. “Come on, you're Scarlett Ryan. Why are you hanging out with him?”
“Scarlett!” Stephan comes up, and puts his arm around my shoulder.
“Ewe,” Mona says, then turns around and walks the other way.
“What's her problem?” I ask him.
“I don't know, and I don't care.” He says. I start to walk towards to cafeteria, but he stops me. “Let's ditch.”
I roll my eyes. “It's my third day here, Stephan. And might I remind you, I'm 19 and still haven't graduated high school. I'm here to learn.”
He tries to look sad. “Fine. Go hang out with my dorky stepbrother, and I will see you after school. Remember, you promised to give me a private concert tonight.”
I half wave. “Later.”
As I walk through the cafeteria, I ignore everybody who tries to talk to me, and sit beside Ethan. I don't even care if everybody thinks I am being a bitch. I am not in the mood to put up with fake people, and I am quickly figuring out, high school is almost as bad as Hollywood. 
Ethan looks sad, but smiles when I sit at the table across from him. He almost looks surprised that I am sitting here.
“What's wrong?” I ask.
He shakes his head. “It's nothing. I just... hate small towns sometimes.”
“Trust me when I say it's not any different in a big city, just less people to hate you here,” I shrug. “Does this have anything to do with that cheerleader?”
“Mona,” he reminds me her name. I really don't care. “You know, I've known her since kindergarten. We were friends up until two years ago. After my dad married Stephan's mom, she quit talking to me.”
“Wow, what a bitch,” I say. “Why would you want somebody like her to talk to you anyway?”
He doesn't reply. He just hangs his head, and looks at his food. Where was the confident guy I met on the first day of school? And then, I realize...
“You like her.”
He glares at me. “I don't know her... I mean, I used to, but not anymore. I can't like somebody I don't know.”
I can't help but smile. “But you want to know her. And you're attracted to her.”
He sighs. “It doesn't matter. She doesn't want to know me.”
“How about we make an arrangement,” I suggest.
He looks up, and I can tell he's intrigued.
“You tutor me in math, and I'll tutor you in girls.” 
“I'll tutor you either way,” he says, taking a bite of his food. “Besides, I'm a lost cause.” I'm pretty sure part of his burrito just fell out of his mouth. I choose not to comment.
“I know. But I want to help you.”
“I don't know...” he hesitates, but I can see that he will break easily.
“That girl, and every other girl in this school, will be falling at your feet within a month,” I promise.
“Fine.”
I can't help but feel satisfied. 
 
3:11 pm
The real “Scarlett”.
 
One of the reasons why I chose Hope, Florida is because of my house. It's nothing fancy, especially compared to my home in Malibu, but it is exactly what I want. A 2 story house on the beach. On the bottom floor, the walls are basically glass, and the view of the ocean is spectacular. 
At the back of my house, there is a huge stone wall that circles around the in ground pool. There is even a rock waterfall that is attached to the pool.
The best part... I know my parents won't want to visit me here. This house, as well as the town, is much too small for their taste. 
I catch a ride home with Ethan, since I had rode to school with Stephan. When I get home, he is waiting for me outside. The security guys I hired are standing beside him.
“Want us to get rid of him, Miss Ryan?” one of the guys asks.
I smile, and look like I'm truly considering his question. Finally, I say, “Naw, he's with me. He's fine.”
I open the door, and Stephan follows me inside.
“My studio is in the basement,” I tell him.
He follows me down the stairs. “So, did you have fun at school?”
Absolutely not, I think, but I lie and say, “Yes. It was fine.” I smile, not offering him any more information. As soon as lunch was over, I regretted my decision to not leave with him. I would never get used to high school, or teenagers for that matter.
“Liar.”
I roll my eyes. “Fine. It sucked. I'm not going to lie, high school sucks.”
“Yes, it does,” he agrees.
I switch on the light in the basement, and smile. This room, I quickly decide, will be my favorite. It will be my escape.
The walls are covered with white cloth, for better acoustics. There are a couple of small glass rooms. The first room has a pink drum set inside, and the other room has a microphone set up in it.
Huge amps, and speakers line up against the back wall, and on the wall above it hangs some of my guitars, and basses. I grab my favorite electric guitar off the wall, a cherry red Gibson Les Paul, and plug it into my Fender amp. I turn it on, letting the tube warm up, as I put the strap over my shoulder. I pull the mic stand up to meet my height, and tap the mic.
“Flip the red switch,” I tell Stephan, motioning towards the very large soundboard that has two computers set up in front of it. He does as I say, but doesn't say a word. He just watches me in amazement.
I strum the guitar, and shake my head. I haven't played this guitar since the move, and it's extremely out of tune. I turn on my guitar tuner, and begin tuning my guitar. It only takes a few seconds. I'm used to tuning it fast on stage. I then turn my amp to distortion, and turn on a drum pattern.
Then, I lose myself in my music. My hand glides up and down the familiar neck of the guitar. I'm smooth, never missing a beat, always hitting the right notes.
The song I'm playing, it's different than what I normally do. I haven't even shown this particular song to my producer because I know that he won't record it... And if he did, he would butcher it. He would take away the raw guitar, and add some computer animated shit that I hate. 
My music is popular. But I don't want to be popular. I want to be good. As long as my dad is my manager, I will never be able to do what I want. And this is what I want.
Finally, I begin belting out the lyrics to my song. It's all me. Nobody helped me co-write. Hell, nobody else has even heard this song before. And as many times as I've performed in front of thousands of people, I've never been nervous, but I am right now. Maybe it's because I'm opening myself up, but I don't even care. I just play and sing. I perform like I would at a sold-out Madison Square Garden, because this is what I want. This song. This music. Me, playing... It's what I'm good at, and it's what I love.
I open my eyes as I hit the first chorus, and see Stephan looking at me with awe. He almost looks starstruck, which is kind of funny. But I feel good about it. I can tell that he likes my song. And I think he's in shock over the fact that I am good.
No, I'm not good, I'm AMAZING. AWESOME. INCREDIBLE. OUTSTANDING. Take your pick. And it's not me being cocky, or overconfident, it's me being truthful. I know that I wouldn't be where I am today if I wasn't better than average.
I honestly came from nothing. My family was an average family from the suburbs. My mom was a first grade teacher, and my dad owned a small business. Me and my older sister, Stacy, went to school, and made good grades... We were good kids.
I started playing music when I was three. That's when my parents bought my sister her first guitar. She was 10, but quickly lost interest, so I picked it up. I had no idea what I was doing, but over time I taught myself, and my parents were surprised that I was actually good. I took guitar lessons, and by the time I was seven, they were putting me in music competitions. They became obsessed.
My older sister, Stacy, essentially got ignored because of me. By the time I was 10, and she was 17, our parents uprooted us from our home in Seattle, and moved us to LA. They had plans for me. Forget the fact that Stacy was a senior in the middle of the school year. They were obsessed with me becoming a star. Nothing else mattered to them.
We were only in LA for a few months when Stacy disappeared. It's been nine years since I've seen her, and I'm not even sure if she's alive, honestly. My parents didn't look for her. They said it was her decision, that she ran away. She was almost an adult. She could take care of herself, so they said.
I still think about her everyday. I wonder how she is, where she is, or if she's even alive. But she is the reason I tried so hard. For her. I figured if I could prove to her that it was worth it, that she would somehow come back into our lives. And now, I'm sick of trying. I just want to be me. I want to live my own life. Which is why I'm here.
When the song ends, I turn off the electric drum beat and turn toward Stephan. He's standing there, staring at me.
“What did you think?” I ask.
“Tell me something,” he pauses. “If you could play, and sing like this, why the hell were you singing that crap they play on the radio?”
I shrug. “Because I do what I am told. Or, at least I used to. Not anymore.”
“Well, I must say, I like the real Scarlett. She's really talented,” he steps closer. “You are incredible.”
“Thanks,” I say. I turn off the amp, unplug my guitar and put it on the stand.
“So what happened to you? Why did you just give in, and do what others wanted you to do?”
I sigh, and take a seat on the black futon. Stephan sits beside me. I think about his question, and I'm scared to answer... I'm scared of what he will think of me.
“Fame happened,” I answer. “Music awards, chart topping songs, money, houses, cars... Millions of screaming fans...” I shake my head. “It goes to your head, no matter how hard you fight it. I let myself go, and I became this... power hungry girl. I wanted more. It was never enough.”
“I can see where it would be easy to lose yourself.”
I nod, sadly. “I could drink more alcohol at 16 than most grown men. I partied hard, and stayed drunk a lot. I even got into drugs for a little while. Nothing too hard, thankfully. I think I was just trying to fill the emptiness. I guess I thought that fame and money would be more fulfilling than it was.”
He looks at me, not saying anything. I'm pretty sure that I scared him.
“Sorry,” I say. “I shouldn't have sprung all that on you.”
“No, I... I'm glad you told me. I'm just shocked. You're nothing like the person you described,” he admits.
I laugh, bitterly. “Well I woke up one day, and I didn't know where I was or how I got there. I lost two whole days of my life. During that time, I have no idea what I did. I know that I played a show, and I only know that because I saw the video of my performance. I was out for all of it. Two months later, I bought this house, and here I am,” I shiver at the memory. “It scared me, Stephan. I'm 19. I thought I was invincible. But I'm not. I was well on my way to being a young, dead celebrity. Just another star who OD'd on drugs.”
“Wow, Scar...” he looks at me like he's trying to figure me out.
I nod. “Yeah, I know. I just... I feel like I got a second chance, and I'm not going to screw it up.”
 
11:21 pm
You know you're hot.
 
Stephan and me stay in my studio, chatting. I tell him my whole story. I start by telling him how I started playing. I talk to him about my parents. How much they used to love each other, and how they now can't stand to be around one another. When I told him about Stacy, I broke down and cried. It was the first time I had spoken about her to anybody outside of my family. It felt good to be so honest.
After I opened up to Stephan, he seemed to open up to me without hesitation. He told me about his mom and dad. His dad died a few years ago, and his mom remarried Ethan's dad. He said it was a huge adjustment and he wasn't happy at first, but he did admit that Ethan wasn't “that bad”. He also told me that the car he drives was his dad's car, which is why nobody but him is allowed to drive it.
We were in the middle of talking about his races when I gets a phone call from Alec.
“It's my friend with the car,” I tell Stephan excitingly. I answer my phone and put it on speaker. “Alec!”
“Hey gorgeous,” he greets me with his normal flirty tone. For some reason, it makes me uncomfortable in front of Stephan. “You ready to come back to California yet? I miss you.”
“No way! I love it here!” When I look at Stephan, and he's glaring at my phone. “Hey, I was wondering if you were still wanting to sell your Boss 429...”
“For you, anything,” he says. “In fact, I'll deliver the car myself! It'll give me time to see you! I have a few weeks off. Think you can put up with me a couple days?”
“Yes! Oh, and I've made friends! You'll love them!” Now I'm excited.
“Any boyfriends?”
I feel my face start to blush. “Um...” I am not quite sure what to say. Stephan is not my boyfriend, but he definitely has the potential to be. “I've only been here three days, Alec!”
“What's his name? Is he nice? Or am I going to have to beat him up?” he jokes with me.
I look up at Stephan as I reply. “Stephan, yes, and no.”
“Is he as hot as me?”
I choke out a laugh. “Maybe more so. He's extremely sexy. And he's also staring at me while we talk, so that is the end of the conversation for now.”
“Fine, Scarlett Ryan, but this conversation is far from over. And tell him if he hurts you, I will kill him.”
“Consider the message delivered,” I say, looking at Stephan, who is trying not to laugh. “I'll see you soon, Alec.”
“Later!”
I hit end on my phone.
“Your friend is... interesting,” he says. “So is that Alec Torch?”
I nod.
“So I'm hotter than him?” he asks, raising his eyebrow.
I put my hands on my hips, and look at him bashfully. I am embarrassed, so I try to play off the conversation. “Come on, Stephan, you
know you're hot.”
“Maybe I just wanted to hear you say it,” he smiles, and then clears his throat. “So, just to clarify, you still don't want in my pants, right?”
I glare at him, but can't help but smile. “I'm pretty sure that I made a bet that you would never, ever see me naked. I hate losing. So yeah, I'm going to have to pass.”
Stephan looks at me with his green eyes, and I remind myself to breathe. “Let me know if you change your mind.”
“I won't.” It's a lie. He knows it. I know it.
“Whatever you say,” he winks.
Not too long after that, I walk with Stephan to my front door. I'm pretty sure that the both of us are exhausted from the previous night, and it's now well after midnight. After we say good night, I go upstairs, take a shower, and go straight to bed. I don't even take the time to blow dry my hair because I'm so exhausted.


Thursday, September 10
7:30 am
Somebody like you.
 
When I wake up this morning, I promise myself that I'm going to go to bed at a sensible time tonight. Of course, I know that's not going to happen, but I'm more than ready for the upcoming weekend so I can sleep in.
When I look in the mirror, I let out a squeal. My hair is sticking up all over, and I remember that I went to bed with wet hair. I quickly comb through it, and put it in two braids. I straighten my bangs. Then, I get dressed in a rush, again.
I run out the door, and smile when I see Stephan standing outside. “I want to ride in your car today,” he says.
I don't have to be asked twice. I open my garage door, and unlock my car. “Get in.”
Stephan and I get in the car, and I back out of my driveway. My security guard, Bob, follows close behind in his big, black SUV.
When I take off, I decide to show off a little bit. I don't even get close to flooring it, but Stephan and me are both thrown back on the seat. I shift out of first, and love how the car jerks as I shift into second, and then third. It only takes a few seconds to get up to 75. I let off the gas and slow down to 45, which is speed limit.
Did I mention that I love my car? Cause I DO.
“I want to drive your car,” he pauses. “No, I need to drive your car.”
I laugh. “I actually don't let anybody else drive it. Not even my mom, or dad.”
“What about Alec?” Is that jealousy I hear in his voice?
“Once,” I admit. “But I was extremely drunk, and he only drove it five miles from his house to mine. Besides, he has a car that is much more expensive than mine that he lets me drive all the time.”
“I was wondering something...” He pauses mid sentence.
“Yeah?” I ask, when he doesn't continue.
“You and Alec... Are you two more than just friends?”
“NO!” I say immediately. “He's like an older brother to me. That's it.”
“I saw pictures of you two on the internet.”
My face suddenly feels warm. “We were both drunk that night. We never had sex. We just made out. I honestly don't even remember it, I was so wasted. I didn't know until I saw the pictures online the next day. After that night, we promised to never get drunk together again.”
I pull into the parking spot at school, but neither of us get out.
“It must not have been that great of a kiss, if you forgot about it.” He pauses, then adds, “But, if I kissed you, you definitely would remember.”
“I wouldn't know,” I flirt. “Maybe someday you'll have to... show me...”
“Maybe I will,” he says, leaning closer. His lips are so close, I can feel the warmth from them. My heart is beating so fast that I feel like it's going to beat it's way out my chest. But he doesn't come any closer. “Maybe I won't.”
I roll my eyes, and back away from him. “Stephan, you sure have a way with the ladies. Tell me, how come you're single?”
I get out of the car, and basically shut my door in his face. I start walking towards my first class, and I hear Stephan run up behind me.
“Maybe I'm single because I haven't found anybody who I would consider being with long term. Maybe I have been waiting for somebody special,” he says sweetly. “Maybe somebody like you.”
The bell rings, and I jump at the sudden, loud noise.
“See you in study hall,” Stephan says, walking away from me.
 
11:59 am
Stephan Montgomery has a heart after all...
 
After study hall, Stephan follows me out into the hallway. 
“Want to eat lunch with me?” he asks.
“Are you ok with eating with Ethan?” I ask him.
He sighs. “Come on, Scarlett. What is the deal with you and my stepbrother?”
“He's my friend,” I answer, firmly. “Ethan is cool. I don't know what your problem is with him, but you need to get over it. He is your family.”
“He is not my family. He's just the son of the man my mother married.” His voice is bitter. “As long as you eat lunch with him, I won't be there.”
Before I can respond, Stephan storms past me. 
Whatever. If he's going to act like a child, I'm not going to follow him.
“Scarlett?” the brunette with the green eyes from yesterday walks up to me. “Hey. I thought I would try again. Yesterday, we got off on the wrong foot. I would like to be your friend. Would you consider eating lunch with me and my friends?”
I want to say hell no, but then I think of Ethan. What he sees in this girl, I will never understand. “I would like that, but only if I can invite my friend, Ethan.”
I see her smile falter a little, but she quickly recovers. “That would be fine. But really, why Ethan?”
As badly as I want to smack her across the face, I don't. “Why not? He is really nice. He's been such a great friend to me... And he's kind of hot.” Hot is a bit of a stretch, but he is nice looking. Any girl would be lucky to be with him.
She thinks about it for a moment. “Yeah, I guess he is kind of cute.”
I follow her towards the cafeteria, and decide to talk up Ethan. “You know, I kind of think he looks a little like Thor.”
She laughs, but I can tell it's fake. “Ok, well, you can grab your friend and meet me at the table. We sit in the direct center of the lunchroom. It's where all the most popular girls and boys in the school eat.”
Like I really care
who sits at the “popular” table!
I turn and walk towards the far right, where Ethan and I always sit. He's waiting there for me.
“Hey, Scarlett.”
“Hey. Good news. We're sitting with that cheerleader girl that you like,” I say. “So come on.”
“What?”
“Come on,” I motion him. “Your dream girl awaits.”
After a few seconds, Ethan finally gets up and follows me to the popular table. I want to vomit at the thought of sitting there, but I have to hold up my end of the bargain.
“Hey! So glad you two could eat with us!” The cheerleader scoots down for me and Ethan. I take the seat furthest from her, so Ethan is forced to sit by her.
“Hey, Mona,” he says, shyly.
Mona, why can I never remember that name? Though, I guess I've always been bad with names.
Everybody around the table takes turns introducing themselves to me. I'm glad that none of them ask for my autograph, though I suspect Mona asked them not to scare me away.
Most of the people sitting at the table are either in sports, or they are cheerleaders. Apparently baseball and basketball are a big deal at this school. Only a couple of people sitting at the table aren't into sports, and I can tell by their designer clothing that they must have rich parents.
I wonder why they don't like Ethan. He's the hottest guy at the table, and he obviously has wealthy parents. Their house is next door to mine, right on the beach. A beachfront property, even in a small town like this, costs a lot of money. And I've seen the cars parked there – they aren't exactly driving old beaters. I'm pretty sure I saw his dad driving a Hummer, and his mom has a red Corvette.
Maybe they don't know?
I shake off the thought almost as quickly as it comes. I know that's not the case, because in a small town like this, there are no secrets. There has to be a lot more to the story. Ethan definitely isn't telling me everything.
I feel my phone vibrate in my pocket. I pull it out to see a missed call from a blocked number. There is a voice mail.
“I'm sorry, guys,” I say to nobody in particular. “I have to take this.”
Before anybody has a chance to respond, I get up and walk out of the cafeteria as fast I can. Nobody, not even Stephan or Ethan, has my number. Just my parents, managers, record company, and Alec. I need to know who the call is from.
Ever since my sister disappeared, every time I get a call from a unrecognizable number, I think it's her. I'm usually disappointed, but I never give up hope. I can't. I even hired a private investigator.
Once I'm out of the cafeteria, I keep walking and head out the front doors of the school. Once I'm outside, I put my phone up to my ear, and listen to the message.
 
“Scarlett, this is Andrew Davis,” I listen. My heart jumps when I hear my P.I.'s voice on the other end. “I have a lead on your sister. I'm not sure if this is just another dead end, but it looks promising. I'm in South Carolina. I should get back in touch with you in a couple of days at the most. Talk to you soon.”
 
I lean against the side of the brick building and close my eyes. I try to picture Stacy, but when I think of her, I always see the 17 year old version of her. I know that she's 26 now, though. I wonder if she has her own family, if she's married with kids. I wonder if she still looks the same. I wonder if she would be proud of me.
I shake my head, and push myself off the wall. No, she would not be proud of the person I've become. I've had less than a stellar life. I let fame and fortune go to my head. But maybe she would be proud of my decision to come here – my decision to get my life straight.
“Is everything alright?” I hear Stephan's voice.
I nod, and wipe the tears away from my cheeks. I hadn't even realized I was crying. “Yeah, everything is... perfect.”
“I saw what you did for him... for Ethan...” he half-smiles. “Even if I don't like him, because of my mom's decision to marry his dad, doesn't mean I don't know he's a good guy. He doesn't deserve the way they treat him. Thank you for that.”
“Wow. Stephan Montgomery has a heart after all.”
“Who would've thought,” he jokes.
 
3:00 pm
Queen Bitch.
 
I'm heading out the front door of the school, about to walk out to my car, when I hear somebody yell my name.
“Scarlett!”
I think momentarily about ignoring the person, because I figure it's just going to be somebody asking for my autograph, but I stop anyway. I turn around to see a girl that I sat with in the cafeteria. I think her name was Nicole. Or Nancy, maybe? N something. Or maybe Mary?
“Hey,” I say.
“I'm Demi,” she reminds me.
Wow, I wasn't even close.
“I just wanted to say, it was nice of you to sit at our table,” she smiles. “But next time, you need to understand, that Ethan is not welcome.”
I barely resist the urge to roll my eyes at her. Who does this girl think she is? Regina George? For a moment, I feel like Lindsay Lohan, and can't help but laugh. “Trust me, there definitely won't be a next time.”
“Before you get all judgmental, maybe you should talk to Ethan about this. There's a reason that we don't like him,” she pauses for a second. “Actually, maybe you should ask Stephan. He knows the story better, and you seem to be pretty cozy with him.” She turns around and walks away from me.
What a bitch.
I continue to walk to my car, Stephan is waiting there for me.
“Everything ok?” he asks, noticing the distressed look on my face.
“Yeah,” I say, shaking my head. I quickly decide that Mona is not the girl for Ethan... Now just the convince him of this. “I'm actually coming to your house today. Ethan is tutoring me again.”
Stephan looks a little disappointed. “Oh.”
I smile. “Somebody is jealous.”
He shakes his head. “No, not at all.”
“I'm not into Ethan like that, you know. In fact, I happen to know he's into somebody else,” I say for his benefit. “I'm just not sure the girl he likes is the right girl for him.”
“Yeah, I've tried to tell him,” he sighs. “Mona is the queen of this school, and she is a bitch. I don't see what he sees in her. Or what anybody sees in her, for that matter.”
His voice is bitter, and I couldn't help but wonder what happened between him and her. “So... Are you going to tell me what she did to make you hate her so much?”
“Let's just go home,” he says, opening the passenger side door.
I walk around the car and try to shake it off. Stephan is acting weird. I get in the car, start it, and put on my seat belt. I can't handle not knowing. It's going to eat me alive until I know.
“Sorry,” he says. “I just don't want to talk about it... About her... It's nothing personal.”
“What, is she like an ex girlfriend or something?” Great, now I sound like a jealous girlfriend.
He laughs, bitterly. “I definitely never dated her.”
“Ok.” I say, inwardly sighing in relief. 
“Are you ready for tomorrow night?” he asks, as we pull out of the parking lot of the school.
“I am very ready. Tuesday night was so much fun. I still can't believe that was just practice for you guys.” I pause. “Actually, I'm hoping that I can race next Friday night.”
“I don't know, Scarlett,” he says. “It's kind of a big secret, and having you race... It could blow everything.”
“What? Like I'm going to tell everybody about it?” I roll my eyes at him. “I don't even have friends here, besides you and Ethan that is. Who am I going to tell?”
“I don't know... Just, don't tweet about it, ok?”
I can't help but laugh at that. “I haven't been on Twitter since Monday.”
“Me either,” he says, sheepishly. “I had to sign out of it on my phone. I keep getting hate tweets.”
“I wonder why...”
“Seriously, you have some loyal fans. They were threatening my life.”
I shrug. “Guess you won't mess with Scarlett Ryan again.”
Stephan shakes his head. “You should really stop referring to yourself in the third person, Scarlett Ryan. It's kind of creepy.”
I roll my eyes jokingly. “I'm Scarlett Ryan, and I don't have to take this.”
Stephan just shakes his head.
 
 
3:15pm
Weird.
 
We pull into Stephan's house at 3:15, and I'm surprised to see his mom's car is there. She's rarely ever home, especially during the day. Stephan stiffens when he sees her car.
“Should I just go home?” I ask, not wanting to intrude. We definitely aren't at the meet my parents stage... Far from it, in fact. 
“No!” he answers quickly. “It's fine. You can meet her. She'll love you.”
“Wow. Stephan Montgomery is introducing me to his mother.”
“Well, I wouldn't introduce just any girl to her,” he smiles.
Damn, his smile should be illegal.
“I hope she likes me.”
“She will. In fact, she already does. She's a big fan. She's never missed a TV appearance with you.”
“Great...” I roll my eyes.
“Hey, I was just warning you.” He takes off his seat belt. “Come on, I'll protect you.”
“Fine. Let me just tell Bob I'll be here tonight and he can take the rest of the night off.” I get out of my car, and Bob is parked behind us. Stephan waits for me at his front door.
“Hey, you can just take off the rest of the night. I'm going to be here all night anyway,” I tell him.
“Ok, Miss Ryan. I will see you in the morning.”
I follow Stephan inside his house. Ethan hasn't made it back from school yet, so I follow him into the kitchen where his mom is pouring herself a glass of ice tea.
“Mom.” She looks up at him, and smiles, then looks over at me. Her glass is full of tea, but she keeps pouring. It is slowly overflowing onto the counter. “This is my friend, Scarlett Ryan. Scarlett, this is my mother, Sarah James.”
His mom finally notices what she's doing and immediately puts down the jug of tea. She wipes up the spilled tea off the counter. “It's so nice to meet you, Scarlett,” she says in a very controlled voice. “I'm a big fan. Um, Stephan didn't tell me that you two were friends.”
“Are you ashamed of me?” I joke with Stephan.
“Would you like to stay for dinner? I know that my husband would be thrilled to have you,” she urges me.
“Sure,” I say, then look at Stephan. “I mean, as long as it's alright with Stephan.”
“Of course it is!” Sarah jumps before Stephan can even respond.
I hear the front door open and Ethan walks into the kitchen. He looks annoyed. “Ready to study?”
“Yeah,” I say. “Nice to meet you Mrs. James.” I turn to Stephan. “You want to study with us?”
He shakes his head. “You two go ahead.”
 
4:25 pm
Mind your own business.
 
“Enough studying!” I tell Ethan after only 45 minutes. I feel like banging my head against the wall. “If I see one more math equation I may kill myself.”
Ethan get's a very serious look on his face. “That's not funny, Scarlett. Suicide is not something to joke about.”
“It was just an expression. I'm not actually suicidal. I'm sorry if it offended you, but I promise I'm not going to off myself,” I quickly say.
He sighs. “Sorry. It's just a sensitive subject for me.”
“Why? What happened?”
“I don't really want to talk about it.”
I nod, and decide to change the subject. “So, I was thinking about Mona. She's kind of a bitch. I think you should set your sights on somebody else. Maybe somebody with a personality.”
“And maybe you should mind your own business.” His voice is cold, and very unlike him. “Seriously, don't act like you know anything.”
“I'm not,” I defend myself. “Seriously, get a grip, Ethan. The girl sent her clone to tell me that as long as you were with me, I wasn't welcome at her table. Do you really want to be with a girl like that?”
He doesn't answer.
I get up and gather my things. I'm so furious that my hand is shaking. I'm about to open the door, but Ethan stops me.
“I'm sorry, Scarlett. It's just really complicated, but it's not my story to tell.”
“Stephan?” I ask.
“Yeah,” he says in a whisper. “But, don't ask him yet. Let him tell you when he's ready.”
I nod my head, but don't say a word. Honestly, I think I may be scared to. I walk out of his room.
 
4:40 pm
The 'L' word.
 
I walk down the hallway and eventually I find Stephan sitting in his room. He's listening to music, but he has his headphones on so I can't tell what is playing. I sit beside him on the bed, and he looks up at me smiling.
“Hey,” he says, pulling off his headphones.
“Hey,” I repeat. I look around his messy room. It's exactly how I pictured it would be. Posters of classic cars are hanging on the wall, his bed is black, and clothes are spread out across the floor. “No poster of me?” I ask, trying to act hurt.
He rolls his eyes. “I'm not the kind of guy who lusts after what he can't have.”
“Who said you can't have me?” It's a joke. Sort of.
“Um, duh, you did.”
“Whatever.” I roll my eyes.
“Pull out your phone,” he insists.
“So you can update my Twitter again?” I ask, shaking my head. “No way.”
“Seriously. I promise not to update your Twitter, Facebook, or whatever other social network you have...”
I pull out my phone, and hand it to him. “If you're lying, I will cut off your balls.”
He grabs my phone, and gives me a serious look. “That's not funny.” He scrolls through my phone, and then holds it up to me. It's the tweet from Monday.
@RockStarScar: I have no clue who @Stephan_Montgomery is, but I can assure you, I will NEVER be in his pants.
“Why try?” he asks, smiling. “You obviously don't want me.”
“Fine...” I click at my phone and then hand it back to him. He smiles.
@RockStarScar: I take back what I said about @Stephan_Montgomery. I have every intention of getting in his pants.
He clears his throat.
“Oh my gosh, Stephan! Are you blushing?” I joke with him.
“Just because you want me doesn't mean I want you,” he says, smiling. I know he's joking, but he's trying to sound serious. “I am not easy. I don't give just anybody the golden ticket.”
I laugh when I realize that he quoted what I told him the first day. “Who says I won't work for it?”
“Ooooh, you play dirty,” he raises his eyebrow at me. “But, two can play at that game.”
My phone vibrates in my hand, and I look down to see the tweets pouring in. I turn my phone off and set it on the desk beside his bed.
“Whoa,” he says with disbelief. “Miss High and Mighty Rock Star is turning off her phone? Whatever will you do without your adoring fans telling you how awesome you are every five seconds?”
“I guess I'd rather listen to you tell me how awesome I am.” I flutter my eyelashes at him.
He throws a pillow in my face.
“HEY!” I throw it back.
He looks at me, and I swear I can see desire in his eyes. He moves closer to my mouth, and says, “I think you already know how I feel about you.”
“It's still nice to hear it out loud.” I never once look away from his lips, which are literally inches from mine.
“No matter what I feel, I'm not going to tell you after knowing you four days.”
“I've told you more about me in these four days than I've ever told anybody else.” It's the truth. I've never been close to anybody, at least not since Stacy ran away.
“I at least have to take you out on a date first. Then I can kiss you.” He pulls back, but I'm actually not disappointed. I smile, and have no idea what to say. Nobody has ever said anything that sweet to me before. I think I can definitely get used to small town guys.
No, it's not just small town guys. It's Stephan.
“I think I may be in love,” I joke.
He laughs. “And I definitely won't say the L word for a really long time.”
“Are you scared of love?”
“No,” he shakes his head. “I'm just realistic. I won't say it until I'm one hundred percent certain that it's true. I don't think the word should just be thrown around. It kind of means less if you do.”
“I've never been in love,” I admit.
“Me either.” He hesitates, then says, “Unless you count my car, and I'm definitely in love with my car.”
I laugh, thankful that the subject was lighter. “You have a serious problem.”
“You're telling me. There is this blonde rock star who won't leave me alone. Seriously. I think she's stalking me.”
“I can leave,” I say, getting up.
“NO!” He pulls me back down onto his bed. “I kind of like that you're always around.”
“You should! You invited me!”
He shakes his head. “No, my stepbrother did, and then my mom asked you to stay.”
“And what if they wouldn't have asked me to come over?” And I am officially one of those girls. You know, the kind who fishes for compliments.
He smiles. “Well, I guess I would just have to ask you myself.”
It took everything in me not to let out a girly squeal when he said that. Wow. Could Stephan Montgomery be anymore perfect?
Probably not.
 
7:00 pm
Dinner with the James's.
 
When I was invited to dinner, I expected take out – pizza, Chinese food, maybe even Indian food. What I did not expect is an actual home cooked meal. I don't think I've had one of those... ever.
Spread out across the table is true southern comfort food – fried chicken, mashed potatoes (or taters at Stephan's mom calls them), cornbread, and gravy. I'm also pretty sure there is nothing on this table that my nutritionist would approve of. I decide that this weekend, I'm getting a gym membership.
“Wow, Mrs. James, this looks amazing,” I compliment her, as she hands me a huge plate of food. 
“Call me Sarah.” She winks.
Stephan's mom is cute. She looks like somebody you would see on The Real Housewives of New Jersey, but she has real southern charm. It was a weird combination. I could even hear a little bit of a southern accent, if I wasn't mistaken.
“Where are you from, Sarah?” I ask.
“I'm from Atlanta. I moved here when I married Stephan's father,” she answers proudly. “What about you darling? You always live in Los Angeles?”
I shake my head. “I'm actually from Seattle. I moved to California when I was 10. I think I like it here the best though. It's nice to get away from the big city.”
“What made you choose Hope?” she asks.
I feel my face grow warm. I chose it simply because of the name – Hope. I haven't had hope in a long time. But I'm certainly not going to say that to her.
“I threw a dart at a map,” I joke.
Everybody laughs and thankfully that is the end of that conversation.
I enjoy every moment of my dinner with Stephan's family. His step dad isn't there, but I figured he was working late. I couldn't remember the last time I ate dinner with my parents, and we never ate at home. My dad likes me to be seen in public as often as possible. He isn't happy unless I grace the cover of all the gossip magazines, and tabloids. Sometimes, I wonder what it would be like to have normal parents. But, that isn't going to happen.
After dinner, Stephan walks me home. He kisses me on my cheek. It is the best kiss I have ever received. And I actually go to bed at a decent time. I am very much looking forward to the next day.


Friday, September 11
7:00 am
Good Distractions.
 
I wake up with Friday by Rebecca Black stuck in my head. Seriously, it is the most annoying, yet oddly catchy song in the history of music.
I quickly get up, and get ready for the day. I'm excited because, today IS FRIDAY, which means the races are tonight. I'm more than excited about it. I have no idea what I'm going to wear, but I decide I will stress about that after school.
I ride with Stephan again, which is quickly becoming part of my normal routine.
“You look good,” he says, looking at my legs. Today, I'm wearing a short jean skirt.
“I'm up here.” I try to sound offended, but I'm mostly turned on. I like it when Stephan looks at me like that. I will wear short skirts everyday as long as he continues.
“I'm pretty sure you're down there too.”
I try not to laugh, but I can't help it. “Oh my god, Stephan, you are my favorite person. Seriously.”
He smiles, and I swear I feel my stomach drop all the way down to my feet. “The feeling is mutual.”
Deep breath, Scarlett.
WOW.
Yeah, I'm pretty sure I like Stephan a 100 times more now.
“You ready for the races tonight?” he asks.
I nod, still trying to catch my breath.
“Wear something sexy. It'll distract the other drivers,” he winks.
“Will it not distract you?” I flutter my eyelashes at him.
He thinks for a second. “On second thought, you should probably wear baggy sweat pants and a t-shirt.” He pauses. “Actually, you'd still be distracting. You're just too damn hot.”
“Ok, well I'll do my best to look hideous.”
“Hey, I don't mind being distracted. You're a good distraction. If I crash and die, I will die happy.”
I put on my best serious face. “Don't crash your car before I get a chance to drive it.”
“It's a good thing you're pretty, cause if you weren't, I'd make you walk home from school today,” he says, as he pulls his car into an empty spot.
“So what if I didn't have my looks anymore? Like maybe my face gets burnt in a fiery explosion...”
He shakes his head sadly, “I'd have to dump you.”
I laugh, because I know he's joking. “You know, Stephan, we actually have to be dating for you to dump me. And I'm pretty sure you've never asked me to be your girlfriend.”
“That hurts, babe.”
I roll my eyes and get out of his car, laughing the whole time.
 
12:03 pm
I just want you for your body
 
At lunch, I get a call from Alec, so I decide to skip lunchroom drama and just talk to him instead.
“Hey, gorgeous,” Alec greets me.
“ALEC! I seriously miss you!”
“Me too,” he says sadly. “But hey, I'm coming next week! I'm going to hand deliver your car.”
I let out a squeal. “Oh my gosh! I can't wait! Seriously.”
“I should be there Friday, so don't make plans! You're mine the whole weekend.”
“I actually have plans on Friday night,” I say. “But you're totally invited!”
He laughs. “Do you already have a high school boyfriend?”
“No,” I say quickly, then add, “Not yet.”
“Yet?” I can practically see him rolling his eyes through the phone. “Tell me about him.”
I sigh dreamily. “Oh, Alec, he's amazing. You will love him. He's super hot. But he's so much more than just a pretty face, and nice body. He makes me laugh. He actually listens to me. He doesn't like me because I'm Scarlett Ryan, Rock Star. He likes me because I'm Scarlett Ryan, Person.”
“I can't wait to meet him! And if he breaks your heart, tell him that I will hurt him.”
I laugh, because Alec is small. “He's twice your size!”
“Fine. I'll have my bodyguard hurt him. But hey, I have to go. I can't wait to see you next weekend!”
“Me too! Love you!”
“You too.”
I hang up, and jump when I feel a tap on my shoulder. I turn around to see Stephan standing there. I feel my face turn red. “How long have you been standing there?”
He smiles. “Long enough to know that I'm hot, but so much more than that.”
“Gah!” I want so badly to hide my face.
“I can't believe it. Scarlett Ryan has a crush on me!” He jokes with me.
A crush? Really? Is this what a crush feels like?
“Please. I just want you for your body. What I feel for you is strictly lust,” I say, looking him up and down very slowly. His jeans are tight today, and I like them.
My phone vibrates in my hand, and I look down to see Andrew Davis, my P.I., calling. 
“I have to take this.” I turn and walk away from him. I don't want anybody to hear this conversation. I'm not sure why I don't, I just don't want him to think that it's stupid, trying to find Stacy.
“Hello,” I answer.
“Hey, Miss Ryan. I have some good and bad news for you. But I think we need to have this conversation in person,” he says. “Are you in LA?”
“No, I'm in Hope, Florida.”
“Oh,” he hesitates. “Well, I'll be getting on a plane. Can I meet you tomorrow morning?”
“Yeah. I'll email you my address.”
“Ok. See you then.”
I click end on my phone just as the bell rings. I don't have time to think about the conversation we just had.
 
8:55 pm
First date.
 
The races don't start until 11 that night, but Stephan wants to take me out to eat before the races. He says that this definitely counts as our first date (which means he can finally kiss me). I am definitely ok with that.
“You look beautiful,” Stephan tells me as I open the door.
Tonight, I am wearing a short white dress. It does look good. It hugs me in all the right places and it shows a lot of leg, which I know Stephan likes. I'm also wearing a pair of four inch, hot pink stilettos, so my butt looks awesome.
“Thanks,” I smile. He's wearing a pair of dark denim jeans. They're tight, just like I like them, and he's wearing a white, button up shirt, with a black dinner jacket. He's wearing his black Chuck Taylor's, which is what he always wears. “You look pretty hot yourself.”
We walk out to his car, and he opens the door for me to get in.
“You're spoiling me,” I tell him as I get inside.
“You deserve it, Scarlett,” he says, shutting the door.
As he walks around the car, I can't help but let out a little squeal.
I know I say 'wow' a lot, but WOW. I can't get over how extremely wonderful and perfect Stephan is! He is seriously raising the bar when it comes to guys I date. No guy will ever be able to measure up.
He gets in the car, and starts it up. He looks over and smiles. “Wow. I'm taking Scarlett Ryan on a date.”
I laugh. “If you're nice, maybe I'll let you take me on a second date.”
On the way to the restaurant, Stephan asks me a ton of questions. It is nice, somebody actually trying to get to know me, and not just dating me for the publicity.
“When is your birthday?” he asks.
“July 27.”
“Leo?”
I nod. “Yep.”
He laughs. “Figures. It must why you're so stubborn.” He doesn't give me time to ask him a question before he starts asking me more questions. “Favorite band or singer?”
“That changes daily,” I answer. “Today it's Ke$ha, yesterday was Scissor Sisters, tomorrow who knows?”
“Ke$ha?” He crinkles his nose. “Have you ever met her?”
“Just in passing,” I say. “Music awards, and other red carpet events. She's kind of weird, but that is why I like her music. It's unique.”
“Well, I suppose I should be glad you didn't say Justin Bieber.”
“He's really talented,” I defend him. “I have a few of his songs on my iPod.”
Actually, I have them all, but I don't tell him that.
“Do you ever listen to me?” I ask him.
“I have your album, Jaded,” he admits. “But that's the only one.”
I smile. “That one is my favorite. It was the first CD I ever released.”
“How does it feel to have all your dreams come true?”
I think for a minute. “Well, at first, it is amazing. People paying money to see me perform, asking for my autograph, taking my picture... It feels surreal. But then people start telling you what to do, and you have an image to keep up.” I shake my head. “Then you realize, your dream... it's... not at all what you pictured. I get sick of people telling me that I'm too fat, too thin, or that my boobs aren't big enough... You know my record company won't even let me dye my hair. It's in my contact. I feel like I have no control over my life. THAT is why I'm taking a break.”
“I think your boobs are fine.”
I throw my head back and laugh. “Wow, out of all of that, that is all you got out of it?”
“What can I say? I'm a guy, and you do have nice boobs.”
“Tell me, how are you single? You should have all the girl's swooning,” I joke.
“You think I say this to all the girls?” He shakes his head. “No way, only you babe.”
“So, Stephan, tell me... What is your dream?”
“I don't know yet,” he answers. “I'll let you know when I figure it out.”
 
11:15pm
Isn't this... illegal?
 
After eating dinner, we head to the west side of town. It looks completely different from the east side. The houses are all older, and there is graffiti on the bridges. It doesn't at all look like the same town. I see a group of guys standing on the side of the road by the stop light and I reach up to lock my door. Stephan sees me and laughs.
“Just because this is the poor side of town doesn't mean it's dangerous. Not every poor person wants to rape you,” he says, clearly amused at my discomfort.
I roll my eyes. “I know that. I'm just being cautious.”
“I'm surprised you came here without your bodyguard.”
“Ha ha,” I said, not finding his statement funny at all. “You think I like having a bodyguard? I'd like to go out in public without the risk of getting mauled by fans.”
“Really, Scarlett, are you surprised that you showed up at Hope, Florida and people freaked out? Our town is small. 20 thousand people. It's not like we have celebrities walking around here everyday.”
“You didn't seem surprised,” I comment.
“That's because I don't see you as a rock star.”
“You and Ethan seem to be the only ones.”
“Maybe we know what it's like to be treated like an outsider.”
I sigh. “What do you mean by that? What happened to you? And why does Mona hate you and Ethan?”
“I don't want to talk about it, Scar.” I can hear the sadness in his voice. “But I promise, someday, I will tell you. Just... not yet.”
“Ok.”
I knew that it was the end of the conversation for now. I was dying to know what happened, but I wasn't going to push him. Everybody has secrets. Like me, trying to find Stacy. Nobody but me and Andrew knows.
My mind went to our conversation earlier. He said he had good and bad news. What could he not tell me over the phone? I feel my stomach clinch up.
What if she's dead?
No. No. She's NOT dead. I could not think that. Stacy was very much alive. If she wasn't, he wouldn't have said he had “good” news. Because finding my sister dead would not be good news.
I push it to the back of my mind. I would know soon enough what the news was. Early tomorrow, Andrew would be at my home. Until then, I would enjoy my first date with Stephan.
We go a little out of town, and down a few back roads. Finally we park on the side of the street. There are probably about 40 cars all parked along the side of this random back road. A lot of nice cars are out here, some not so nice. Everybody is crowded along the side of the street.
I look for the track.
“Where do you race?” I ask.
Stephan points at the road in front of us.
“But this is a public street. Isn't this... illegal?”
“Are you scared?”
I shake my head quickly, and I realize that I'm not. In fact, I'm kind of excited. 
Plus, it's not like this is the first illegal thing I've done.
Stephan and me walk up to a group of people. I recognize some of them from Tuesday. Ginny and Britney are both there, along with the brunette girl who waved the flag. I never actually got to meet her.
“Scarlett!” Ginny is excited to see me. She looks nice. He once orange hair is now blonde, which I must admit fits her much better. 
“Hey, Ginny. Love the hair,” I comment. She smiles.
“Wait... Scarlett?” the flag girl says. “As in Scarlett Ryan?”
Stephan puts his arm protectively around me. “Yes she is Scarlett Ryan, but shut up, Zoe. Seriously, don't draw attention to her.”
“Are you trying to tell me that the Scarlett Ryan is hanging out with you,” she half laughs. “What the hell are you even doing in Hope, Florida?”
I want to slap this girl. I don't like her. I grab Stephan's hand, and see her flinch. I finally get it. She likes him.
“And Stephan, what are you thinking? Bringing her here. If we get caught out here, we are all in deep shit. She's just going to draw attention,” she rolls her eyes.
I look at Stephan, who now looks mad. “If you have a problem with Scarlett being here, then maybe you should leave.”
Stephan pulls me closer, and I shoot her a smile that says fuck off, bitch. He's mine. And then we leave his friends behind.
“So, is it always this crazy?” I ask.
He nods. “Yeah. And Zoe is a little... dramatic. She can't stand it unless there is some kind of fight.”
“I noticed. What a bitch.”
“Stephan, Scarlett!” I hear a voice behind us. We turn around to see Ginny and Britney walking up to us.
“Forget, Zoe. She's a major drama queen,” Brit said, basically saying the same thing Stephan did. “Hang with us tonight.”
I smile, because I'm genuinely happy to hang out with them. They seemed to like me when we first met, before they knew who I was. It's a good feeling. “Ok.”
Britney leaned closer. “By the way, I'm sorry about what I said... About not liking your music.”
I can't help but laugh. I really think I'm going to like Britney.
 
12:01 am
Hard to get.
 
Ginny and Brit walk me around, introducing me to people that they know... Which is practically everybody. They just call me Scarlett. A few people recognize me, but we all 3 deny and laugh about it. We say something like why would Scarlett Ryan be in Hope, Florida? People seem to buy this excuse.
All the girls hanging out are wearing provocative clothing. One girl is wearing a pair of short shorts and her thong is sticking out the top. Brit and Ginny make fun of her in secret, but I can't bring myself to laugh. If anything, I feel sorry for her.
A few guys try to stop us and get our phone numbers. Brit and Ginny readily gave out their numbers, which I later find out they are fake numbers. I can't help but laugh at the two of them.
“Why not just tell them you're not interested?” I ask.
They both burst out laughing, like the answer is completely obvious. Brit is the one who explains. “We never said we weren't interested. We just like to play hard to get.”
They both think it is clever, but I think it is kind of stupid. I keep my opinions to myself. Both Ginny and Britney seem to like getting attention from the guys. They don't care if it is good attention or bad attention. I don't understand it, but who am I to judge?
At one point in the night, I feel somebody grab my ass. I turn around and see a guy smiling at me. I quickly put my knee to his groin and smile as he doubles over in pain.
“Touch me again, and I will surgically remove your balls with a knife,” I tell the guy who has a mohawk and tattoos. Figures, typical bad boy.
“Bitch! You messed with the wrong guy!” He grabs my wrist hard, and pulls me toward him. As I get close to the guy, carefully take the heel of my shoe, and kick his shin as hard as I can. He falls over and I laugh. That is going to leave a bruise.
“No. You messed with the wrong girl. Fuck off you perv,” I say, using a fake sweet voice.
About that time, Stephan walks up behind me. “Hey, I'm about to race.” He looks down at the guy on the ground. “Is he bothering you?”
I smile. “Not anymore.”
Ginny, Brit, and I follow him over to his car. They stand a few feet away, waiting for me.
“So...” I hesitate, “are you sure I can't ride with you?” I give him my best pouty face. It always works with Alec, and I'm hoping it works with him.
“Scarlett, no.” He sighs. “I'm sorry. But I couldn't live with myself if I wrecked and you were with me.”
I feel the disappointment rush over me. I'm going to have to work on my sad face.
Stephan leans over and kisses my forehead. “Don't be sad.”
“I'm sure you'll find a way to make it up to me.” I bite my lip to keep from smiling.
A kiss on the forehead?
REALLY?
I don't think any guy has ever kissed me on the forehead, and I think I just swooned.
“That is hella distracting,” he says. “Now I can't stop thinking about your lips. I wonder how they taste.”
He leans closer, but I back away. “If you win, maybe you'll find out.”
Stephan laughs. “Tease.”
 
12:22 am
Best. Kiss. Ever.
 
It's not Zoe doing the flag here. There are actually two girls standing in the middle of the road. One of them is thong girl. The other girl is wearing a skirt equally as short, and a bikini top.
Wow.
What sluts.
I feel bad for my thoughts. I have no right to judge them.
Each of the girls are holding flags. They are holding hands and count down together. They wave their flags down, and all four cars zoom past them. I'm watching Stephan as he takes off, but out of the corner of my eye I see both of the girls start to make out.
“It's amazing what some girls will do for attention,” I hear Ginny say.
“They aren't lesbians?” I ask.
Brit laughs. “No. Ella, the girl with the thong, told me she wasn't even bi-curious. She just likes sex a lot, and says she fucks guys in the back seat of their cars between races.”
“Ewe. That is disgusting.” Stephan's, and the other guys' cars are now out of eyesight. I nervously watch for their return.
“Tell me about it!” Ginny says. “But the girl wearing the bathing suit top, she doesn't care – guy or girl. She even hit on me once.”
“Can you say daddy issues?” Brit laughs.
I look at the girls. Despite the smiles on their faces, I can see pain in their eyes. I wonder what their story is. What makes the girls just give themselves to any and everybody that wants them?
And suddenly, I want to smack myself. Why am I listening to Brit and Ginny? They love to gossip, and I'm not even sure what to believe with the two of them.
Everybody starts cheering and I look to see Stephan and two of the other cars coming back around. The fourth car is a lagging behind. There is one other car slightly ahead of him, but somehow, right before the end, Stephan pulls ahead. As soon as the car stops, I run over to him. He opens the door, gets out, and then throws his arms around me.
“I won. You promised me a kiss,” he says, and before I even have time to respond, he closes the gap between us.
The moment his lips touch mine, I see fireworks. (Trust me, I know that sounds cheesy!) It's like his kiss, his touch... it's what I've been missing my whole life. This kiss... it's what a kiss is supposed to feel like.
He massages my tongue with his, and I can't help but moan with pleasure. He even tastes good. I push him against his car and get as close to him as I can. Every inch of our bodies are literally touching.
I forget that we are on a very crowded street. But then I hear people whistling and yelling at us, and we both pull back.
Stephan is breathing just as heavy as me.
“Wow,” he says.
Yeah, wow.
Best. Kiss. Ever.
Just then, I hear sirens.
“Get in!” Stephan yells at me.
And just like that, our magical moment is over. All the cars that were once lining the street are all taking off in different directions. We both jump in the car, and take off.
“That was awesome!” I say, as we speed away.
“And I won a lot of money.”
“Really?” I look at him questioningly. “You bet on the races?”
He nods. “Yep. You have to pay two thousand dollars to even race.”
“Wait, how do you have two thousand dollars? Do you have a job?” I wonder.
“No. When I turned 18, I got access to half of my trust fund.”
“So you are using your trust fund money to gamble?” I'm kind of in shock. Stephan seems like a smart, level headed guy, and what he's doing is very reckless.
He shrugs. “I haven't lost a race. In fact, I've won over 100 thousand dollars.”
“How do kids in Hope, Florida have that kind of money?” I ask.
“I don't just race here. I went to Miami a few times and raced. The pay out there is higher,” he explains. “And really, it's not even a big deal. I have a large trust fund, and losing a few thousand dollars isn't going to make a dent.”
“Still, Stephan, it's dangerous.” But fun, I add silently.
“Maybe I like danger,” he is joking, I think, but then his voice get's very serious. “You know how you feel when you're on stage performing?”
I nod. Suddenly, I am missing the spotlight. I haven't performed in a few weeks, and I miss it.
“Well, that is how I feel when I race. It's like my heart beats fast and slow at the same time. My adrenaline is high, and I feel in control. It's the one thing in life that I control, and it feels amazing.”
When he puts it like that, it makes me want to get in on the action. “Maybe I can race next weekend.”
“Can't do,” he smiles. “Next weekend, we are going to go to the races in Miami.”
“We?”
“We, as in you and me.”
I like this idea. “That sounds awesome.” But then I remember... “No, I can't. Alec is coming. He's bringing me my car.”
“So we will bring him, too,” he suggests. 
“Alec will love it.”
 
I get home around 3am, and I go straight to bed. I have to get up early to meet with Andrew Davis in the morning, and I'm already dreading it. It's going to be a long day.


Saturday, September 12
Way too early AM
Picture of me.
 
I woke up to the sound of my phone ringing, and instead of hitting ignore and going back to sleep like I want to, I answer it. It's Andrew Davis, my P.I. 
“Hello,” I say, trying to sound like I didn't just wake up. I'm pretty sure that I failed.
“Hey, Scarlett. This is Andrew. My car should be at your house in approximately 15 minutes,” he says.
“Ok,” I say, pushing myself up. “Can you maybe give me a clue about this good/ bad news?”
“Let's just say that you won't believe it until you see it. See you soon.”
I end the call and get up. Last night, I didn't even wash off my makeup before bed. I was much too tired. So I throw my hair up in a messy bun, wash away all left over make up, and get dressed in a hurry. I just put on a white sundress, and designer flip flops.
As I walk down the stairs, my doorbell rings. I go to the door, and hesitate. I need a minute because I know that no matter what the news is, it's going to change my life. I've waited nine long years for this moment. And it's finally here. Or at least, I hope it is.
I take a deep breath and open the door. My P.I. is standing there, looking like he hasn't slept in days. His face is scruffy, he has circles under his eyes, and his blonde hair is starting to grow long.
“Come in,” I say.
Andrew follows me into the living room, and sits down on my white leather couch. He doesn't say anything, he just looks at me, almost like he's puzzled.
“So, did you find Stacy?” I ask. I pace back and forth, and fidget with my fingers.
“I think you should sit down,” he instructs.
I don't hesitate, I sit. My legs feel like noodles. “Oh god, is it bad news?” I feel dread wash over me. I don't know if I can live with the news if she's dead.
He sighs. “I haven't found Stacy yet, Scarlett. I'm sorry.”
I feel relief for a second. No news means that she could very well be ok... But I'm also disappointed. I really wanted the news to be about Stacy. If the news isn't about her, then what is it?
“But, I found something else...” he pulls a large manila envelope out of his briefcase. “Did you know that you're adopted?”
It feels as though all of the oxygen has suddenly been sucked out of the room. “Excuse me?” I choke out. “I am not adopted.”
“You have another sister.” He opens the envelope, and hands me a photograph... It's a picture of me.
“Um...” I look back up at him. “This is me.”
“Look closer.”
So I do. The person in the picture looks exactly like me, but it's NOT me. Same long blonde hair, same blue eyes, same small body frame, and same smile... But the clothes are definitely not anything that I have ever worn. She's wearing a pair of jeans, but they're definitely not designer, and a t-shirt that is much too big for her. I also don't recognize where the picture was taken. It's definitely not anywhere I've been before.
“She looks so much like me...” I can't look away from the picture.
“This is Bridget Evans, and she is your twin sister.”
“My... my... tw... twin?” I feel my body start to tremble. How could I have gone 19 years without knowing that I have a twin sister? “No, certainly this is a mistake. She just looks a lot like me. She can't be my sister.”
“I assure you, it's not a mistake. Bridgett is your twin sister.” He takes the photograph from my hand. “What do you say about a trip to Columbia, South Carolina?”
I nod. I have to meet this girl. I have to know. “Let me pack, and we'll go.”
 
9:33 am
How could she not love you?
 
Since I have been traveling my whole life, I am very fast at packing. I throw everything together within five minutes, and by 9:33 am, I am boarding a private jet that Andrew arranged for us. I send Stephan a quick email.
 
Stephan,
There is some urgent family matters that I need to take care of. I do not know how long I will be gone. I'm sorry I can't say more right now, but I will update you as soon as I can.
Scarlett
 
I hit send, and then turn my phone on airplane mode. It feels weird sending him such a “formal” email considering how our relationship has grown, but I push it to the back of my mind. I lean back against the seat as the airplane takes off.
“Do you have any questions for me?” Andrew asks.
“Bridgett... What is she like?”
“I got to observe her for a week. She is a lot like you, but a lot different,” he replies. “It's the little expressions she makes, the things she says, her laugh, her body language... She truly is your twin. But she's different. She is not quite as outgoing as you are, she always has her nose in a book, and she can't sing. Trust me, I've heard her.”
I can't help but laugh. “She sounds awesome... I guess she got all the brains.”
I try to remember the last book I read, but I can't. It has been a long time, and just the thought of picking one up hurts my head.
“I wonder why she hasn't tried to contact me,” I say. “I mean, I've been in the spotlight for 4 years. Certainly she's seen me... Doesn't she wonder why we share the same face?”
“That is something that I do not know. You're going to have to ask Bridgett that question.”
Then a thought hits me... What if Bridgett doesn't want anything to do with me? Or what if she doesn't like me when she meets me.
“Are you sure she wants me to find her? What if she doesn't like me?” I ask. I've never considered myself an insecure person, but at the moment, I can't help but feel intimidated.
“Again, that's something you have to ask her... But, if I was her, I would never let you go,” he smiles. “Scarlett, she's your twin. How could she not love you?”
“I guess you're right,” I say, but I still worry.
 
2:30 pm
What do I do now?
 
Our plane lands around 1:30, and we drive straight to Bridgett's house from the airport. Now, I am sitting in a car, looking at her house, and trying to get up the nerve to get out of the car. I reach for the door handle for the twentieth time, and take a deep breath.
Bridgett's house is a small, one story brick home. It's in the suburbs, and it has a tiny yard. The houses are literally three feet away from each other. It is completely different than what I'm used to. Even before moving to LA, we had a pretty big house in Seattle.
“You can do this,” Andrew says, as I get out of the car.
I repeat his words to myself over and over again as I walk towards the house. As I get to the front door, it opens up before I get a chance to knock. A kid who looks about four, or five is looking up at me.
“What are ya doing out here, Bridgett?” she asks.
“Umm...” I'm not sure what to say to the child.
“Come play tea party with me,” she says, pulling my hand. I look back at the car with a what do I do now expression. 
I stop her once she pulls me inside the house. “I'm not Bridgett. I'm Scarlett. Is Bridgett here?”
She laughs. “You're funny.”
Just then, I hear a voice. “Natalee, who are you talking to?” The voice sounds just like me. The little girl must have noticed too, because now she's staring at me.
I see Bridgett come around the corner of the hallway, and she stops in her tracks when she sees me. I feel my heart instantly stop, and then jump into overdrive at the sight of her. We both stare at each other, but it's not awkward. It's more like amazement. I'm not sure how long we look at each other, seconds, minutes? But neither of us say a word.
Bridgett is my identical twin. And if we were wearing the same clothes, I could swear that I was looking in a mirror. I'm even sure that our shocked expressions match.
“Whoa,” I hear the little girl say, breaking our trance.
Bridgett looks at the little girl, then at me. “Can I help you?” she says.
I still can't get over her voice. “I'm Scarlett Ryan,” I say. “And I think... we're... sisters... twins...”
She steps closer to me, her eyes never leaving mine. She has a determined look, and I can tell she's going to challenge me. I don't blame her. I didn't believe it, at least not until I saw her. Now, there is no doubting it. “When were you born?”
“July twenty seventh. I'm 19 years old,” I answer.
“Scarlett Ryan...” she says my name. 
I have to ask. “Do you know who I am?”
She half laughs. “Everybody knows who you are. You're a rock star. And we can't be sisters. It's just a coincidence. The birthday, and the face...”
“Were you adopted?” I ask her.
“Yes,” she answers. “My parent's couldn't have children... Or at least not until Natalee came along.”
The little girl is still staring at the both of us.
“Natalee,” Bridgett looks at the little girl, “why don't you go play in your room for a little bit.”
The little girl complains, but she does what Bridgett says.
“Let's go to my room...” she says, and I follow her.
We go down the long hallway. There are a ton of pictures of her on the walls. I look at all of them, amazed at how identical we are. She even cuts and styles her hair the same. Her room is the last room on the left.
Bridgett's room is very... girly. It's pink, which must be another thing that we have in common. But one wall is a bookshelf, and books are lined from the top to the bottom.
“Have you read them all?” I ask, motioning to the bookshelf.
“Yes,” she smiles. “Do you like to read?”
“No,” I laugh. “Do you play music?”
“Definitely not,” she says, biting her lip. “Are we really twins?”
I nod. “Yes.”
“How did you find me? Did you know about me?”
“Actually, I had no clue you existed until about 7am this morning. I hired a private investigator to find my sister, Stacy, and instead, he found you,” I explain.
“This is crazy right? I mean, why were we separated? Do you know who our birth parents are?” She asks the questions that I myself am longing to know.
“I don't know, but I intend to find out.” I ask the one question I'm dying to find out. “So, if you've seen me on TV, why haven't you tried to find me?”
Bridgett looks a little sad. “I wasn't sure if we were twins, and I didn't even know how to start looking for you.”
Really, I don't care. All that matters is that I found her now.
 
6:00 pm
Twins?
 
Andrew left earlier. I told him that I would call a car service when I was ready to leave. He was going to go home and continue looking for Stacy. I also asked him to look into my adoption, and see if he could find out who our birth parents are.
Bridgett and me spend the rest of the afternoon in her bedroom, just talking. I find out that she is in college at Clemson University, and she's home for the weekend. She says she has a good life, but now she's very unsure what she wants... Which is much like me.
As we talk, I feel as though we have known each other our whole lives. She already feels like my sister. And now that I've found her, I don't want to ever be away from her.
I find out that she's only had one boyfriend her whole life, and all she ever did was kiss him. The guy she dated was a preacher's son. I can't help but gasp.
“Scarlett Ryan's twin sister is a virgin?” I shake my head. “We really are a lot different.”
She laughs. “Well, I may have gotten the brains, but you got the personality and talent. I don't know how to talk to guys. I always get tongue tied and end up making a fool out of myself.”
“We clearly need each other,” I smile, a little sadly. “I can't believe I've been without you nineteen years.”
“Me either,” she agrees. “I wish I could go with you to Florida...”
I can't help but be excited at the idea. “Why don't you?”
She looks at me. “I can't. I have a future. College...”
“So transfer...”
“I can't transfer in the middle of the semester,” she protests.
“Then take a break!”
She thinks for a minute. “You know, I am kind of overwhelmed this semester. Maybe a break wouldn't be so bad. I could start back in January.”
I hear a car pull up outside, and Bridgett jumps up.
“My mom is home! How am I going to break the news to her?”
I smile. “We can just show her.”
We hear the front door open. “Bridgett, Natalee, I've got Chinese food!”
“Hope she got enough for four,” I hear her mumble, then she grabs my hand and we walk down the hallway. Natalee beat us.
“Mommy!” she yells. “Bridgett has a twin!”
Their mom laughs. “Natalee, don't be silly.” Then she looks up at us, and her eyes go wide. “Oh my god...”
My thoughts exactly.
“Mom, this is my twin sister, Scarlett Ryan,” she introduces me. “Scarlett, this is my mother, Mary Evans.”
I already know all about her parents, Mary and Rick Evans. Mary is a nurse, who works crazy hours, and Rick is the manager at a hotel. He too works a lot. But they always make time for family. I can't help but feel a little envious. My parents haven't spent time together in years, not even for the holidays.
You see, my parent's are technically still married, but they haven't been together in a long time. I know that they both see other people. It's strange, but it's my parents. I assume their divorce would be messy and neither of them wanted to deal with it.
“It's nice to meet you,” I say to her.
Her mom continues to stare at the two of us. “Twins?”
 
8:32 pm
19 years to make up for...
 
Bridgett's dad got home around seven, and we sat down and explained to them everything we knew. I told them about my Private Investigator finding her. They were both shocked at the news.
“The adoption agency never told us that Bridgett was a twin, only that she was abandoned at a hospital in Florida,” they explain.
“Florida?” I ask. “But I lived in Washington until I was 10.”
“Well, we moved to South Carolina shortly after adopting Bridgett,” Mary explains. “I just wish we would have known. We would have searched for you.”
“And all this time, she was literally right in front of us,” Bridgett laughs.
“Do you want to stay here with us for a while?” Rick asks.
I look at Bridgett, and she bites her lip. “Actually, I was going to stay with her in Florida for a little bit.”
“What about your future, Bridgett. You can't just drop out of school,” Mary insists. “No, I won't allow it.”
“I am not a child. I'm 19, and I am old enough to make my own decisions,” Bridgett says firmly. “I need this. Scarlett is my twin. We have 19 years to make up for. You can't expect me to go back there now! Besides, you know I was miserable at that school.”
“You can't quit school because of what Martin did to...”
“It's NOT because of him,” she cuts off her mom. “I need this for me. Besides, you can't stop me. I'm an adult.”
And now I'm curious what Martin did to her, but I won't ask her in front of her parents. Plus, at the moment, I'm excited that my sister is coming home with me. I just hate that she's fighting with her parents. They obviously care a lot about her.
Her parents both look at each other, and I can tell that they're going to cave.
“Ok,” they both agree. “It is your decision, and we won't stand in the way. Just promise you will come visit us some. And please, go back to school in January. College is important.”
“I promise!” I can tell she's just as excited as me. Maybe more so.


Sunday, September 13
9:30 am
This is just the beginning.
 
Saturday night, Bridgett and I stay up practically all night. She's deciding what she should and shouldn't bring with her. I assure her I have everything she needs and more at my home, so she packs a few clothes, some of her favorite books, pictures of her family, other memorabilia items, and about 20 journals.
“There is one for every year,” she explains, and my eyes grow wide.
There was one thing we had in common. I didn't keep a journal my whole life, but I did express myself through song... And, I couldn't wait to see what I would write about this experience.
After eating an early breakfast with her parents and little sister, I had a car come pick us up and drive us to the airport.
“I've never rode in an airplane before,” she admits, as we arrive at the airport.
“Well, your first time will be in class,” I say, smiling.
“First class?” Her eyes get big. “Isn't first class expensive?”
I laugh and shake my head. “Umm... I mean we are taking a private jet...”
“Wow.” Her eyes get big as the car drives us to the small plane that is waiting for us. “This is... incredible.”
“One of the many perks of being a rock star.”
The driver opens the door for us, and I get out. Bridgett has a gleam in her eyes and she climbs out.
“My life is never going to be the same, is it?” she asks, eying the jet.
I smile. “This is just the beginning. Welcome to the world of Scarlett Ryan.”
She follows me onto the plane and she takes the seat beside me. “I am kind of nervous about flying. I'm glad you're with me for this.”
I can't help but smile. I've known Bridgett less than 24 hours, and she already feels like a sister to me... She is my sister. And I can't help but feel sad about the 19 years we lost.
 
On the plane ride home, I update her on my life in Hope, Florida.
“Stephan is... not my boyfriend... yet... I mean, we've only known each other a week, but he's definitely more than a friend,” and then I tell her all about him. Starting with the first time we hung out, the black eye, the racing, our first kiss. She laughs a lot at my stories.
Then, she tells me about her life.
She's only had one boyfriend. Martin Felix. They dated for two years. She wanted to take their relationship to the next level, but he was in Bible College, and he said that he wanted to wait until they were married. She found him two weeks ago having sex with her best friend and college roommate, Mia.
“He wanted to wait until we were married. I thought he was just being romantic,” she shook her head. “I was so stupid, Scar.”
“You're not stupid,” I disagree with her. “At least you didn't give yourself to that pathetic asshole.” In my head, I start going over all the ways I can get revenge on him for hurting my sister.
“And I never thought I would be the kind of girl to run from her problems. I skipped school for two weeks so I wouldn't have to be around Mia, and changed my number so neither of them could contact me,” she sighs. “I'm so weak. I should have stayed there and faced them.”
“You are not weak, Bridgett. You just trusted those who didn't deserve it.” I grab her hand and squeeze it. “You deserve better.”
“I'm so glad you found me.”
“Me too,” I agree.
 
1:55 pm
We found each other.
 
The first thing I do when the driver drives us home from the airport is email Stephan.
 
Can you come over around 3? I have a surprise for you!
- Scarlett
 
He replies within seconds.
 
Can't wait. I missed you <3
 
I can't help but smile... Stephan Montgomery missed me! I'm on cloud nine. Bridgett takes a shower in the guest bedroom, and I take a shower in mine. I get dressed in a sexy, super short, dark blue dress. I straighten my hair, and put on a pair of black pumps.
“Wow!” Bridgett says when she sees me. “You're definitely the hotter twin.”
I laugh, “Whatever! Go to my closet and pick out anything.”
“Seriously?” she looks excited at the thought of going through my closet.
The doorbell rings, and I nod my head. “Yes! Come down when you're done and you can meet Stephan!”
I race down the stairs and throw the door open. Stephan is standing on the other side, looking extremely sexy. He's wearing a tight pair of blue jeans, and a black polo shirt. Simple, but so hot on him.
His eyes look me up and down, and it's like he's eating me with his eyes. “Please tell me that you're my surprise. I'd love nothing more than to have my way with you right here, right now.”
Oh, wow. I just got turned on. Then, I remember Bridgett is upstairs, and could come down any minute. “No!” I scream. “Maybe later, but definitely not right now.”
He pouts a little. “I'm sad... So what is this surprise?”
“What would you say if I told you I have a twin?” I ask.
“I'd say that's super hot,” he says, grabbing me around my waist. “And that I hope you're the naughty one.”
I'm almost lost in the moment, when I hear Bridgett walking down the stairs.
I look at Bridgett. Her hair is up in a very neat bun, and she's wearing my most conservative outfit... A purple sundress that cuts off just above the knee.
I look at Stephan, who is looking back and forth between us, his mouth slightly open.
“Stephan, I'd like you to meet my twin sister, Bridgett Evans. Bridgett, this is my... um... my Stephan...” I say, unable to think of any other explanation.
She does a little curtsey, and I hold back a giggle. My twin sister is so prim and proper... So unlike me.
“Wow. You two look just alike, but I can already tell you are nothing alike.” Stephan turns to me. “Why didn't you tell me you had a twin?”
“Because I didn't know until early Saturday morning. I flew to her the second I found out.”
“This is incredible, Scarlett...” he continues to look between the two of us. “How did you figure it out?”
I don't know how to respond. I don't want him to know about the P.I. I hired. I'm not sure why I don't, it just seems... personal. So, Bridgett comes to rescue.
“It doesn't matter,” she says, putting her arm around me. “What matters is that we found each other.”
“Exactly,” I agree. “So I am going to show you how a real rock star lives.”
“And how do you do that?” he asks.
I shrug. “A shopping trip in Paris, a walk on the red carpet, a week on a private yacht... It's is completely up to you, Bridge.”
She thinks for a minute. “Well, I'd hate to think that I would be the reason my twin sister would fail out of high school... So maybe we can just do fun stuff on the weekends.”
I sigh. “High school isn't for me. I think I am just going to hire a private tutor, and get my diploma.”
“No!” Bridget insists. “Wasn't the point of you going to high school? It's step one to a normal life... Maybe it's me who should show you what it's like to be normal... We can save the yacht party for the weekend.”
 
9:48 pm
You're a freaking superstar goddess.
 
Stephan, Ethan, Bridgett, and I spend the day on the beach. Ethan attempts to teach Bridge and me how to surf, but as it turns out, neither of us are very athletic. But we are both determined to learn, so we decide we will try again later.
I also introduce my security team to Bridgett, and she freaks out, wondering why I need security. I tell her about my first day in Hope, and say it's just precaution. The truth is, people here are getting used to me, so I feel pretty safe. I just keep them around the house for the paparazzi now.
Stephan and Ethan head back home later, and Bridgett and me get in the hot tub.
“So, I have a question,” she says. “How come you have a pool if you live on the beach?”
I laugh. “Because the ocean isn't the safest place to swim, and sometimes I just don't want to get sand all over myself.”
“Wow.” She leans her head back, and sighs. “Will I ever get used to this life?”
“Yes, and no,” I answer. “This is normal for me, but at the same time, it feels surreal.”
“Your life is a fairy tale... I love it.”
“Yeah...” I say, a little sad. “I do too, but at what cost?”
“Why can't you make your music? Why does it have to be their way or no way? You should just do what you want. You have your name built up, and it's your music, so it should be your choice.”
“No, it's my record company's choice,” I shake my head.
“So get a different label.”
“I can't just... get a new label...” I explain. “It'd be a long process with lawyers...”
She cuts me off. “But you don't actually have to get a new label. You just have to look like you're trying to. I'm sure your label doesn't want to lose Scarlett Ryan. I mean, come on! You're a freaking superstar goddess.”
I like where her thought process is going. “I like it. Now, I just need to start looking for a new manager. My father is not up to the job.”
“We'll think of something...” she promises.


Monday, September 14
6:30 am
I hate Mondays.
 
My alarm clock goes off at 6:30 on Monday morning, and I decide it's official: Mondays are my new least favorite day of the week.
I get a shower, get dressed, and head downstairs where Bridgett is pouring us both a cup of coffee. “About time you get up.” Her voice is perky.
Oh my god. My sister is a morning person. I personally don't like to speak to anybody until I've been up for at least 30 minutes.
“We really are opposites,” I grumble, sitting down at the bar in the kitchen. She passes me a cup of coffee, and I take a sip. It's exactly how I like it – lots of cream and sugar. “How did you know?”
“I like mine the same way. We may be opposites on a lot of things, but I could tell you were a cream and sugar kind of girl.” She takes the seat beside me. “So, I am going to need your cell phone. Today you need to go to school phone free.” She holds out her hand.
I glare at her. “No way.”
She glares back. “Scarlett, I've seen your twitter. You tweet during class. You obviously don't need the temptation.”
“Come on! I haven't done that since like... Last Monday! I know better now. I promise, no texting, tweeting, or emailing during class!”
“Wow. It's been seven days... Fine,” she caves. “But if I find out otherwise, I will hide your phone tomorrow morning.”
“Deal,” I agree, because she's probably right. The doorbell rings, and I get off the stool. “That would be Stephan. If you need to go anywhere, you can take the Mercedes. See you after school.”
“I'll probably just chill by the pool all day,” she smiles. “See you after school.”
I walk outside, and Stephan is waiting there for me. “Hey, Beautiful,” he greets me.
“How do you know I'm not Bridgett?” I challenge him.
“Because, Scarlett, even though you two are identical, I can easily tell you apart,” he says, kissing me gently on the lips.
When he pulls back, I ask, “How is it so easy to tell?”
Stephan leans closer to me, and whispers in my ear. “Bridgett doesn't look at me like she wants to rip off my clothes, and have sex with me on top of my car.”
I throw my head back, and laugh. “About that...” I bite my lip. “You're hot and all, but I've decided I'm not going to have sex with you until we're in love. Which, like you said, could be a very, very long time.”
He pouts. “But lust is so much fun.”
“I have no doubt that fucking you would be very fun.” I lean closer to him, and trace his bicep with my finger. “But I'm not going to ruin our relationship for one night of fun.”
“Oh, trust me, it would be more than just one night,” he kisses his way down my jaw, and to my neck.
I want so badly to take him up on his offer, but instead push him away. “We have school.”
 
11:05 am
Only mine.
 
I am very aware of Stephan's presence in study hall today. In fact, he hasn't stopped playing with my hair since class began. I turn around and swat his hands away.
“Stop that,” I whisper. “You're distracting me.”
“You like it,” he counters.
I narrow my eyes at him. “I know exactly what you're doing, Stephan Montgomery. And it's not going to work on me.”
“What is it you think I'm trying to do?” He questions with his eyebrows raised.
“You're trying to seduce me. And trust me when I say, I'm not an inexperienced high school girl. It's going to take a lot more than sweet words, kissing, and touching to break me.”
He smiles.
“And considering how much grief it took to get you to kiss me, I'm surprised you want more.”
He leans forward in his desk. “Trust me, Scarlett, you're a lot more than just a hook up to me. I want so much more.”
I want to smile at his words, but I don't want to give him the satisfaction of knowing he's got to me. 
“What is it that you want?” I ask.
“I want you to be mine, and only mine.” He's very to the point, and that is what I like about Stephan. I never have to wonder what he is thinking.
I am unable to hide my smile now. “Why, Stephan, if I didn't know better, I'd say you just asked me to be your girlfriend.”
He shakes his head. “No. I'm not asking you to be my girlfriend in study hall. I will, soon, but when I do, it's going to be special.”
“I look forward to it.”
I turn back around in my chair, and try to focus on my homework in front of me, but I can't. I've never had a boyfriend before. I mean, sure, I've had boyfriends for publicity, but it's never been real before. Stephan is my first crush, and he has the possibility of becoming my first love.
Ok, love is a bit premature... I know that what I'm feeling is not love. But whatever this is, it's powerful, and it's real.
Lust, I remind myself.
Love grows over time, and could possibly happen between us. I'm definitely sticking around to see what happens.
 
12:06 pm
I seriously LOVE you right now!
 
Mona approaches me at lunch time. I'm seriously over high school drama, but I paste a smile on my face anyway. I tell myself over and over again that this is for Ethan.
“I want to apologize for my friend, Demi. She can be... extreme,” she smiles sadly. “It is no secret that Stephan and I have reasons to hate each other, but it's not Ethan's fault that his dad married Stephan's mom. If you and Ethan want to eat lunch with us, you're welcome to.”
“Thank you, Mona, but I'm not sure I fit into your group.”
“I understand. The offer is good for anytime.”
She turns to walk away, but I stop her. “Hey, so what's the deal with you and Stephan?”
She clears her throat. “It's personal, and it's not something I like to talk about.” She quickly changes the subject. “By the way, I'm having a party tonight. You are welcome to come.”
I want to say no fucking way, but once again I think of Ethan. What does he see in this girl? “What kind of party?”
“Just a small gathering. I'm having a bonfire on the beach, a few beers, and just chilling. It would be a great way for you to meet people. Bring Ethan.”
“I think I will.”
She walks away, and I pull out my phone to text Bridgett. I figure since she's my sister she should have my phone number.
Scarlett: Hey Bridge, it's Scar. Don't worry, it's lunch! I don't have my phone out in class. Just wanted to check on you :)
She responds immediately.
Bridgett: Glad you're following rules. I'm great, just chilling by the pool and reading a book.
Scarlett: How do you feel about going to a high school party? I've never been to one, and it sounds fun.
Bridgett: I guess it will be a first for both of us then. Can't wait.
I feel a tap on my shoulder, and jump. I look up at Ethan. “You scared me!”
“Sorry. I was just wondering if you were up for tutoring tonight?”
I shake my head. “Actually, I'm going to hold up my end of the bargain tonight. We are going to Mona's party tonight.”
He looks shocked. “Seriously?”
“Yes.”
He smiles, like a huge smile. In fact, I don't think I've ever seen him so happy. “I seriously LOVE you right now!”
I wave him off. “It was nothing. But keep Tuesday night open! I have a math quiz on Wednesday, and you owe me an A.”
 
2:59 pm
Teenage soap opera.
 
“I'm NOT going,” Stephan tells me on the drive home. “I hate that bitch, and I'm most definitely not going to be spending time with her at her home. Besides, I'm pretty sure I wasn't invited.”
“I was invited, and I invited you. So technically, you are invited.”
“Still, not going.”
I roll my eyes. “Well, I have to go. And I really want you to come.”
“You don't have to do anything,” he counters.
“Yes, I do! Ethan and me made a deal. Tutoring, in exchange for hooking him up with Mona. He get's the girl, and I graduate high school. I need this. And I understand if you don't want to come, but I would appreciate it if you did.”
He sighs, and I can tell he's caving. “Fine. But I'm not into drama. I'm not sticking around if tonight turns into a teenage soap opera.”
“I agree to your terms.”
“Why didn't you tell me about your arrangement with Ethan before?” he asks. “I kind of thought you two had a thing for each other. You know, with him being god like and all.”
“The more I get to know Ethan, the less he looks like Thor. It was the blue eyes...”
“And his blue eyes don't affect you anymore?”
I shake my head. “No way. Blue eyes are overrated. Besides, I'm kind of into this green eyed boy.”
“I don't think blue eyes are overrated,” he disagrees. “I find myself lost in your baby blues way too often.”
“Cheesy pick up lines don't work on me.”
“It wasn't a line.”
Damn. I am in over my head.
 
7:55 pm
I've heard enough Taylor Swift songs to know that heartbreak sucks.
 
The party starts at 8 o'clock, and Ethan is wanting to leave. In fact, he's pacing in my living room, waiting for me to finish getting ready.
“Party rule number one, nobody is ever on time,” I tell him as I walk down the stairs. “Chill, Ethan.”
Stephan is waiting for me at the end of the stairs. He puts his arms around me, and kisses my lips hard. “You look... incredibly hot.”
Tonight, I'm wearing a pair of designer jeans, yellow pumps, and a yellow tank top. It's tight, and shows off my curves. I already have the reaction out of Stephan that I was hoping for.
His hands travel south, and he cups my ass. I pull his hands back up to my waist, and give him a stern look.
“If you two are done raping each other, I'd like to go,” Ethan says, reminding me that there are other people in the room.
“I am going to need an eye transplant after that,” Bridgett tells Ethan, and they both laugh.
“It's not my fault your stepbrother can't keep his hands off me,” I counter.
 
We take two cars to Mona's party because Stephan is convinced he's going to need to leave early. I drive my Lamborghini, with Bridgett, and Stephan rides with Ethan.
“This car is awesome,” Bridgett says, climbing inside. It's her first time riding in this car. “How did you find a black and pink Lamborghini?”
“My dad had it custom made for my nineteenth birthday.”
Her eyes get big. “I got a cake with the family, and a new dress for my nineteenth birthday. So unfair.”
“Did I mention he bought it for me with my money?”
“What! Your parents sound terrible!”
“They are.” She doesn't even know. I hadn't talked to my father since last Monday. He emails me daily, begging me to reconsider. But my mother, I haven't talked to since Christmas. She only talked to me then because I flew to the UK and forced her to have a Christmas dinner with me. Neither of them truly care about me. They tolerate me, and only because of my money. They hate me.
Ethan pulls out of his driveway and I follow closely behind him.
“Stephan's got it bad for you, huh?” Bridgett already knows me well. I love that she changed the subject from my parents to Stephan, because it is exactly what I need.
I can't help but smile at the mention of his name. “Yes, I believe he does.”
“What about you?”
“I like him a lot more than I should,” I admit.
“Has he asked you to commit?” she asks.
I shake my head. “Not yet.”
“He will be soon.” She is confident in her statement.
I suddenly remember our conversation in study hall, and can't help but be excited. “He did sort of hint at wanting to be in a relationship, but I barely know him. I mean, I have known him a total of seven days, Bridge. That's definitely not long enough to commit myself to him.”
“But what does your heart tell you?”
Ethan pulls over to the side of the road and I park behind him. I then turn to Bridgett. “My heart is screaming at me to take a chance and go for it. But my head is telling me to stop, because he's going to break my heart.”
“Heartbreak is a part of life. Take it from somebody who recently got her heart broken. But even though Martin was a total jerk, I wouldn't take back one day of it.” She smiles sadly at me. “Go for it, and stop listening to your head.”
She get's out of the car, and shuts the door. I sit there for a few seconds, contemplating what she just said. I know that she's right, but I still don't want to put my heart on the line. I've heard enough Taylor Swift songs to know that heartbreak sucks.
I hear a peck on the window, and jump. I look up at Stephan who is standing on the other side. I open my door, and he holds out his hand and helps me out.
“So, you are announcing to the world that you have a twin sister at a high school party?” Stephan asks.
“I hadn't really thought about it, but I guess I am.” I walk over to Bridgett and link my arm with hers. “Are you ready?”
She looks at me and smiles. “More than ready.”
 
8:12 pm
Are you happy now?
 
Bridgett and I link arms as we walk together towards the beach. Ethan and Stephan are walking behind us. Close to the water there is a huge bonfire, and  over 100 kids are scattered up and down the beach. It's nothing like any party I've ever been to, but I think I actually like it better. It already feels more relaxed, and fun.
Most of the parties I went to in LA were at mansions. Different celebrities, or social elites would host, and I was always invited. Some of the parties were wilder than others. I went to a few of them, but they never held much interest for me. I would've rather spent my time playing music.
I became friends with Lily Vargo, a socialite. Her father was very rich. She wasn't a celebrity, but the paparazzi loved her. She was often in magazines, pictured alongside celebrities. She was all about power and status. Looking back, I wonder how we ever became friends. We had nothing in common. But she made parties fun for me, and she knew where all the great parties were. I've never considered myself easily influenced, but it was because of her that I got into drugs... Not that it was all her fault. I was the one who took the drugs. I gave into temptation. I would never forgive myself for it.
Thankfully, I realized what I was doing before I got addicted. After my scare in July, I stopped hanging out with Lily. Tonight is the first party I've been to since then, and I can't help but feel nervous... Not just about introducing Bridgett to the world, but about being around this scene. I can't imagine ever doing drugs again, but like they say, old habits die hard.
I hear my song come over the speakers, and I can't help but smile.
“Does that ever get old?” Bridgett asks me.
“Never,” I reply. It's absolutely the truth.
“Scarlett!” I hear somebody yell. I look over to see Ginny and Britney running over towards us. I suddenly wish that I had time to run and hide, because the more time I'm around the two of them, the more I find them annoying. I really don't want them to be the first of my girl friends that I introduce to Bridgett. Not that I have girl friends.
“I apologize in advance for them,” I whisper to Bridgett, and then turn to Ginny and Britney. “Hey!” I'm pretty good at faking enthusiasm. I have to be, considering I perform 200 or more shows a year, whether I feel like it or not.
“Whoa! I think I've had too much to drink,” Ginny slirs, looking between Bridgett and me.
I smile. “You're not seeing double, I swear. This is my twin sister, Bridgett.”
Stephan walks up behind me and puts his arms around my midsection. “I'm stealing my girlfriend,” he tells them. I follow him.
“Is it safe to leave Bridgett with them?” I ask.
“She will be fine,” he promises.
“Wait...” I stop, as realization of what he just said hit me. “Your girlfriend?”
He smiles, and even in the dark, it's breathtaking. “Um, well... If you want to be... I'd like for you to be...” Stephan is usually so confident, it's kind of fun to watch him sweat.
“What happened to taking it slow?” I ask, wanting to tease him for a little longer.
“Just because you're my girlfriend doesn't mean we can't take it slow.” He pulls me closer to him, obviously feeling more confident. “We can go as slow as you want.”
“I would like to be your girlfriend.” My heart speeds up as I say the word girlfriend.
I AM STEPHAN MONTGOMERY'S GIRLFRIEND!!!
He smiles.
“Can I see your phone?” I ask.
“Why?” He questions, but hands me his phone.
I save my phone number into his phone, and set one of my songs as the ring tone. “You have to have your girlfriend's phone number.”
He looks shocked. “Wow. Scarlett Ryan trusts me enough to give me her phone number? This is huge!”
“Don't let it go to your head.”
“Scarlett!” I hear somebody else yell at me. Stephan and I both turn to see Mona running up to us. She looks furious. “What the hell is he doing here?”
“HE is with ME.”
“He is not invited, and he needs to get out of here NOW!” She's screaming, and I can see her whole body shaking.
“Why?” I push. “What did he do to you?”
“His father killed my mom!” She begins sobbing, and a crowd is starting to form around us. “Are you happy? Now you know.”
For a moment, I'm stunned. “Wh... Wha... What?” Nobody says anything, so I turn to Stephan. “Explain, now!”
“Not here,” he says.
“If you don't leave now, I will call the cops,” Mona promises.
Stephan looks both furious, and crushed. He is shaking, and it scares me to see him like this. I grab his arm, and pull him towards my car. “Come on.”
 
9:35 pm
Too late.
 
Stephan gets in the passenger side of my car, and I am about to get in the driver's side when I see Bridgett and Ethan coming.
“Can you take Bridgett home?” I ask Ethan. “He needs me right now.”
“Of course,” Ethan says.
“Take your time, Scar,” Bridgett tells me.
 
I get in the car and drive. I don't go in any particular direction, I just drive. Stephan and I sit in silence for about 30 minutes, before either of us say anything.
“Let's get coffee,” he finally says.
“Ok,” I say. I drive to the 24 hour coffee shop, and we go inside. Once we order, and sit down at a booth, I push him for answers. “Please, explain.”
He sighs, and looks a little sad. He's looking out the window as he talks. “Just... When I tell you this story, please don't think any less of my father. He was a good guy. He just made mistakes.” He then looks at me. “My father was in love with two women, my mother, and Mona's mother. He didn't want to choose between the two, so he didn't.
“My father married my mom, but he saw Mona's mom on the side their entire marriage. Mona's mom married somebody else too, but that didn't stop the affair. One night while they were... together... my father had a car accident. They had both been drinking a little too much, and he drove off Hope Creek Bridge, killing them both instantly.
“Mona blames my father, therefore, she blames and hates me. And trust me, I hated my dad for a little bit after I found out what he did. My mom was devastated. Not only did she have to deal with the pain of his death, but also the fact that he cheated on her for nearly 19 years. But my father was a good man.”
I am trying to process everything he said. “So, Mona is your half sister?”
He shakes his head quickly, and almost looks annoyed. “No. Mona's mom had a husband. He is her father.”
“Are you sure?” I ask, though I'm not sure why.
“Yes, Scarlett, I would know if Mona was my half sister.”
Stephan is angry, and I know I shouldn't push it, but I can't seem to help myself. “Was there a DNA test done? If her mom was sleeping with her husband and your dad at the same time, there is a possibility you two could be related.”
He slaps his hand down on the table. “Dammit, can't you just drop it! It's too late now anyway!”
I jump from the noise. The coffee house is empty, but the people behind the counter are staring at us now.
“I'm sorry,” I say so softly that I am almost whispering. “I just thought you would want to know if she was your half sister.”
He narrows his eyes. “Just because you found your long lost twin sister doesn't mean I want the same thing. Especially not Mona.” He gets up from the booth. “Can we just go home? I am done talking about this tonight.”


Friday, September 18
3:05 pm
I love you... I mean... your music...
 
Stephan ignored me all week long. Actually, he ignored everybody. I knew that I shouldn't have pushed him so hard about Mona, and I was feeling bad about it. Maybe he was right, maybe I was trying to overcompensate for the lost time with Bridgett. Stephan and Mona look nothing and act nothing alike. They've known each other their whole life. Certainly if they were brother and sister, they would know. Besides, even if they were, it wouldn't be any of my business.
During Stephan's absence, Bridgett and I got some much needed sister time. We spent lots of time swimming, watching chick flicks, and just talking about the last 19 years. We also had plans for shopping the following weekend.
Ethan came over and helped me study on Tuesday, and Thursday. Thanks to him, algebra was making a little bit more sense. He told me how moody Stephan had been since Monday night, which I apologized for. It was my fault he was in a pissy mood. But, on the plus side, Bridgett and Ethan seemed to enjoy the party after we left. Nobody even noticed that Bridgett wasn't me.
Mona, and the the other “populars”
haven't talked to me anymore, which is almost a relief. I'm glad they haven't invited me to their table anymore. But they do seem nicer to Ethan... Nicer, as in they don't turn their heads in the hallway when he walks by. I even saw one girl smile at him. 
Unfortunately, they are being really mean to Stephan. Somebody even spray painted “SCUM” across his locker. If I would have just stayed out of it, he would just be ignored, as usual. Now, people are bullying him. He puts on a strong front, but I can tell it's getting to him. It hurts to know that I am the cause of that.
I really need to learn how to mind my own business.
Andrew hasn't contacted me anymore. I know he is looking for Stacy, as well as my birth parents, and it makes me anxious.
Surprisingly, the media hasn't found out about Bridgett. Since I left the party early, everybody thought she was me, and we haven't been seen together in public since then. I think we both decided it may be best to wait, and give her time to adjust to the lifestyle. 
I haven't heard from my adoptive mom and dad either. Not that I expected to hear from my mom, she rarely ever contacts me. But I did expect my dad to continue to beg me to come to my senses and come home. His emails have stopped. I am not sure if that makes me happy or sad.
When I pull into my house Friday after school, there is a shiny, red, convertible mustang sitting in my driveway. Alec is leaning up against the car with sunglasses on. I shut off my car and jump out.
“Alec!” I throw myself into his arms and hug him. “I can't believe you came!”
“I had to come see my favorite girl.” Alec's smile makes all the girls swoon, so when he smiles at me, I can't help but feel a little light headed. He is gorgeous, and he knows how to work it. It's hard not to love Alec.
I remember Bridgett is inside the house, and I get excited. “Oh my gosh, Alec, you have to come inside! There is somebody I want you to meet!”
“Your boyfriend?” he asks, as he follows me.
“My boyfriend is mad at me.” I sigh. “I'm actually not sure if he's my boyfriend anymore...”
“Oh, no. What happened? Am I going to have to kill him?”
We get to the front door. “Let's talk about it later.” I open the front door, and lead Alec through the house. I know that Bridgett will be by the pool, where she always is.
He sees the pool. “Are we going to swim? Can I at least change first?”
When I open the door, Bridgett is sitting in a lawn chair with her eyes closed. When she hears the door open, she looks up at me, and smiles... Then she sees Alec. Her mouth drops open, and she quickly gets out of her chair, almost falling.
“Oh my god,” Alec and Bridgett both say at the same time.
“Alec, I'd like you to meet my twin sister, Bridgett Evans. Bridgett, this is Alec Torch, one of my very best friends.”
Alec looks back and forth between Bridgett and me. “You're identical.”
“Did you not hear the twins part?” I ask.
“I am a huge fan!” Bridgett finally speaks. “Like, seriously, I love you... I mean... your music music. I love your music...”
I can't help but laugh at the two of them, both staring at each other.
The doorbell rings. “I'm going to get that. Maybe you two can talk... get to know each other,” I say, leaving the two of them to stare at each other.
 
3:25 pm
Starstruck.
 
When I open the door, I am more than surprised to see Stephan standing on the other side. I'm so stunned that I actually don't know what to say.
“Can I come in?” he asks.
I nod, stepping out of the way. Once he's inside, I close the door behind him.
He quickly turns towards me, and says, “I'm sorry.”
What? He's apologizing to me? “I should be the one apologizing, Stephan. I was inconsiderate, and I pushed you. And you were right. I shouldn't have asked you to go to the party. It was a terrible, and selfish idea.”
“No, I just... What you were saying... I've been wondering if it were true for a while. I mean, what if Mona is my sister? Will I ever know? It kills me not to.” He runs his hands through his hair in frustration. “And how could my dad do that to my mom? She stayed in bed and cried for three months straight after he died. I didn't think she would ever recover. And then she met Keith. Things turned around. She was happy again. I wasn't ready for her to be married to somebody else, but I couldn't stand seeing her sad anymore. Keith is so good to her. Not that my dad wasn't... I... I don't want to hate my dad. He's dead! But I can't help it! I hate him so much for what he did to us, and for what he did to Mona's family. I don't blame her for hating me. I would hate me too. But even if Mona was my sister, I don't think I would want to know. I don't want to bring up any of those old emotions for my mom. It would hurt her too much.”
“It's not your fault,” I tell him. “None of it. Your dad and Mona's mom are the ones who messed up. Not you, and not Mona. You can't blame yourself.”
“You're right. And my brain knows it, but I can't help but feel bad. Maybe if I was a better son, it wouldn't have happened...”
I stop him. “Do you remember what I told you about my sister Stacy? And how she ran away from home?”
He nods.
“I know that it's not my fault she ran away, but still, I've been carrying this guilt around for nine years, Stephan. You have to let it go. I have to let it go.” My heart feels lighter as I say the words. “I hate her for leaving me. She was selfish for what she did.”
“She was selfish, Scar. You were 10 years old, and she just left you. What kind of sister does that?”
“Just like your dad was selfish.”
He nods. “I know. I just.. need time.”
I know exactly what he means. “I'm here for you, when you need to talk. Just don't carry it around for nine years like I have.”
“I won't,” he promises. “Thanks for the heart to heart.”
I know what I need to do now. I have to stop looking for Stacy. She knows where I am. And if she wants to see me, she will. 
“Do you want to meet my best friend forever?” I ask him, wanting to talk about something lighter. I'm not going to let anything ruin my weekend with Alec.
He smiles. “I saw a glimpse of the car outside. Can we go check it out?”
“Car later. Right now, you need to meet Alec. Plus I left Bridgett alone with him, and she was a little starstruck.”
 
When we get back outside, Alec and Bridgett are chatting like old friends. Well, Bridgett may be drooling a little, but who could blame her. If Alec wasn't like my big brother, I'd probably have a crush on him too.
“So are they coming with us to Miami?” Stephan asks me.
“Miami?” I question, but then remember. “Oh! The races! I completely forgot!”
“Races?” Alec's interest is piqued. 
“Stephan races,” I tell him. “And by race, I mean he is into street racing.”
“Isn't that illegal?” Bridgett asks.
“Yes!” Alec almost sounds angry, but then he smiles. “I love to watch street racing. I got into it a little bit before my music took off. It's a lot of fun. I haven't seen a race in... forever.”
“So, who is up for a road trip?” I ask.
 
5:12 pm
Too damn distracting.
 
An hour later, we are on the road. Alec and Bridgett ride behind us in my Mercedes, and I ride with Stephan. I almost felt bad about leaving them to ride alone, but I have to admit, they both looked pretty excited about the prospect of being together.
“How long is the drive?” I ask Stephan.
“It's about four hours,” he says. “So, we should be down there around 9:30. We can all just hang out, maybe grab a bite to eat before. The races start around 1am. I usually get a text about 20 minutes before letting me know the location.”
“So, it is in a different location every week?”
He nods. “Miami is a lot bigger than Hope. They let us know where so we have just enough time to get there. They don't want the word to get out.”
“So what about after the race? Do we just... go home?”
“Normally, I drive home. I usually get back around six in the morning.”
“Is it safe to drive so late? Maybe we should just stay in Miami tonight. Then we can hang out here tomorrow, do something fun, and then go home.”
“Is this your excuse to get me alone in a hotel room?”
I knew that was coming. “Ha, ha. No. You can stay with Alec, and I will stay with Bridgett.”
He fake pouts. “That doesn't sound as fun.”
I just laugh, and change the subject. “Did Ethan not want to come with us?”
“He never comes to my races.”
“Did you ask him to come?”
“No,” he snorts. “Definitely not.”
“Stephan! How could you leave him out?”
He shrugs. “I think he had a date tonight, so chill. He wouldn't have came if I asked him anyway. We are stepbrothers, and we're definitely not friends.”
“You should be friends, because Ethan is awesome. But seriously, he has a date? With Mona?” Now I'm excited.
“Yeah... Well, sort of. It's like this big group thing. They are having a party or something. I think she invited him to be nice, but I think he thinks it's a date.”
“That's great. Why didn't he tell me?”
“No offense, but maybe he didn't want you to ruin it for him.” Stephan shakes his head at me. “I mean, you almost ruined the last party.”
I narrow my eyes at him. “Do I need to remind you that you are the one who ruined it? If you wouldn't have been there, things would have been fine.”
He laughs. “Maybe. But you invited me, and practically forced me to go. Therefore, you are the guilty party.”
“Now we are definitely not staying in the same room,” I joke.
“Yeah, because if we did, I might see you naked. And I can't ever see you naked. Remember?”
“How could I forget? But I don't have to be naked for us to have sex.” I pull up my already short skirt, showing him more leg. “My skirt makes it easy for us...”
He's watching me, and not the road. When I look up, we are driving on the shoulder of the road.
“Maybe I should drive.”
He swerves the car back into the correct lane, and grips the steering wheel so tight that his knuckles are turning white. “Next time we go on a road trip, you're wearing jeans. Your legs are too damn distracting.”
My phone vibrates, and I laugh at the text from Bridgett.
 
Stop distracting the driver! - B
 
I quickly reply.
 
What can I say? We have good genes ;) - S
 
“So, the races tonight, what do you have to pay to get in?” I ask, curiously.
“The race that I am in, you have to pay five thousand to race. There are five cars competing. If I win, I can get up to 30 thousand dollars,” he smirks.
“Can I bet on the race?” I ask. I'm not much of a gambler, but it sounds fun.
“Yeah,” he nods. “Thinking of betting against me?”
“No way!” I say quickly. “I will always bet for you.”
“And that is why I like you so much.”
“Awe, Stephan Montgomery likes me. I must be special.”
He winks at me. “More special than you know.”
 
9:45 pm
Good times.
 
The drive flies by, and before I know it, we are in Miami. We all decide to eat Chinese food, and pull into the first place we see. It's small, but in my experience, the hole in the wall restaurants are usually the best kind.
“Table for four, please,” Stephan tells the hostess. She still has yet to move. She's standing there, staring at Alec, Bridgett, and me.
“Oh my god...”
I roll my eyes. “Yes, I'm Scarlett Ryan. This is my sister Bridgett, and this is Alec Torch. I get you're probably not used to seeing celebrities, but please, can we have a table?”
“Ri... Right away, Miss Ryan,” she finally says.
We follow her to a table. I sit beside Stephan, and Bridgett and Alec sits across from us.
Stephan leans over, and whispers in my ear. “That was so hot.”
“What?”
“You, taking charge. I kind of wonder if you'd be like that...”
Bridgett cuts him off. “Ewe. I do NOT want to hear about my sister's sex life.”
I laugh. “Trust me, there is no sex life to hear about.”
The waitress is an older Chinese lady, and thankfully she doesn't recognize us. She takes our drinks order, and quickly leaves to fill them.
“Do people often mistake you for me?” I asked Bridgett.
She shrugs. “It actually hasn't been that bad. People in my community and school knew me growing up, so they didn't really question. I've had a few incidents like at the mall... And when I first went to college it was pretty bad... But once people learn I'm not you, they usually leave me alone.”
“Life would be boring without mobs of fans, and paparazzi,” Alec adds. “Seriously, I couldn't imagine ever living normal.”
“That's because your dad is a rock legend. You grew up with this. I lived a semi-normal life until I was 15, and even then, it was a year before it got completely crazy.”
“After you won that MTV Award. I remember. I taught you how to ditch the paparazzi,” Alec smiles. “Good times.”
“That was not good times!” I can't help but laugh. I turn to Bridgett and Stephan. “I had just turned 16 years old. I was not a good driver, I was in LA, and I was trying to get rid of the paparazzi. It was a nightmare. I nearly ran over somebody trying to ditch them.”
“Oh, right!” Alec remembers. “They came up with some outrageous story about you being drunk! You got so much publicity! The next day, your song hit number one. It was crazy.”
“I totally forgot about that.” I shake my head. “That was pretty awesome.”
The waitress finally brings us our drinks, and takes our orders. Once she leaves, Alec turns to me. “What are your plans now, Scar? You're so young. Certainly you aren't quitting the music industry.”
“I'm not completely sure,” I answer truthfully. “I haven't been happy with my music for a while now. I'd like to finish my senior year, get a new manager, a new producer, and do what I want to do. I'd like to get away from the pop scene, and maybe do a more alternative, punk sound.”
“Like your older stuff.”
“Exactly.”
“What about you, Bridgett? What are your plans for the future?” Alec asks her.
“I am still undecided about my future,” she answers with a shrug. “I recently dropped out of college, and right now, I'm just trying to figure it out.”
“You have plenty of time to figure it out.” Alec turns his head towards Stephan. “What about you? You have college plans?”
“Definitely no plans for college...” he clears his throat. “I have no idea what I want. I really enjoy racing, but that's not really a profession.”
“Of course it is! Nascar,” Alec counters.
“Nascar really isn't my scene. Plus, I'm not sure if this is what I want forever. It's good for the right now. I guess when the time comes, I'll figure it out. I just want to be happy.”
“Cheers to that,” I agree, holding up my cup.
 
11:55 pm
I know that look!
 
Stephan is paying his way in, and listening to the rules. Bridgett, Alec, and I are all standing by my Mercedes, trying not to draw attention to ourselves. We all even bought baseball caps from the gas station.
“The girls here are skanky,” Bridgett crinkles her nose, as a girl walks by. Her shorts are so short that her butt cheeks are hanging out the bottom.
“I've seen worse,” Alec counters with a shrug like it's no big deal. Of course to Bridgett, it is.
“Oh, come on,” Bridgett crosses her arms over her chest. “You can't tell me you're actually enjoying this...”
“Trust me, I have better taste than this. I like girls with class.”
And that is why I love Alec. He's not just an arrogant rock star that sleeps with every girl he can. He appreciates girls. And sure, he may be a man whore, but at least he's not a jerk about it.
“So, tell me Alec, how many girls have you been with?” Bridgett asks boldly, and I choke on the air.
“Oh my god, Bridge!”
She shrugs. “What? I'm curious!”
“You can't randomly ask somebody how many people they've fucked. Way too personal.”
“It's ok,” Alec tells us. “I haven't been with that many women, honestly. I've turned down a lot more girls than I've said yes to.”
“In other words, he's lost count,” I nudge him gently with my elbow.
“Ha, ha,” he glares at me. “How many guys have you been with, Scarlett?”
“Ten.”
“You're practically a virgin!” Alec laughs, putting his arm around me jokingly. “My sweet, innocent Scarlett.”
I roll my eyes at him. “I am not sweet, or innocent. Though, I wish I was.”
“What about you Bridgett?” Alec turns to subject to her. After all, she is the one who started the conversation.
I look at Bridgett, who is now blushing. “I'm waiting for Prince Charming.”
“WHAT?” Alec's eyes are huge, as he looks at her. “No way!”
“It's not a big deal,” she defends herself. “I just want my first time to be special.”
“That's really sweet.”
Whoa, did the word “sweet” just come out of Alec Torch's mouth? This has got to be a first.
I look at Alec, who is looking at Bridgett, and suddenly realization hits me... I know that look! That is the look Stephan gives me.
Oh my god! Alec is totally crushing on Bridgett! 
“What did I miss?” Stephan asks, coming up behind me.
“Nothing,” we all say in unison.
“Ok...” he looks at us all with a curious look. “The race is about to start. If you guys hear sirens, just take off, don't worry about me. If you happen to get pulled over, you know nothing. Use your celeb status to your advantage. This is a lot bigger than it is in Hope.”
“Good luck,” Alec says.
I walk with Stephan to his car. I can't help but feel worried. I've seen him race before, but like he said, this is a bigger deal. He pulls me close to me, and I rest my head on the chest. 
“Be careful.”
“I will,” he promises.
I pull away, and he kisses me gently on the lips. A few seconds later, he's in his car, and pulling up to the starting line. I sigh, and walk back over where Bridgett and Alec are standing.
I'm nervous, so I twirl my hair with my finger. I can't stand to not be moving right now.
The race starts and it's only a few seconds before the cars are completely out of sight. Even though I can't see where they are, I can't help but watch the road for their return.
I hear Bridgett and Alec behind me, they're arguing about something, but I can't bring myself to listen. I'm wondering why they've been gone so long. Shouldn't they be back now? It feels like they've been gone forever.
Suddenly, I hear tires squalling, and I watch 3 of the 5 cars all racing ahead towards the finish. The guy beside Stephan tries to push him off the road, but Stephan pulls ahead, causing the other guy to run off the road. His car rolls over a few times, and I cringe. 
I hope he's ok.
Stephan is neck and neck with the other car, but as they pass the finish line, Stephan is ahead literally by inches. I breathe a sigh of relief when Stephan's car comes to a safe stop. I run over to him and throw my arms around him. He hugs me back.
“I was so worried about you.” I pull back from his embrace, and notice the other two cars still haven't came yet. “Where are the others?”
“They crashed,” he answers, nonchalantly. “The first one went out before we were a minute into the race. The other guy crashed around the last curve. But hey, I'm going to grab my money, then we need to go. That other guy didn't look so good. We need to clear out before the cops and ambulances arrive. Tell Bridgett and Alec to meet us at the gas station we stopped at earlier.”
I run to them, and tell them what Stephan said, and within minutes, we are on the road. As we are clearing out, I hear sirens. I sigh in relief.
“Are you always so lucky? Missing cops, avoiding car accidents...”
“I'm good,” he sounds a little conceited. “And I've never got caught.”
“Lucky you,” I say.
“Speaking of luck, I won... Does that mean you'll stay in my room tonight?”
“And leave Bridgett all alone?”
“She won't be alone. She will have Alec,” he smiles. “I know you've seen the way he looks at her. It's kind of sickening, actually.”
I can't help but laugh. “You look at me the same way... Which is exactly why I'm not leaving her alone with him.”
“Yeah, I guess I kind of like you... A little,” he shrugs, but I know he's just messing with me.
“I think you like me a lot.”
“Well, I think the feeling is mutual.”
I can't help but smile. “You are correct.”
 
1:03 am
This is boring.
 
We get two rooms, one for the girls, and one for the boys. Stephan wasn't too pleased about it, but I told him I was not leaving my sister alone with Alec Torch all night. He may be my best friend, but I don't trust him with my very untouched sister.
We aren't tired yet, so Alec and Stephan hang out with Bridge and me in our room.
“I'm starving,” Stephan complains.
“We just ate! At like, nine...” I laugh at him.
“Exactly. Four hours ago. I need substance.” He grabs the phone book. “Who wants pizza?”
Alec and Stephan are both hungry, so they order a pizza. I envy their metabolism.
“I'm going to go pick it up,” Stephan says, grabbing his keys.
“Why not have it delivered?” I wonder.
“My car was making a funny noise. I wanted to check it out before tomorrow,” he explains. “I want to make sure it'll be alright on the drive home.”
“Want me to go with you?” I ask.
“No, it's ok. You can just hang out here. It'll only take me a couple minutes.” He walks out the door, and I go sit on the edge of the bed. Bridgett is laying back on the other bed, switching through channels on the TV, and Alec is messing with his phone.
“The races were fun,” I comment, trying to start a conversation. All I got was a half nod from Bridgett, and no response from Alec... I'm so glad that this trip is bringing us together.
Well, this is boring.
I pull out my iPhone, and check out my emails. I have one from my dad, telling me about a movie premier I was invited to. He doesn't tell me he misses me, and it's very professional. I delete it without a response.
I have another email, it's from Andrew Davis. I still haven't told him to call off the search for Stacy. I made a mental note to do that in the morning. I open the email.
 
Scarlett,
I think I found Stacy. I can't give you any details yet, but I will be contacting you soon.
Andrew Davis
 
My heart speeds up as I read his words... He found Stacy. Earlier that day, I had promised myself I wouldn't look for her. Now that he knows, I am not so sure I can just ignore the news. I have to know. I've spent nine years blaming myself for her running away. I need to know the real reason.
“You look like you've just seen a ghost,” Alec says to me, breaking the silence in the room.
“I think I have,” I whisper, so quiet I am not sure if anybody heard me.
I don't even have time to process the information before Stephan walks into the room, without a pizza. He's covered in oil, and he looks pissed.
“What's wrong?” I ask.
“I don't know yet. I started my car, and it sounded terrible. So I opened the hood, and my car threw up oil on me.” He runs his fingers through his hair. “I don't have the tools to fix it. We're going to have to wait on a shop.”
I don't think I've ever seen him this pissed, and it's honestly scaring me.
“So, we will wait.” I keep my voice at a calm level, trying to get him to calm down. “It's not a big deal.”
“I never let anybody else work on my car. It was me and my dad's thing.” He looks so vulnerable as he tells me.
“So, we could have it towed home...” I suggest.
“Have my car towed four hours? Seriously? Do you have any idea how much that would cost?” He looks at me like I've grown a second head.
“Well, no...”
At this point, Bridgett and Alec are both standing around us. Alec puts his hand on Stephan's shoulder. “Dude, chill. We will figure this out.”
“I know...” he breathes. “This just really sucks.”
“You stay here,” Alec tells Stephan, “and I will go pick up the pizza.”
 
By the time Alec gets back with the pizza, Stephan has taken a shower, and has seemed to calm down a bit. They eat pizza and then go back to their room. Stephan tries to get me to stay with him, but I refuse.
I know! Trust me, I know! Why turn Stephan down? He's beautiful, amazing, and everything I have ever wanted. But, I want to wait... Though, I'm not sure what I'm waiting for.
Or maybe I do know.
Maybe I'm waiting for love.


Saturday, September 19
9:03 am
Breakfast
 
The next morning, Stephan was able to drive his car (very slowly) to a nearby mechanic shop. I could tell he was sad to leave his love in the hands of somebody else, but he knew that he didn't have much other choice in the matter. They told us to give them until around 3pm, they were going to try to “work him in”, which in mechanic world meant, “hope you don't have plans for a while”.
We all decide to go grab some breakfast. I just order some fruit, and everybody looks at me funny.
“What? I don't want to get fat...” I say it like I'm joking, but I'm completely serious. I used to have a nutritionist planning all of my meals, and a personal trainer. Since moving to Hope, I've let a lot of things slide. I haven't gained weight, YET, but if I keep up like I have, I will.
“Scarlett Ryan and fat don't even belong in the same sentence,” Alec says.
Stephan is shaking his head at me. “Seriously, you're such a girl... You're beautiful, and truthfully, you could stand to gain some weight.”
Alec nudges him. “Dude, no. Never tell a girl she's too fat, or too skinny.”
“I'm comfortable with my body,” I counter. “I just don't have Bridgett's metabolism. I have to work to look this good.”
Bridgett looks uncomfortable at the mention of her. I can tell she's not used to being the center of attention.
 
We all eat, and thirty minutes later, Bridgett excuses herself to go to the bathroom. 
“So, what are the plans for today?” Alec asks me.
“Shopping, duh...” I've been stuck in a small town, and haven't been to the mall in way too long.
Alec and Stephan both groan, but neither of them say anything.
“I think I'm going to go to the bathroom, too.” I get up from the table and walk to the bathroom. I'm laughing to myself. When I step inside the bathroom, I hear somebody throwing up. “Bridgett?” I ask.
I hear a toilet flush, and Bridgett walks out of the stall. She looks very white.
“Oh my god, are you ok?” I ask, putting my hand to her forehead. She doesn't feel warm.
“Yeah, I'm fine,” she quickly replies. “I felt a little sick to my stomach, but I'm feeling better now.”
When Bridgett talks, she doesn't look me in the eyes, so I know that she's lying. But why would she lie about being sick?
“Ok, well, let me know if you feel sick again.” I really wasn't sure what else to say, I just know that I'm going to keep a close eye on her for the rest of the day.
 
10:43 am
Two point five kids.
 
After eating, we hit the mall. It's been almost a month since I went shopping, and I am in desperate need of retail therapy. Alec is really excited, despite his earlier reaction. Bridgett and him go off on their own, which I worry about. I really wanted to spend the day with her, so I could watch her. But I was also glad. Stephan and I needed some alone time.
Stephan holds my hand as we walk through the mall, and it feels right. Touching him, and being close is something that I crave.
“So, there is something that I need to tell you,” I tell him, once again thinking about the email I got from Andrew Davis.
“What is it?” His voice is full of concern.
I hesitate, hoping he doesn't think I'm crazy for wanting to find Stacy. “Do you remember me telling you about my older sister Stacy? The one who ran away...”
He nods.
“Well, I hired a private investigator to find her, which is how I found Bridgett,” I fidget with my fingers as I tell him. “I was going to tell him to stop looking for Stacy. I figured if she wanted to find me, she would. Then yesterday, I got an email from my PI... He found her.”
“That's great, Scar.”
I shake my head. “I'm not so sure, actually.”
“Why not? You're finding your sister after 9 years.”
“She's known where I have been my whole life. She's seen me on TV. But not once has she tried to contact me.” Angry tears threaten to escape my eyes. “I'm not sure I want to see her anymore.”
He stops suddenly, and turns me so I'm looking straight at him. “You owe it to yourself to go see her, and at the very least get some closure.”
He's right, and I know that. “I know.” Despite how angry I am at her, I began to really wonder about Stacy. “Do you think she has kids? Maybe I'm an aunt.”
“How old is she now?”
“She is 26. I hope she's had a happy life. Maybe she is married with two point five kids, living in the suburbs somewhere with a nice house, and a super awesome SUV that she hauls her kids to soccer practice in.”
Stephan laughs. “You've really thought about this, haven't you?”
I nod. “Yes, I have. I also wonder how I will be at 26. I'm not going to be a rock star forever.”
“26 is still very young. You will be the perfect age to play a teenager is some TV drama,” he jokes. “You could be the new Gossip Girl.”
“You know that gossip girl was a guy, right? But I like your way of thinking. Maybe my sister isn't married, and doesn't have kids. Maybe she's a successful business woman,” I smile at the thought. “Rich all on her own. I like it.”
“See, this is why you have to go see her. You need to know if she's doing alright.”
I nod, because I know that what he's saying is true. I have wondered about Stacy my whole life, and I need to see with my own eyes that she is alright. I need to hug her. But most of all, I need to know why she left. I've spent nine years blaming myself, and I owe it to myself to know the truth so I can move on.
“When Andrew calls me, I will go,” I decide.
“Good.”
“Yep, and now I need to get your opinion on some shoes,” I say, dragging him into the shoes store. I hear him groan behind me, and can't help but smile.
 
1:32 pm
You can't eat sushi with a fork.
 
For lunch, we go to a nice Japanese restaurant. Bridgett reveals to me that she's never had sushi before, so I insist that she try it.
“I don't know how I feel about raw fish,” she reasons with me.
“Not all sushi has raw fish in it,” I counter. “Besides, you have no choice. You have to try it.”
“Fine,” she says in defeat.
I smile. “You will love it, I promise. It's even low in calories.”
I order all my favorite rolls – California, tuna, and salmon. I like to venture out, and try new things, but once I ordered squid and couldn't eat it. I just looked at it, thinking of Squidward. So, when it comes to sushi, I stick to the basics.
Stephan comes to the table, with a smile on his face. “It won't be too much longer.” He then explains what is wrong with his car, which I tune out. I love cars, don't get me wrong, but I definitely know nothing about repairs.
Alec and Stephan go back and forth talking about cars, so I talk to Bridgett.
“How are you feeling?” I ask her. “Have you gotten sick anymore?”
“No,” she shakes her head. “Maybe I was allergic to something that I ate this morning.”
“Does that happen a lot?”
“No. It was just a fluke thing...”
The conversation is making her nervous. But why is she nervous? “Ok, well, I'm glad you're better,” I say, dropping the topic. I am just being paranoid for no reason, I decide.
The waitress brings out our sushi and I watch Bridgett pick up her fork.
I laugh. “You can't eat sushi with a fork.” I pick up my chopsticks, and show her how to hold them. Then I mix the wasabi and soy sauce. “Wasabi is really strong, so you just want to barely dip it.” I dip the bottom of the sushi in, pull it out, and eat it.
“Ok,” she tries to mimic what I did, but ends up dropping her piece in the wasabi.
“You know, sushi is good without wasabi,” I say, moving the sauce aside.
She tries again to pick up a piece of sushi, and end up dropping it back onto her plate. She picks up the fallen piece with her fingers, and puts it in her mouth. I watch, waiting for her reaction.
“So?”
“Wow. I can't believe I've been missing out on such an amazing food my whole life!” She reaches for another piece.
“I told you!”
 
6:52 pm
Fucking fantastic!
 
It's almost six before we get on the road. I drive my car with Bridgett back, and Alec rides with Stephan... They both mention something about too much girly time?
I sip on my Red Bull, and Bridgett looks at me with disgust.
“How can you drink that nasty crap?”
I take another drink. “Augh... Amazing!” I laugh. “Seriously, Red Bull has got me through so many performances. I don't know what I would do without it.”
“It's so bad for you!”
“Actually, it has less caffeine than a cup of coffee,” I counter. “Its packed full of vitamin B12, and it stimulates your metabolism!”
She rolls her eyes. “Ok, I believe the first part, but I don't believe the metabolism part.”
“It says so right here on the can!” I point to it. “You should research your facts next time. Seriously, Bridge, I thought you had all the brains.”
“Ha, ha,” she replies, unamused. “Obviously I'm not as smart as you. You're a millionaire at age 19. I'm just a college dropout with no job, no boyfriend, no car and no money.”
“You're not a college dropout! You're simply taking a break.” I smile. “If you want, after I graduate, I will even go to college with you!”
“Yeah, right,” she says. “You don't need college, Scar. You're awesome without it.”
“But I would do it, for you.”
“I am so sick of people doing things for me!” she screams. “Why does everybody think that I'm so vulnerable? I'm not a child!”
“That's not what I meant....” I pause, glancing at her, then back at the road. “Are you ok?”
“Yes! I am fucking fantastic!”
I take a deep breath, trying to figure out what to say. I decide to go with an apology. “I'm sorry. You're right, you don't need me, but maybe I need you.”
“You don't need me.” She crosses her arms over her chest.
“Yes I do, Bridgett. Before you, my life was a mess. I came to Hope because I had none. And then I met Stephan, and now you...” I shake my head. “I've been missing friends, family... love. Sure, I had everything I ever wanted. Money, cars, houses, clothes, drugs, but none of that made me feel anything. I was so empty. But I'm not anymore! My life is worth
living now! So, you may not need me, but I do need you.”
Bridgett doesn't say anything for a minute, but the silence isn't awkward. My words are still lingering in the air, and she is taking them in.
“You know, there has always been something missing in my life too,” she finally says. “I didn't know what it was until you walked into my life. You are a part of me Scarlett, and I am a part of you. And sure, we may like different things, and life may separate us over time, but you will always be with me. No matter how many thousands of miles desperate us, you are my sister... My TWIN! And we may fight, and drive each other crazy, but at the end of the day we will make up.”
I feel a tear fall down my cheek and I quickly wipe it away. “I love you, Bridge.”
“I love you too, Scar.”
She picks up her bottle of Dr. Pepper, and holds it out. “I propose a toast.”
I pick up my Red Bull.
“Here is to us. Here is to looking towards the future, and never letting the past control us.” We tap out drinks together and both take a sip.
It was our first fight. Though I'm still unsure why we fought, I was glad that we made up. I knew at that moment that Bridgett and I would always be alright.
 
Later that night, Bridgett and I drive Alec to the airport (in my new car). I'm sad to see him go, but I know I will see him again soon... Especially considering the way Bridgett and him keep looking at each other.
On the drive home, Bridgett is extra quiet. I know that I need to talk to her about what happened in Miami, but I decide to give her a little time. Because the truth is, I am not sure what to say.


Friday, September 25
3:01 pm
Nothing is more important than you.
 
I waited all week for Andrew's call. I tried him a few times, but it always went to his voice mail. I was anxious to know about Stacy, and I couldn't understand why he hadn't contacted me anymore. But finally, on Friday, he called me as I was leaving school.
“Andrew!” I answer. “Oh my gosh, finally! Why haven't you contacted me?”
“Sorry about that Scarlett. I was busy. Your sister has quite a busy schedule, and she is hard to get in contact with,” he replies. “But I have arranged a meeting.”
“Great!” I say. “Where at?”
“You aren't going to believe this, but you sister lives in Florida. Only about 30 miles from where you are.”
“Wow! Where at? I'll be right there!” I can't help but feel over excited.
“Not today. She is going to meet with you next weekend.” With Andrew's words, I feel my heart drop.
“Oh.”
“She wants to see you, Scarlett,” he assures me. “She just has other responsibilities.”
“Yeah, she sounds super thrilled. Glad she could schedule time to see her long lost sister.” I feel like throwing my phone. “I have to go, Andrew. Just... email me the details.”
Before he can respond, I click end on my phone and toss it on the seat beside me. As soon as I get home, I walk out to the beach and sit in the sand, watching the waves roll in. I let myself cry over my sister for the first time in a long time. Maybe it's to mourn over a sister I haven't seen in nine years. If she doesn't want to see me, I shouldn't want to see her either. But I do want to see her. I need to see her.
I hear shuffling beside me, and I look up to see Stephan sit down beside me. He doesn't say anything, he just puts his arm around me. After I sob into his chest for about five minutes, I pull back.
“Stacy can't 'schedule' me in until next weekend,” I use my fingers to make quotations when I say the word schedule.
“Come on, Scar. Give her the benefit of the doubt. She probably hates waiting too,” he counters. “Maybe there's a reason she needs to wait until next weekend.”
“What could possibly be more important than her sister?” I ask.
He shrugs. “I don't know, because to me, there is nothing more important than you.”
My heart warms at his words, and through my tears, I smile. Stephan always gives me a reason to smile.
He pushes himself up from the sand, and holds out his hand to help me up. Once I'm up, he kisses my forehead. “Now, you go get ready, because we are going on a date.”
“Races?” I ask.
He shakes his head. “I'll take a break this weekend.”
 
5:03 pm
That's for me to know...
 
After leaving the beach, I get a shower, blow out my hair, and do my make up.
“Bridgett!” I yell to her from my bedroom door.
I hear her coming up the stairs. “Yes?”
“Can you help me pick out an outfit for my date with Stephan?”
She laughs. “You're asking help from me? Scar, look what I'm wearing...” 
So, I do. She is currently wear a baggy t-shirt and sweatpants. Her hair is in a messy bun, and she's wearing glasses. 
She points to herself. “This is not somebody you ask fashion advice from.”
I laugh. “Well, at least tell me which outfit you like more.”
I lay two outfits on my bed.
“Where is he taking you?” She asks.
“I don't know,” I shrug.
“Awe, it's a surprise! How romantic.” She puts up her finger. “Give me just a minute, and I will help you pick out the perfect outfit.”
Bridgett leaves the room, and comes back a few minutes later smiling. She goes into my closet, and comes back out with a blue sundress.
“I happen to know that blue looks amazing on you,” she jokes. “Because, it looks amazing on me. So wear this with flip flops, and it will be perfect.”
“Did you call Stephan and ask where we are going?” 
She nods.
“I seriously love you!” I throw my arms around her. “So where is he taking me?”
She laughs. “That's for me to know, and you to find out.”
 
6:43 pm
And you to find out.
 
“So, you have been living in Florida now for almost a month, and I just realized that I haven't taken you to any of the places that makes this state great,” Stephan says as we merge onto the interstate. “I think it's time I show you.”
I can't help but smile. “Have I ever told you how amazing you are?”
“No, but feel free to continue telling me.”
I pretend to think. “Well, I could start with your eyes. It's the first thing I noticed about you. Well, aside from your snarky attitude.”
“Hey, I wasn't being snarky. I was flirting.”
“I'm just glad you don't call me Blondie anymore. That was seriously getting old.”
“And I'm glad you don't call my stepbrother Thor anymore. It's kind of hard to compete with a Greek god,” Stephan counters.
I roll my eyes. “Come on, you have to admit, he has the bluest eyes ever. But once I had an actual conversation with him, I realized we had no chemistry.”
“And we have chemistry?”
“We have so much chemistry that we're literally smoking,” I smile. “And it's only a matter of time before we erupt.”
He clears his throat. “I'm kind of looking forward to this eruption. Think it will happen any time soon?”
“Stephan,” I swat my hand at his arm gently. “You are so bad.”
“Maybe, but you know you want me.”
“Oh, I do want you, but it's so much more fun to make you wait.” I laugh. “Besides, I'm waiting until we're in love.”
“Augh, the L word again.” He shakes his head, as if he can will the word to go away.
“Why are you so against love?” I ask.
“I'm not against love. I just think that love is a serious word. I have never told a girl that I love her, and I want it to mean something. I want the one and only girl I say it to, to be my wife.”
And right there, I lost my heart... to a boy named Stephan Montgomery.
 
7:03 pm
Chaos
 
We pull into our destination shortly after seven. Stephan opens the door for me, which I still think is the sweetest thing in the world, and we hold hands as we walk inside.
“So, what is this place?” I ask.
As soon as the door swings open, I can smell seafood.
“My dad used to take me here all the time. The food is amazing,” he answers.
The place is crowded, but we don't have to wait for a table... I assumed it was because of me. A few people were mad that we got ahead of them, which I feel bad about, but not for long.
We sit outside on the patio. Even though the sun is starting to set, it's still fairly warm outside, and we have an excellent view of the ocean.
“This is nice,” I say. “I can't believe I haven't eaten more seafood while living in Florida.”
“What's your favorite?” he asks.
“Snow crab.” My mouth waters just thinking about it.
“Me too,” he agrees. “So, I was wondering... What is life on tour like?”
“Thinking of becoming a musician?” I joke.
He shrugs. “Just curious.”
“There is only one word that comes to mind, and that's chaos.” I say honestly. “I remember one week I had six performances, three TV interviews, and four radio interviews in seven different states. I didn't sleep much that week. I practically lived on Red Bull, and whatever food I could eat on the drive to and from wherever I was going.”
“Is it always like that?”
I shake my head. “No, but it feels like that a lot. But, honestly, I miss it. It was a crazy life, but I wouldn't of had it any other way.”
“I know you haven't decided what you want for sure yet, but I think you should go back out there. You belong on stage. The spotlight follows you,” he says, pointing at the table next to us. A girl is taking a picture of me with her cell phone.
“I don't even notice anymore.” It's the truth. “After four years, I have learned to completely ignore it.”
“You know, Ethan Googled me a few days ago, and he found hundreds pictures of you and me together. He even found one of us kissing.”
I laugh. “I stopped Googling myself long ago.”
“It's kind of crazy.”
“Crazy is fun sometimes.”
I know that once I graduate high school, I will go back to making music. But, I also know it's going to be my music from now on. And I really think it's Stephan who has helped me see... It doesn't have to be one way or the other. I can be me, and still do what I love. I just have to fire my dad to do it.
 
After dinner, we decide to take a romantic walk on the beach... Though Stephan is stubborn, and possibly the most sarcastic guy I have ever met, he has these amazing moments where he's so sweet and thoughtful. Like right now. He's holding my hand, as we walk. Neither of us are saying a word, but we don't have to. The moment is so serene, and if I had the power to stop time, I would at this exact moment because everything is perfect.
“Scarlett?” Stephan is the one to break the silence.
“Yeah.”
“I really like you,” he says. It's simple, but the words are exactly what I need to hear. I can't help but smile.
“I really like you, too.”
“I've also fantasized my whole life about having sex on the beach.” And just like that, Stephan is back.
I playfully hit his arm. “I'm not taking the chance of getting caught. Couldn't you see the news tomorrow? Scarlett caught having sex on a public beach.”
“I was kidding, Scar.” His voice is very serious as he says it, and I know that he's telling the truth.
“Oh.” I paused. “So, I was wondering... What was your childhood like?”
“It was actually awesome. My dad was amazing. He always took me to baseball games, theme parks, and spoiled me rotten. He always made time for me. Mom was a lot different before he died as well. She was happier. We really had the perfect life.” He shakes his head sadly. “Looking back, I don't know how he did it. How could he hide his affair from both of us? Shouldn't there have been clues? But, there wasn't, Scar. He was so perfect.”
“Have you forgiven him?” I ask.
“Not yet,” he answers. “Someday I will, but not now. I can't.”
“I'm really sorry about what happened, Stephan. You and your mom didn't deserve that. Neither did Mona and her dad. I don't understand how they could have done that to you.” I feel overwhelmingly sad just thinking about the tragic situation.
“But, if you can find it in your heart to forgive your sister Stacy, I should find it in my heart to forgive him, you know?”
“I haven't forgiven her yet,” I respond, biting my lip.
“You will, though. I know you. You're too good to hold a grudge.” He stops and looks me in the eyes. “I love how you view the world. I've never met somebody so insightful. Sometimes I have a hard time believing you're only nineteen.”
“Ditto, Stephan. Seriously, you think things through, you don't just dive in head first,” I pause for a second. “Well, besides your racing. You are kind of crazy in that aspect. But you're a very deep thinker. And I know that your sarcasm is just something to scare people away. You have been so hurt, and you are scared to let anybody else hurt you, yet, you still let me in.”
He shrugs. “I just learn from life, and take each day one at a time.”
“Exactly! Most people at school are too worried about which table their sitting at, or who is popular, but not you. You don't care what people think. I wish I could be more like you.”
“You can't please everybody. There will always be haters, and you will never measure up in everybody's eyes. It's insane to even try.”
Once again, Stephan knows exactly what to say to me. Everytime.


Saturday, September 26
7:32 am
Why am I up this early on a Saturday?
 
Saturday morning, I was woken up at 7:30 am by Stephan, and Ethan. Apparently they were in the mood to surf, which meant I had to be as well.
“Leave me alone!” I pull the covers back over my head.
“The waves are calling,” Stephan says, pulling the covers.
“I don't even know how to surf. Do I need to remind you how terrible I was last time we tried?” I pull the covers up again. “It's Saturday, and it's way too early to be up, let alone doing physical activities.”
Stephan and Ethan both gasp dramatically. “How can you even say you're from California if you don't know how to surf? It's like you're cursing.”
I pull the covers down and glare at Stephan. “It's kind of hard to surf and win a Grammy at the same time. I was a little busy having a career. Besides, I'm from Washington.”
“Well we are going to teach you,” Ethan insists. “It will be FUN.”
“I suck.” They both continue to look... no GLARE... at me. I roll my eyes in defeat. I know there is no way to talk them out of this. “Fine. I'll come. But so is Bridgett. Go wake her up while I get ready.”
After the leave, I brush my teeth, throw my hair into a messy bun on top of my head, and put on a white bikini with yellow flowers. When I walk out of my room, Ethan, Stephan, and Bridgett are all waiting on me.
“How do you get ready so fast?” I ask her. Seriously, I didn't take more than five minutes. How was she ready before me?
She shrugs. “Let's go. Maybe we can actually learn something this time.”
 
I'm in the middle of the ocean, sitting on a surfboard, listening to Ethan explain how to surf. He's already demonstrated about five times. Bridgett and I have both tried twice, and failed. I think he's getting annoyed, but really, what did he expect? Neither of us are really very athletic.
While Ethan is demonstrating for the sixth time, Stephan comes over to us. “He's not a very good teacher. You're both standing too far back on your boards. You just need to distribute your weight more evenly.” 
“Ok,” we both say.
“Now remember to feel the wave. Be the wave. You are the ocean, and all that other crap,” he jokes.
There is a wave coming. It's a small one, and Stephan feels confident we can handle it. So, together, Bridgett and I paddle out, doing exactly as Stephan instructed. I remember as I stand up to distribute my weight, and stand closer to the front of the board. And I actually stand up. I'm standing up on my board for about 10 seconds before I lose my balance and fall into the water.
When I come out of the water, I hear Stephan cheering. “That was AWESOME!”
I paddle back over to where Stephan and Ethan are, shortly followed by Bridgett. Stephan high fives us both.
“You guys were awesome. A few days of this, and you'll be pro in no time!”
“If my arms don't fall off first,” Bridgett complains, rubbing her forearm. “This is a serious workout.”
I'm not feeling it yet, though I use my arm muscles a lot more. Or, at least I used to. I should probably do some kind of work out so my arms don't get weak.
 
9:16 am
Breakfast conversations...
 
We go to Stephan and Ethan's house for breakfast, and their mom goes all out. Bacon, eggs, fruit, toast, biscuits, gravy, and every kind of cereal known to mankind.
“Please tell me you guys don't eat like this every morning,” I say, eying all the food.
“We don't,” Ethan assures me. “Just on the weekends, and during the summer.”
“Girls, don't worry. It's turkey bacon,” Sarah tells us, setting down a huge plate of bacon. “Less fat, and it's better for you.”
“Thank you, Sarah,” I smile at her. “Have you met my sister, Bridgett?”
“Yeah,” Bridgett answers for her. “We went shopping the other day while you were at school.”
“How did I not know this?”
Bridgett shrugs.
“Well, I'm glad you found something to do while I'm at school,” I say. “It's got to be boring staying home all day.” I turn towards Sarah, and say, “I've told her she can take my car, but she always refuses.” I say it because I don't want her to think I'm making her stay home.
“Your house is awesome, Scar. I could never get bored there,” she rolls her eyes at me, like I'm crazy. “And I'm not driving a car that costs more than a college education. What if I wreck it?”
“That's what insurance is for. Besides, it's not like I couldn't afford another one. In fact, let me buy you your own car.”
“No! Seriously. I came here to get to know you. I don't want to take anything from you. That isn't what this is about.”
“I know,” I try to calm her down. “Seriously, Bridge, you're my sister, and I love you. I want to do this. It doesn't even have to be an expensive car. Anything you want is yours.”
“I will not take something I didn't earn.”
An idea hits me. “You could be my manager.”
She laughs. “Yeah right. I have no experience, no college degree, nothing. I would have no clue what to do.”
“It's easy! All you have to do is answer a phone and keep things organized. Make sure I don't double book anything.” I am suddenly getting excited. “Since I'm on break, it's not too crazy right now. Once I start back next year, I will hire you an assistant.”
“That's an excellent idea,” Ethan says, reminding me there are other people in the room.
“Let me think about it,” she says.
“Take your time,” I smile. “It's a huge decision. Just let me know what you decide.”
“Ok.” She nods. “Tell me, are all breakfast conversations always this crazy?”
Everybody laughs, and we start eating the ginormous breakfast.
 
10:43 am
Scum bag
 
After breakfast, Bridgett and I go home to take showers. Stephan and Ethan are going to come over to hang out later, and we are going to watch movies.
I'm about to head to my room to take a shower when I hear Bridgett. It sounds like she's sick. I walk to her room and try to twist her bathroom doorknob, but it's locked.
I knock on the door. “Bridgett? Are you ok?”
A few seconds later, I hear the toilet flush and she opens the door. “I'm fine.” She leans over the sink and splashes water on her face.
“What's wrong, Bridgett? You can talk to me about anything.”
She looks at me with tears in her eyes, and I can tell that she is going to open up to me. “When I was 14, I had an eating disorder. I was able to hide it for two years. I was careful not to throw up at home, or around friends. Once my parent's found out, they got me help. I spent three months in a psychiatric hospital. After that I was better, and I haven't made myself throw up in almost three years. And then I caught my boyfriend of two years cheating with my college roommate. Since then, I've been sick again. I don't want to. I hate this part of me. But it makes me feel better, Scarlett. I don't want to miss him anymore.”
“That guy is a scum bag for what he did to you.” I couldn't help the tears that fell from my eyes. My sister... my BEST FRIEND... was hurting. It hurt me to see her hurting. “But you are so much better than this.”
She begins to sob at my words, and I hug her tightly.
“I will help you, I promise,” I whisper in her ear. “No matter what, I will always be here for you.”
“I know. I'm sorry that I let you down.”
“You didn't,” I promise her. “Just please, don't keep anything from me anymore. You are the most important person in the world to me. I am going to help you. No judgment.”
“Thank you.”
 
I call Stephan and let him know that Bridgett isn't feeling well. The truth is, we both need some sister time. I got a hold of a therapist who agreed to see us later on. I couldn't be there for my sister those two years she was sick before, but I can be there for her now. She is my priority.


Monday, September 28
7:32 am
I like you way too much.
 
I go to school on Monday. I hate leaving Bridgett, but the therapist assured us it was important to keep up normal routines. She hasn't thrown up since Saturday morning, which isn't long, I know, but I think she is going to be ok. On Saturday, Bridgett talked to the therapist alone for about an hour, and then we both talked to her. Since then, I really feel like she's been feeling better. I know it's a long road of recovery, but I have complete faith in her.
Stephan rides with me to school, as usual.
“Is Bridgett feeling better?” He sounds concerned, and it feels good to know that he cares about my family.
I nod. “I think so. We just needed some sister bonding time.”
“So, I was wondering...” he rubs his hands on his jeans like he's nervous. “When you said that about going back to LA after you graduate...”
I cut him off. “When I say that, I mean I'm not done with music. It's my dream, and it's about time I start living my dream my way.”
He smiles, but I can tell it's forced. “Good. I'm glad you're doing this. You deserve it.”
“Stephan, what is it you're not saying?” I push.
He clears his throat. “Well, I know this is all... premature... But let's say that we are still dating in nine months when you leave, what would happen to us?”
I bite my lip to keep from smiling. It's true that it is premature, thinking like this. I know it's dangerous, but I can't help but be thrilled about Stephan thinking about a future with me.
“Well, I guess I would just have to take you with me,” I say, staring at the road ahead. I'm scared to look at him... Mostly scared to see what his reaction is.
“Of course, this is all hypothetical.” I can hear the smile in his voice. “You could definitely dump me before then.”
“Or you could dump me.”
“Not going to happen. You would definitely be the one doing the dumping,” he argues.
I shake my head. “No way. I'm never dumping you.” Ok, maybe it's a little cheesy and cliché, but I can't help but be thrilled by our conversation.
“Then I guess we are stuck together.”
“Of course,” I say. “Unless you cheat on me. Then, I'm totally dumping you. No hard feelings or anything, I just don't like cheaters.”
He clears his throat. “I would never cheat on you. I've seen how bad cheating hurts people first hand, and I would never do that to you.”
And now I feel bad. “Crap, Stephan, I'm sorry. I wasn't even thinking. I didn't mean to say that.”
“It's ok,” he responds. “I just needed you to know that I would never do that. I like you way too much.”
There is no hiding my smile. “I like you a lot, too.”
 
12:07 pm
Feelings and crap
 
Stephan and I sit where Ethan and I used to sit. Now Ethan sits with the “populars”. I see why Mona was so hard against Ethan and Stephan now, but I still don't like her. She really blames the wrong person for what her mother and Stephan's father did. In her own twisted way, she thinks the whole thing is Stephan's fault. Maybe blaming somebody other than her mother helps her cope.
I laugh at my thoughts. Geez, I go to one therapy session and I think I'm an expert on feelings and crap.
Stephan and I are in the middle of a conversation about what makes a car run when we are disrupted. Thank God. I didn't think I could handle one more minute of listening about how a fuel filter works.
“Can I talk to you?” Mona asks.
Ok, so it's not exactly somebody I want to talk to... But anything to get me out of this dreadful conversation about cars.
“Sure,” I say, then turn to Stephan. “Give me just a minute.”
I follow Mona out of the cafeteria and into the hallway. She stops abruptly, then turns to me. She looks at the ground for a few seconds, and fidgets with her hands.
“I just...” she pauses. “I want to apologize for the party. It isn't your fault. What happened, it's between Stephan and me.”
I shake my head. “You think that this is between you two?”
“Yeah,” she nods.
“THIS was between your parents, and Stephan had no part of this,” I defend him. “It's not me you should be apologizing to, it's Stephan.”
She looks at me with tears in her eyes. “Well, it's his fault that the whole school knows. I was happy keeping the whole thing a secret.”
“Nothing is a secret in this town, Mona. NOTHING. I highly doubt Stephan told the secret, but even if he did, it was only a matter of time before it got out.”
“I really don't care. Seeing him, it's just a reminder of the whore my mother was. I don't want to hate my mom, but everyday when I pass him in the hallways, I hate her a little more.” Her voice is cold.
“You have issues. I really think you should talk to somebody about it, because this is not healthy. Hate is a terrible feeling, especially since you feel it towards your deceased parent... And carrying around this burden for two years has got to be terrible.”
“I didn't know until six months ago! Stephan was the one who told me. Maybe everybody else knew, but I was blissfully unaware. My father lied about her death. He didn't want me to know what really happened. He didn't want me to hate her like he hates her.”
I am not sure what I am supposed to say to her, but I know the words out of my mouth are completely wrong. “I'm sorry that he told you, but at least he had the balls to tell you the truth, unlike your father.”
“You bitch.” She shoves me, and then storms off.
She's right. I am a bitch. I can't believe I just said that to her. That was so terrible.
 
3:07 pm
Just a loner
 
I feel like shit the rest of the day. I feel so terrible about what I said to Mona, and my heart feels heavy with guilt. I know that I have to apologize to her, but I also know she needs time to cool off first.
“What is wrong with you? You've been so quiet ever since your talk with Mona.”
I sigh. “I said something kind of mean to her. I was just defending you, but still, it came out all wrong. I was a complete bitch to her.”
“What did you say?” he asks.
“Well, she told me that you were the one to tell her about the affair. And then I responded by telling her at least you had the balls to tell her the truth, unlike her father.” I hang my head just a little as I tell him. “I am such a terrible person.”
He laughs, and not just a “ha, ha”, I mean he is laughing so hard he literally has tears coming out of his eyes.
“It's not funny.”
“She played you, Scar. Mona is the biggest bitch I have ever met, and she's a damn good actress too. She knew the whole time.”
“It didn't seem like she knew,” I say, remembering the tears in her eyes.
“Like I said, she deserves a fucking Oscar. Not only is she a good liar, but she's a manipulator too.” He shakes his head angrily. “Ever wonder why nobody at school talks to me? Like ever...” He pauses. “Or at least until the bonfire.”
Actually, I hadn't, but I don't let him know that. “I always thought you were just a loner.”
“Nope,” he informs me. “I actually had quite a few friends before the end of school last year.”
“And here I was feeling sorry for her...” I try to shake it off, but I can't. I decide that I am definitely going to apologize to Mona. Playing me or not, she deserves an apology for what I said to her.
“Mona has never been a victim a day in her life. Don't feel sorry for her.”
I'm beginning to think the hate is very two sided, but I don't say anything. From now on, I am going to keep my nose out of it. They will work it out on their own.
“So do you want to hang out tonight? Ethan's dad installed this killer sound system, and I am in need of an action movie marathon.”
“Not tonight. Bridgett and I have a follow up appointment...” I shut my mouth suddenly. Crap, what am I supposed to say?
“Follow up appointment?”
“We are seeing a therapist,” which is the truth. “You know, the whole being separated for 19 years... It's been a hard adjustment,” I lie. I hate lying, but it isn't my secret to tell, and I feel like I have to protect Bridgett.
“That's probably a good thing. Maybe we can just hang out tomorrow?”
“Sure,” I say.


Friday, October 2
5:15 pm
More than lust.
 
The week goes by too fast, and too slow at the same time. I'm so nervous about my day tomorrow, seeing Stacy after nine years. I'm scared that she will hate me... Scared that I will find out that I am the reason she left, which is just crazy I know. I was 10 at the time. It wasn't my fault, but I can't help but feel partly responsible.
Friday afternoon, Bridgett and I go hang out at Stephan's house. Bridge is hanging out with Ethan, and Sarah. They are all cooking dinner. My sister actually likes to cook, which is something else we definitely do not have in common.
Stephan and I sneak off to his room.
“So you've never cooked before, ever?” he asks, as we walk into his room.
“I can honestly say that I haven't. Not even boiling water,” I admit. “However, I have microwaved food before.” Only a couple of times on the tour bus, but I don't tell him that.
“We are going to have to change that.”
“Totally,” I agree. “Maybe we can have a romantic dinner on Sunday? You can cook for me, while I watch of course.”
“Or we could cook together,” he suggests. “Of course, you'd have to promise to wear something sexy.”
“I could be naked,” I joke, pulling off my shirt. I have a tank top on underneath, but the look on Stephan's face is priceless.
He nods, approvingly. “I would be ok with you being nude. In fact, I would kind of enjoy it.”
I put my hands on my hips, and try to look shocked. “Stephan, are you trying to seduce me?”
“Maybe.” He smiles at me, and I feel my knees get weak. A smile should not do that. He pulls me into his arms, and gently puts his lips on mine. When our lips touch, I feel as though my heart completely stops, then it jumps into overdrive. I can never get enough of Stephan, never enough of this feeling...
I've never been in love and I'm not even sure what I'm feeling is love. I just know that I never want this feeling to go away. It's more than just lust, more than just like.
Stephan puts his hand on the small of my back, and gently pulls me closer to him until every inch of our body is touching. With his other hand, he's holding the back of my neck.
I want so much more than to just kiss him. I want nothing more than for him to throw me down on his bed, and have his way with me. I want him to devour every inch of my body, but he doesn't. I realize the fact that he keeps his hands at a safe spot and the fact that he hasn't tried to have sex with me is the reason why I am falling for him.
Yes, I know... After one month of knowing Stephan, I admit that I am falling for him. Maybe it's too fast, but I don't care. I can't help how I'm feeling. I know Stephan better than I've known anybody, and he knows me. I've told him all my dark, and dirty secrets – and he still is crazy about me.
A sudden knock on the door makes us step away from each other quickly. Ethan sticks his head through the crack, and he looks at us with amusement.
“Dinner is almost ready,” he says, then leaves.
I let out the breath that I realize I had been holding. “Wow.” I don't mean to say it, it just comes out of my mouth.
“Yeah, wow,” Stephan agrees. He walks back over to me, and puts his arms around me. “You know that I'm crazy about you, right?”
I nod. “The feeling is very mutual.”
“I know.” He kisses my forehead, then grabs my hand, pulling me behind him.
 
9:37 pm
'Swimming'.
 
“So, tomorrow is the big day,” Stephan reminds me.
After dinner, we went back to my house. Bridgett is in her room, and me and Stephan are swimming in the pool. Well, we are doing more making out than actual 'swimming.'
“It is,” I sigh. I really don't want to talk. I'd rather make out with Stephan, and forget all about tomorrow.
“Are you nervous?” he asks.
“Yes.” I nod. “More nervous than I have ever been in my whole entire life. Even more than my first sold out concert, more than performing at the Grammy Awards, more than my first TV interview...”
“That bad?” He kisses the end of my nose. “No matter how it goes, you need this Scarlett.”
“I know,” I agree. “But let's talk about something else, please. I just need to clear my mind.”
“What do you want to talk about?” he says, scooting closer. I almost lose my train of thought when his finger traces my collarbone, but I push his hand back.
“Wait, don't distract me. I need you to do me a favor,” I say. “Tomorrow, while I'm gone, will you stop by and check on Bridgett? She's been having a rough time, and I think having company may help her.”
“Sure,” he says, as he gently puts his lips to my neck, and begins kissing his way down.
“Stephan,” I giggle. “I'm totally serious, ok?”
He backs away, and sighs. “I said sure. I will babysit your sister tomorrow.”
“Thank you.” I pull him closer. “You can continue now.”
And so he does.


Saturday, October 3
11:06 am
Complete
 
Today is the day.
Today, I am seeing my sister for the first time in nine years.
I can't help but wonder what she looks like. Is she still the same carefree, beautiful girl she once was? I wonder if she still dyes her hair blonde, or if she has let it go back to her natural color of dark brown. She was always jealous of my long blonde locks. She said nature was nice to the wrong sister.
Looking back, I wonder if she knew I was adopted. I also wonder if she was adopted.
The questions run over and over again in my mind as I drive south. Stacy lives in a small town 30 miles south, and I am going to meet her at a small restaurant... Which makes me wonder, maybe she doesn't want me to know where she lives. The thought makes me sick to my stomach. Maybe she thinks of this as a one
time
meeting, which is what I don't want to happen.
What if she's only meeting me to tell me to get lost?
I quickly shake off the thought. If she really felt that way, she could have gave the message to Andrew, but she didn't. She is taking the time to actually sit down with me, and talk to me. The thought gives me hope.
After about 30 minutes in the car, I finally pull into the restaurant. When I park, I sit in my car, staring at the front door. I'm trying to get the nerve up to get out of my car. I reach for the door handle about 10 times before I finally pull it.
As I step out of my car, I take a deep breath. Butterflies are in my stomach, and my hands are shaking. But I'm surprised to find I'm actually excited.
I walk inside the restaurant, and walk up to the hostess.
“I'm meeting somebody here... Her name is Stacy,” I say. I'm not sure if her last name is still Ryan.
“Oh em gee!” The teenager girl in front of my squeals. “You're Scarlett Ryan!”
I roll my eyes. “Please, I just need my table.” I'm so not in the mood to put up with this right now. At this moment, more than ever, I wish I was NORMAL.
“Can I have your autograph?” She gasps. “We could take a picture together! Let me grab my phone!”
“Look,” I say firmly, “I just want a table. I'm not signing anything for you right now. I'm meeting somebody, and this is important.”
She ignores me. “Oh my god! Scarlett... Seriously, this is... You are... Augh! You're amazing!”
Finally, I see somebody in a suit come up behind her. “Rachel, I'll be taking over,” he says. “Your party is waiting for you in a private room.”
He ushers me to a private room in the back, which I am thankful for. I can't believe that Stacy actually knew that we would need a private room.
Well, of course she knows I'm a rock star. Everybody knows. But still, the fact that she actually took the time to get us a private room makes me happy.
As the door opens, the first thing I see the back of Stacy's head. Her hair is dark brown now, and all the blonde is gone. I always liked her natural color better. Her hair hangs just below her shoulders.
When she hears the door, she turns towards me. A shocked look covers her face, and she quickly gets up from the table.
“Scarlett...” Her voice breaks, and she pulls me in for a hug.
As she is holding me, I feel complete. My family feels whole. Finding Bridgett and being reunited with Stacy feels good.
No... It feels AMAZING.
We hold each other like this for a long time. Stacy is the one to step back, and she looks at me with tears in her eyes.
“You're all grown up.”
I smile. “So are you.”
Stacy looks the same, except older. She still has the same warm brown eyes, and the same smile. She also seems to still be soft hearted, which was always my favorite part of her. I'm relieved to know she is still the same girl.
We both take a seat at the table, and she sighs heavily.
“I want to tell you how sorry I am,” she starts out. “I should have fought to see you nine years ago. I shouldn't have ran.”
“Why did you run?” I ask. “Was it because of me? Because we moved to California for me?”
She shakes her head. “No. I didn't leave because I wanted to. I found out I was pregnant, and mom and dad kicked me out. I had no choice but to go.”
The excitement of knowing it isn't my fault is quickly outweighed by the anger that I feel about mom and dad kicking her out. It makes me sick, but she just told me I had a niece or a nephew. I can't help but smile at that. “You have a baby?”
She smiles through her tears. “Well, Anna isn't a baby anymore. She just turned nine last week.”
“Will I ever get to meet her?” I ask, excited at the prospect of seeing her.
“I would like that. She is a huge fan. I haven't told her that you're her aunt.” She pauses. “Maybe you could come next weekend?”
I quickly agree to that. Making plans for the following weekend means that I will definitely see my sister again. Now that I have her back, I can't imagine losing her again.
Stacy catches me up on the last nine years of her life. I find out that Anna's dad didn't want anything to do with her, so she was on her own from the beginning. She chose Florida because she wanted to be as far away from Mom, Dad, and her ex-boyfriend as possible. She says that every day of her life, she regretted never getting the chance to tell me goodbye.
She also explains the first time she heard me on the radio. She knew it was me instantly when she heard my voice. She was so startled that she nearly wrecked her car.
Anna is a fan of mine. She has every one of my CD's, she has posters on her wall, and has seen every televised concert I've ever done. I can't help but smile at that.
Stacy is now a teacher. She teaches first grade, and she loves her job.
I also catch her up on everything with me, leaving out the bad parts. I tell her all about the glamorous life of Scarlett Ryan. I also tell her how I recently moved to Florida. I tell her about Stephan, and then I tell her about Bridgett.
“Wow,” she says. “We were both adopted. Mom and dad told me from the beginning, and I can't believe they never told you. And I can't believe they didn't adopt your TWIN.” She pauses. “Actually, yes I can. They are monsters.”
I nod in agreement, still pissed that they kicked my sister out at age 17. They left her to fend for herself because she was PREGNANT. I can't help but think they would've done the same thing to me if I hadn't become a millionaire.
Right then and there, I decide I am going to cut mom and dad off. I am firing my dad, and kicking them both out of my houses. They are scum.
I've always known they were selfish. But I never dreamed they would do something so evil. They took away MY SISTER. For that, they will pay.
 
3:07 pm
22 missed calls
 
Stacy and me talk for hours, and just after three, she has to go. Her babysitter had plans for that night, and she had to get back home to Anna. I needed to get back to Bridgett anyway.
On my way out to my car, I check my phone and see that I have 22 missed calls from Stephan. I am immediately worried. Stephan never calls me more than once. I am about to call him back, when my phone starts ringing. It's Stephan.
“What's wrong?” I answer frantically.
“Scarlett, you need to get here now.” I can hear the panic in his voice. “It's Bridgett. I think she had a heart attack, I don't know. We're at the hospital. She is in surgery right now.”
“Surgery? What? How could she have a heart attack? She's 19!” I jump in my car, and leave fast. As I pull out of my parking lot, my tires are squealing. 
“Just get here!” Stephan says.
“I'll be there soon,” I promise, then end the call. I throw my phone in the seat beside me, and put on my seatbelt as I merge onto the interstate. As I shift from first to second, the front end of my car goes a little to the left. I don't let off the gas, I just swerve my car back straight. I drive 120 mph the whole way there, never letting off the gas.
 
3:22 pm
Praying for a miracle
 
Normally a 30 minute drive, only takes 15 minutes. When I get there, I park my car quickly and run inside the ER.
It's seriously a miracle I didn't get pulled over by a cop.
Now, I'm praying for a miracle for Bridgett.
As soon as I run inside, Stephan is waiting there for me.
“What's going on?” I'm frantic and out of breath. Maybe this is what it feels like to go into shock.
Stephan pulls me into a hug. “Everything is going to be fine, Scar. Just breathe.”
I try, but my breath is coming too fast.
“Bridgett is going to be ok,” Stephan says firmly.
I pull back away from him. “Did the doctor say that?”
“They are in surgery right now, but I know everything is going to be all right.”
“Surgery?” I panic when I hear the word again. “What happened?”
He sighs. “Ok, so I hung out with Bridgett like you asked me to. We were swimming, and Bridgett went inside to get us something to drink, and I heard a loud crash. So, I went inside, and Bridgett was having a seizure. I called 911, and we came here. They said something about her going into cardiac arrest, and they rushed her away to surgery. They've been back there for about two hours now.”
“Cardiac arrest... That is like a huge deal, Stephan.” Panicking, I run my fingers through my hair, and pace back and forth. “I have to call her parents.”
“I will,” he says.
I give him my phone while he calls them, and I pace back and forth in the waiting room. I can't sit down. I'm far too anxious.
She can't die. She can't. I just found her.
“I feel so helpless,” I tell Stephan as he get's off the phone. “What am I supposed to do? I can't just wait here.”
“You could pray,” he suggests. “There is a chapel on the third floor.”
I am so shocked by his suggestion that I almost laugh. “I haven't been to church since I was 12. I don't even know how to pray.”
“I'll go with you,” he says. “Praying is easy. You just talk to God, kind of like you're talking to me.”
“Does he... reply?”
Stephan laughs. “Come on.”
Stephan and I take the elevator to the third floor, and we go inside the chapel. It's empty. Stephan takes a seat towards the back, and I walk towards the front. I'm still unsure what to do.
“Hey, God,” I start out. “I'm not sure if you're there, or if you even want to listen to me. I kind of feel selfish for coming to you like this, I mean, considering I've never talked to you before. But I need your help.
“My sister, Bridgett, just recently came into my life. But she's sick, and I don't know if she's going to live.” Tears start running down my face as I say the words. “Please, don't let her die. I need her.”
I wait, and listen for a reply, but I don't hear anything. There is no lightning coming down, and I'm wondering if I did it right or not.
Stephan comes up behind me and puts his hand on my shoulder. “He heard you, Scar, don't worry. Bridgett is going to be fine.”
I nod, hoping that he is right.
 
5:38 pm
Out of surgery
 
A couple hours later, Bridgett finally comes out of surgery. Her doctor comes out to talk to Stephan and me. Bridgett's family had a long drive, so they still had a few hours before they would be here.
“Your sister is going to be all right,” is the first thing he tells me, and I sigh of relief. “But she has a long road of recovery ahead of her.”
I nod, letting happy tears run down my face. “What happened?”
“Her eating disorder caused her cardiac arrest,” he explains. “She is very lucky that she survived this. If she wasn't so young, and if her heart wasn't as strong as it was, she wouldn't have.”
I wiped away my tears. “But she stopped. We went and saw a therapist, and she hasn't made herself throw up in a week.”
“It doesn't matter,” he explains. “The damage was already done.”
“When can I see her?”
“You can see her now, but she is out of it.”
Stephan and I follow the doctor down a long hallway to Bridgett's room. She's inside a room with a couple other people.
“Can we move her to her own room?” I ask the doctor.
He looks at me. “Where are her parents? Private rooms are expensive.”
He doesn't recognize me. “Maybe you don't know me, but I'm Scarlett Ryan. Money is no issue for me. I will be the one paying the bill.”
He nods, and a look of recognition comes over his face. “My daughter loves your music... Give me a few minutes and they will have a room ready for Bridgett.”
“Thank you,” I say, and then walk inside the curtain, followed by Stephan.
Bridgett is hooked up to a bunch of machines, and she has IV's stuck in her arm. She's asleep, and laying there, she looks so small. She shouldn't be here.
I walk up her her, and hold her hand. I'm not sure what I am supposed to do, so I decide to just be here for her... And for me.
It is in that moment I realize just how much I love Bridgett. I may have only known her a few weeks, but the bond that we share is so strong. If anything happened to her, I don't know how I would survive. I need her, and right now, she needs me.
 
10:41 pm
Crazy can be fun.
 
Later that night, Bridgett's family gets to the hospital. They immediately go in to see her, so Stephan and I wait in the waiting room. They stay back there for about 30 minutes, and when they come out to where we are sitting. Her mom, Mary, has tears in her eyes, but when she sees me, her expression changes. She looks furious. 
“You,” she glares at me. “You LET this happen! If she would have just stayed home with me, this wouldn't have happened!”
“Calm down,” Stephan interjects for me. “If anything, Scarlett helped her. She got her help.”
“She wouldn't have needed help if she wasn't with her. I knew it was a bad idea to send my sweet, innocent child with this... this... whore.”
Her comment hurts, but I've heard worse from the tabloids. I know that she's just mad right now, and once she calms down that she will regret what she said. Unfortunately, Stephan doesn't feel the same way. As soon as the word whore leaves her lips, I see Stephan's arm goes up. I know that he is about to punch her, but there isn't anything I can do.
Everything is going in slow motion, yet so fast at the same time. I know that Stephan's fist is about to connect with her face. Before his fist connects with Mary's face, Rick steps in front of his wife, taking the hit for her.
When Stephan's fist hits Rick's face, I literally hear bones crunch. Rick falls backwards onto the ground. I hear myself gasp as he hits the ground.
Rick sits up, and I'm thankful the hit didn't knock him out, but his jaw is already swelling and hit lip is bleeding.
“You!” I hear Mary. She goes to put her finger in Stephan's chest, but Rick pushes her back.
“You've caused enough trouble,” he tells her. It's hard to understand him because his face is so swollen. He then turns to us. “You should leave. I won't press charges. Scarlett, you can come back in the morning.”
Mary huffs beside him. “She can not come back.”
“Mary,” he says, a little more firmly. “Bridgett is 19 years old. You can't keep her away from her sister. This would've happened whether she was home or here, and you know it.”
“Thank you, Mr. Evans,” I tell him. I grab Stephan's arm, and pull him away. He doesn't want to budge at first, but finally, he turns and comes with me.
 
As Stephan and I walk to my car, he is silent. The silence is awkward, and I am not sure what I am supposed to say. He is still fuming. Once we get to the car, Stephan takes my keys.
“I'm driving.”
I look at my Lamborghini, and then at him. I'm so grateful he offered to drive, because I realize I can't. I'm still in emotional shock from what just happened. I hand him the keys, and he opens the passenger side door for me.
Once I'm side, he shuts the door, walks around the car, and gets in the driver's side. He turns to me, and smiles sadly. “I'm sorry about what she said.”
I shrug. “I've heard worse.”
“But this is different. She's your sister's mom. She's basically family. It has to hurt to hear that.”
I nod. “Yeah, a little, but she was mad. I know she didn't really mean it. She just said it in the heat of the moment.”
He grips the steering wheel tight.
“By the way, thank you.”
“For what?” he asks.
“For standing up to me. I've never had anybody punch somebody for me. It was kind of hot,” I admit.
He laughs, and then starts the car. “Scarlett, you are crazy.”
“Crazy can be fun.”
He nods his head. “Yes, it can be.”


Sunday, October 4
6:51 am
Before I change my mind.
 
The next morning, I am woken up by somebody ringing my doorbell obsessively. I roll over and look at the time on my phone and groan. It's Sunday, and visiting hours at the hospital aren't until nine. I hope it's not Ethan and Stephan waking me up for early morning surfing again.
When I open the front door, I am surprised to see Bridgett's mom, Mary, standing there. Immediately, I panic.
“Oh my god... Is Bridgett... Is she ok?”
“Yes, she's fine. The doctor says she is going to make a complete and healthy recovery.”
“Thank God.” I sigh of relief, and step back. “Do you want to come inside?”
“No,” she shakes her head. “I just came by to ask you to leave.”
Her words hit me hard. “No way. I'm not leaving my sister. I just found her.”
“Go back to California, Scarlett. You don't belong here. You are a negative influence on Bridgett,” she is begging me. “She is better off without you.”
Her words hurt me, because maybe
she's
right. If she would have been with her parent's they would have known the signs to look for. Maybe they could have prevented this from happening. 
“You know it's true,” she continues. I think she knows she is getting to me. “Just leave, and give Bridgett a shot at a normal life. The normal life that you will never have. You chose the path for your life, let her chose hers.”
I shake my head. “You can't chose for her. It's her choice. And if she wants to be with her twin sister, then you should let her. Me and her are related by blood.”
“I've been there for her for 19 years. I am her mother, even if it's not by blood. You haven't even known her a month. Do you really think she will chose you over me?”
I literally can't stop the words from coming out of my mouth. “She already chose me. She came here with me. And it doesn't matter that we haven't known each other that long. We are sisters, and I love her.”
Mary has tears in her eyes. “If you love her, then you need to do what is best for her. You need to leave.”
She turns and walks away, and I stare after her.
Even though I know what she said is crazy, I can't help but wonder if she is right. Bridgett will be better off without me in her life. I will always be followed by paparazzi. The spotlight would always follow me around. And the truth is, I am not completely ready to give up my old life. My dream is still to make music.
Bridgett doesn't belong in LA. She is so smart, and has her whole future ahead of her. She needs to finish college, and have a shot at normal. As long as she stays around me, she can't have that.
So, right then, I decide leaving would be for the best. Not just for Bridgett, but for everybody.
I pick up my phone, call my pilot, and pack a small bag.
I have to leave before I change my mind.
 
7:36 am
I'm saying goodbye
 
I'm on the plane, and we are about to take off. My phone rings, and I see Stephan's name pop up on the screen.
“Hey,” I answer. My voice is shaky. I am not sure how I am going to say goodbye, but I know I have to. I not only screwed up Bridgett's life, but Stephan's too. I made things worse for him at school. The rest of his senior year is going to be hell because of me.
“Where are you? I thought we could go eat breakfast before you went to the hospital.”
I feel a tear fall down my cheek. I take a deep breath, and try to sound strong. I'm not strong. I know if he begs me to stay, I will. “I'm leaving, Stephan. Mary is right. Bridgett is better off without me. So are you.”
“Scarlett, what are you saying?”
“I'm saying goodbye.”
The pilot comes back to where I'm sitting. “We are ready for take off when you are, Miss Ryan.”
“I have to go. Goodbye, Stephan.”
I hear Stephan something something, but I click the “END” button on my phone. I can't hear what he has to say.
“I'm ready.”
As soon as the pilot walks back to the front, I let the tears flow, and I don't let them stop until I am back in LA.


Thursday, October 8
6:51 pm
Selfish bitch.
 
I have been in LA for four days now. My phone stopped ringing after the second day, and since then it has been quiet. I haven't had any updates on Bridgett, or worried/ furious calls from Stephan... Nothing. It's almost as if I never
existed to them. Maybe I would feel better if they still called me. I would rather them be mad at me, then have them forget me.
But this is exactly what I wanted, or at least, that's what I keep telling myself.
My time in Florida was short... I wasn't even there a whole month, though it felt like much longer. 
I wonder if it has been easy for them to go back to how their life was before I came. I wonder if they miss me. Because I miss them like crazy.
Since coming back to LA, the only person I have talked to is Alec. He is the only person who knows that I am here. Not even my dad knows. I know that I am going to confront him at some point, but not right now. I need time to heal.
So, for now, I wallow in my loneliness. I brought this on myself, and I deserve it.
 
Later that night, my doorbell rings. I wonder if it is Alec, but he's in New York visiting some family there. He won't be back until later next week.
When I get to the door, I'm surprised to see Stephan is standing on the other side. At first, I'm worried that something happened to Bridgett, but then I really look at Stephan, and he looks PISSED. He has every right to be mad. If I was him, I would be furious too.
“Do you want to come in?” I ask, mainly because I'm not sure what else to say.
He steps inside, but he doesn't say anything. He's looking around my foyer... looking anywhere besides at me. Everything about this situation is awkward.
“We can go sit down.” I start to walk towards the sitting area, but Stephan stops me.
“No. This isn't going to take long,” he says.
His words are sharp, and they scare me. I've never heard him use such a hateful tone with me.
“You need to come home, Scarlett.” He get's right to the point. “Please. For Bridgett... For me.” His voice softens as he says please.
“I can't.” The words get stuck in my throat. “I'm sorry.”
“What about me? Us? I really thought we had something between us.” For a second, he looks like he's going to cry, but he quickly recovers. “Are you really going to run away from this?”
“You and Bridgett are better off without me.” At this point, I'm not sure who I'm trying to convince... him or me.
“Shouldn't that decision be ours?” he asks.
I am not sure how to reply, so I don't. I just look at him, with tears in my eyes. I am completely broken.
“I'm not here to cry, and beg you to come home. I won't tell you that I love you, and need you, because I don't. I want you to come because you want to be with me as bad as I want to be with you. But, dammit Scarlett, even if you don't come for me, your sister needs you right now, and you ran away from her. You're a selfish bitch.” He doesn't give me time to reply. He just walks out, slamming the door. The sound echo's through the house.
My heart feels heavy because I know his words are true. I am a selfish
bitch, and because of that, I'm not going home. They are both better off without me. I am doing them a favor by staying out of their lives. 
I belong in LA, far away from the people that I care the most about. I can't hurt them more than I already have.
“Goodbye, Stephan,” I whisper to the door.
And just like that, my heart broke beyond repair. 
 
The End.
Look for Faded, book 2, coming SOON!
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