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Thursday, October 15
Los Angeles, California
7:56 AM
Raining in LA
 
It's raining in LA, which is a rarity. When I woke up to thunder, I knew it was going to be an off day. Not necessarily bad, just different.
Who am I kidding? Everyday has been bad since I came back here. Ever since I left my sisters, my boyfriend, and all my friends back in Hope, Florida.
Stephan, tried to get me to come home one week ago, but I refused. I thought their lives would be better without me, which is true. But my life sucks without them. I've considered going back, but that would be selfish. This is where I belong — alone.
It's almost 11 AMin Hope, and I can't help but think I would be on my way to study hall right this second if I were there… Where Stephan is.
Two days ago, Ethan, Stephan’s stepbrother and one of my best friends, called me. He gave me some good news... My twin sister, Bridgett, was released from the hospital, but she refuses to go back to South Carolina with her parents. She is currently staying at Ethan and Stephan's house. She's “waiting” for me to come back. She is convinced that I will be back soon. I want to. So bad I want to. I miss my sister like crazy.
Stephan hasn't tried to contact me since last week when he came to LA. I'm sure that he is beyond pissed at me, but Ethan said he just misses me. He said I broke his heart when I left Hope without telling him. It kills me to know that I hurt him. I can deal with my pain, because I deserve it. What I can’t deal with is knowing that I hurt him. He doesn’t deserve the pain that I’ve caused him.
I think about my first day in Hope a little over one month ago. My stylist, Monica, told me not to fall in love. She was right – high school love does suck.
 
9:32 AM
I am broken
 
I am lying in bed, staring at my bedroom’s ceiling when I hear the doorbell. It is ringing obsessively, and I immediately know that it is Alec. He knows it annoys me, so he always does it.
I throw back the covers, and look down at my pajamas. I've been wearing them for two days now. I also haven't combed my hair, or taken a shower. My messy bun is starting to fall down, and I am dreading combing it. It's going to be very tangled.
As I walk down the stairs, I am working on my angry face. But when I open the door, I am shocked to see two people standing there. Beside Alec stands Bridgett.
“We are kidnapping you,” Alec says, stepping inside my house. “Now, unless you want the paparazzi to take a picture of you looking like this, I suggest you take a shower. You stink.”
I'm still looking at Bridgett, and have yet to acknowledge Alec’s remark.
“I'm sorry,” I blurt out. As if sorry would be enough. I left her alone when she needed me the most. It was something that I would regret for the rest of my life.
“I'm sorry too… about my mom.” She looks like she's about to cry. “She's a controller and a manipulator. She isn't happy unless she gets what she wants, and she wanted me with her. She can't handle the fact that I'm growing into my own person, and not doing what she thinks I should do. I know that I should have warned you about her, but I honestly thought you were strong enough to handle her. You're so much more confident than me. But, now I know that it is just a front. You're broken, just like me.
“I need you, Scarlett. And you need me. Please, will you come back to Hope with Alec and me? For me, for you, for Stephan…” A tear escapes her eye. “Please.”
I am scared that I will not be able to speak without crying, so I nod my head. I cannot tell Bridgett no, because she's right. I am broken.
I am pathetic.
I need her, and I need Stephan.
I push people that I love away. Not because I'm selfish, but because I don't know how to depend on others. I'm used to being alone.
And in this moment, I hate my mom and dad even more because I know they made me like this. I’m so used to being on my own, that I don’t know how to act when somebody cares for me.
Bridgett pulls me into her embrace, and I can no longer hold in my tears. How could I run away from her when she needed me? I am the worst sister ever.
“I'm sorry,” I whisper to her. “I shouldn't have left you.”
She pushes me back. “It wasn't your fault. I fully blame my mother. Let's just put it behind us, and get you back to Hope. You have to finish high school, Scar.”
“Okay,” I say, wiping away my tears.
“And you do stink.” She laughs. “Get a shower so we can go home.”
I laugh with her. “Fine!”
Alec smacks my butt as I start to walk up the stairs. “It is about time somebody talks some sense into you.”
I roll my eyes, but smile.
I missed Alec, too.
After a quick shower, I throw my hair up into a messy, wet bun, and get dressed. I just put on a pair of skinny jeans, and an Alec Torch concert t-shirt. I've had the shirt since I was fifteen, so it's a little worn. Alec signed it, but over time the permanent black marker has faded and you can hardly see his signature anymore.
Alec laughs when I come downstairs. “Wow. It's been a while since that tour.”
“I think we are due for another tour together.”
“After you graduate,” he promises. “I'll have my manager book a summer tour. We have got to promote your new CD.”
I look at him cautiously. “What new CD?”
He grins. “The one that I'm producing for you. Be prepared for long nights in the studio, honey.”
“Are you serious?” My voice may have just gone up an octave.
He nods. “One hundred percent. And Bridgett is overseeing the project. She wants to make sure the CD is you.”
I let out a squeal. “Bridgett?” I’m not sure if I’m more shocked or excited.
She smiles. “As your manager, I have to make sure than the album is up to par.”
And just like that, my bad day turns amazing. I'm speechless, and I honestly don't know what to say. For the first time in my life, I feel amazing about my future. I have something to look forward to. With my best friend and sister by my side, I could easily take over the world.
Except, of course, one thing is missing.
Stephan Montgomery is missing.
 
Hope, Florida
5:53 PM
Touch my sister, and die.
 
Between the four-hour flight, and the three-hour time difference, it's almost six o'clock when we land at the airport. And I swear Alec is worse than a girl. He has five suitcases, and he's already talking about all the stuff he's going to have to buy because he couldn't pack everything.
“How long are you staying with me, again?” I ask him.
“As long as it takes,” is his reply. “Probably two or three months.”
Fuck. The next two or three months are going to be very long.
As we pull up to my house, I try not to focus on the fact that Stephan is less than five hundred feet away from me. I just keep focusing on the fact that I'm home. With Bridgett and Alec! And as much as I want to run into his arms, I know he’s probably very mad at me. I can only take one step at a time.
Plus, I don't want to think too far ahead. There is a lot of crap I have to deal with that I just don't want to, one of the things being my parents. I have to deal with them soon, but right now, I can't. I'm not strong enough.
When we get inside, I show Alec to his room, which he complains about. I have a feeling that he is going to complain about a lot of things. “Your house is too small for three people.”
He's just mad because he has to cross the hallway to get to his bathroom.
“You're welcome to stay at the Holiday Inn,” I suggest.
He rolls his eyes, and makes a gagging sound. “I'm Alec Torch. I don't stay at the Holiday Inn.”
I laugh, because I know that Alec is never going to be the same after living in Hope. “Stop being a spoiled brat.”
I hear Bridgett behind me. “The Holiday Inn isn't that bad. Trust me, I've stayed at a lot worse.”
When Alec sees Bridgett, he blushes a little.
What?
Oh my God, how cute. ALEC FREAKING BLUSHED!
“Well, I wouldn't be opposed to going to the Holiday Inn if you were there,” Alec flirts with Bridgett, and I gasp.
“Touch my sister, and die.”
Alec laughs for half a second, and then he sees that I am not joking. The smile quickly fades from his face. I look at Bridgett who looks like she's ready to bolt out of the room, and then back at Alec.
“I was kidding, Scarlett.” He quickly clarifies.
“I wasn't.” I glare at him. “My sister is off limits.”
Bridgett starts laughing, and then grabs my hand. “Come on, Scar. Let him unpack. You have some apologizing to do anyway.”
I let Bridgett pull me from the room, but I stop her once we reach the stairs. “Who am I apologizing too?” I already know the answer before I ask, but I have to confirm.
“A brown haired, green-eyed boy, who happens to be your boyfriend.”
She tries to pull me forward, but my feet stay firmly in place. “I can't.”
She narrows her eyes. “Yes, you can. And you will. Right now.”
I follow her down the stairs. “I'm not going, Bridge. I don't even know what to say to him! He probably hates me.”
“You can start with I'm sorry,” she suggests.
I shake my head. “You didn't see the look on his face when he came to get me in LA. I broke his heart when I didn’t come back with him. He definitely doesn't want to see me.”
“And you haven't seen him in a week, Scar. Yes, you broke his heart, but he misses you like crazy.” She pouts. “Please, apologize to him. Even if he doesn't forgive you right away, at least you will feel better. You owe him an apology. It’s the only way either one of you can move past this.”
Damn, my sister is smart — a lot smarter than I am.
“Okay,” I agree. “But let fix my hair and makeup first.”
She looks at the messy bun, and nods. “Only because if you go to his house looking like this, he will think it's me.”
 
8:03 PM
Beautiful mess.
 
I am a nervous wreck as I walk over to Stephan's house. My palms are literally sweating, and my heart feels like it's going to beat its way out of my chest. You’d think I was about to donate a kidney, not apologize. It shouldn’t be this hard.
I walk up to his front door, take a deep breath, and then ring the doorbell.
There. That wasn’t so hard.
Ethan answers.
He looks at me for a few seconds. I think he's trying to figure out if I'm Scarlett or Bridgett.
“Scarlett?” he asks, still unsure.
I nod. I try to say something, but I can't. I'm having a hard enough time breathing. Words would be impossible right now.
“Stephan is in his room,” he says, knowing exactly why I'm here.
“Thanks,” I choke out.
I walk up the stairs to Stephan's bedroom. His door is closed, and I hesitate before knocking. I put my hand up to the door, and pull it away a few times. Finally, I get up the courage and knock twice.
I feel like I'm going to vomit while I wait for him to open the door. Every second feels like an hour. But, at last, Stephan opens the door, and he freezes as he sees me.
When I see his face, it is then that I realize just how much I missed him. Without hesitation, I throw my arms around him. It catches him off guard, and we stumble back a couple of feet before he steadies us.
After a few seconds, he hugs me back, and every part of my body is aware of our closeness. I missed this. I missed him. I missed us.
Stephan is the one to pull away.
“Scarlett...”
Wow. My name sounds good on his lips.
“I'm sorry.” My voice breaks as I apologize. “Like you said, I am a selfish bitch. I can't believe I just left you without saying goodbye.”
He looks at me for a few seconds before responding. I can tell he still hasn't gotten over the shock of me being here.
“I missed you,” he says. “So fucking much. And I am so mad at you for leaving, but you're here now, and that is what matters.”
“I missed you, too,” I tell him.
He looks down at me. “Why did it take you so long to come back?”
“I didn't think you wanted me to come back. Not after what happened in LA.” I shake my head at the memory. Why didn't I just go with him? Why do I have to be so stupid and stubborn?
“I should have fought harder to get you to come back.” The way he says it, I can tell he's given it a lot of thought. “I just couldn't. You broke my heart, Scar. Dammit, I hadn't even realized you had my heart.”
“Do you think we could ever go back to how we were?” It's what I want more than anything... to just will the past week and a half away.
He shakes his head. “Things will never be like they were. How could it be? But it's not necessarily a bad thing. It's just different. My feelings for you haven't changed. If anything, they've grown stronger. We can only move forward from here, not back.”
“I hate this person I am. Instead of facing my problems, I ran. I am a pathetic mess.” I feel a tear slip down my cheek, and I hate that I’m weak. I haven’t cried since I was fifteen, and now I can’t seem to hold my tears in. “I want to move forward, Stephan. But for me to move forward, I have to face my past. The past is the part that scares me.”
He nods knowingly. “I know, Scar. Me too.”
“Are you sure that you want to move forward with somebody like me?” I have to ask. He deserves better than me, and I know it.
He laughs, almost bitterly. “Are you sure you want to move forward with me? I’m pretty screwed up myself. And what’s happening between us
isn't just some high school romance. This is the real thing. Are you sure you’re ready for it?”
“Stephan, I…” love,“…really like you. More than I've ever liked anybody, ever. And maybe it's too soon to feel this strongly about you, but I don't care. And even if you break my heart, I know it will be worth every second of pain. What we have is a once in a lifetime kind of thing.”
I never believed in soul mates until I met him. But it’s true he is the other piece of me. If we broke up, I would never find somebody that completes me like Stephan Montgomery.
“I'm not going to break your heart.” He's very confident in his statement. “And by the way, I…” He pauses, and I am literally holding my breath.“…really like you too.”
I feel kind of sad. Did I really expect him to say he loves me? He told me he wasn't going to say that to anybody, except his future wife. And we are too young to think like that.
“What are you thinking?” he asks, curiously.
I take a deep breath and look up at him. I want to tell him, but I don’t think I can. I just shrug my shoulders. “I’m just thinking how happy I am to be back.”
“I've known you long enough to know that something is wrong. I can see sadness in your pretty blue eyes. Just tell me.”
I shake my head.
So badly I want to tell him that I love him, because I do. But I'm not going to say it to somebody who won't say it back to me. And even though Stephan just told me that he wouldn't break my heart, I think he did.
“I should get back over there. I left Alec and Bridgett alone… I'll… um… see you later,” I tell him, and then run out of his room as fast as I can. I was seriously about to cry right in front of him, again.
Wow, when did I turn into this person — the over-emotional, clingy girl? It’s not like me.
I really am pathetic.
“Scarlett!” I hear Stephan yelling behind me as I run out the front door. I don't stop though. I just keep running, because running is what I'm good at. I will avoid this conversation as long as I can.
Besides, can I really love?
What is love?
IS this love? Maybe I’m just so pathetic that I’m trying to feel something that isn’t there. 
I stop when I get to the sidewalk. I drop down to my knees, and let the tears run freely down my face. I'm sure that I look like a raccoon, but I don't care.
“You can’t shut me out forever!” Stephan sounds angry. He has every right to be angry.
“Look at me, Stephan,” I yell back. “I'm a pathetic mess!”
He shakes his head. “You're a beautiful mess.”
And just like that, I smile. Stephan always knows how to make me smile. He helps me off of the ground, and then steps closer to me.
“Can I kiss you?”
“I thought you would never ask.”
Stephan's lips crash into mine, and I feel hot, like heat is literally pulsing through my veins. He puts his hand on the small of my back, and pulls me closer. Every inch of our bodies are touching, but it isn't enough, and it's then that I realize — I will never get enough of Stephan.
His tongue slips inside of my mouth, and I moan from the ecstasy. I wonder what else he can do with his tongue. I hope to find out very
soon.
I feel Stephan's hand travel south, and he cups my ass. I'm so turned on that I can hardly stand it. I pull back, even though I really don't want to. And I wouldn't if we weren't standing on the side of the road in front of his parents’ house.
“You're driving me crazy,” I pant.
“Good,” is his breathy reply. He then proceeds to kiss his way down my neck. I feel his finger trace the top of my cleavage.
“Stephan,” I beg, though I'm not sure exactly what I'm begging for. I'm torn. Part of me wants to let him take me right here. I don't care who is watching. But the other part of me, the sensible side, knows that probably both Bridgett and Alec are watching from the window next door. The non-sensible side is definitely winning.
“Yes?” he answers, his lips still on my neck. I feel the vibration all the way down to my toes.
What was I going to say, again?
Oh, right. Sister and best friend are next door.
I push him back gently. There is now two inches between us, and I already miss his touch. “Bridgett and Alec are probably watching us.” My eyes glance over to my house. I was right. They are both staring out the window. Bridgett gives me a thumbs up.
Stephan pulls me close again. “Then let's give them something worth watching.”
His lips once again crush onto mine, and I'm about to lose myself completely when I hear a car pull up. I open my eyes to see Stephan's mom, Sarah James, getting out of her red Corvette. I push him back once more.
“Hey, Scarlett,” she greets me, with a small wave. “We've missed you around here. I hope you're staying.”
Stephan, with his arms around me, replies, “She's not going anywhere.”
I can't stop the smile. “Definitely not.”
He tightens his grip. “Mom, we were kind of in the middle of something.”
“Get a room,” she laughs, and then heads inside the house.
I hit Stephan's arm playfully. “Stephan! Oh my God! I can't believe you just said that to your mom!”
“Oh come on, Scar. If I weren’t acting like this, she would think I was gay. You're fucking hot, in case you forgot.”
I bite my lip to keep from smiling and shake my head. “I'm going home now. I'll see you in the morning.”
“Good night,” Stephan says, giving me one last quick kiss on the lips.
As I walk back to my house, I feel like I am floating. If kissing Stephan makes me feel like this, I can't even imagine how great making love with him will be.
When I walk inside, Alec gives me a knuckle bump. “I thought you two were going to have sex on the sidewalk.”
“Told you.” Bridgett smiles, ignoring Alec’s comment.
“That was hot. I seriously got turned on just watching,” Alec continues. “Why aren’t the both of you on your way to your room right now?”
I just shake my head. Oh, Alec.
I'm definitely going to have to keep an eye on him around Bridgett.


 
 
Friday, October 16
6:06 AM
Life as I know it is over.
 
When I first wake up, I'm about to dive under a desk because I think there's an earthquake. But then I remember I'm not in California. I open my eyes and see Alec jumping on my bed.
“What the fuck?” I glare at him.
He laughs. “I see you're still not a morning person.”
I glance at the clock. “No, I'm not a morning person at six AM.”
“You just need caffeine. Where is the Starbucks in this town?”
I laugh. “There is no Starbucks, Alec. But I do have a coffee pot. Bridgett makes amazing coffee.”
“No Starbucks?” He dramatically puts his hands over his chest. “How am I going to survive in this town? We are going to have to record your album fast.”
“Yeah, I guess I need to get the okay from my record company soon. We should probably fly to LA this weekend.” I pout, because I really
don't
want
to
go.
“Not this weekend,” Alec quickly says. “This weekend, I have other plans for us. I have a way to get the record company on board. Actually, it was Bridgett's plan, but it was seriously awesome. That girl is a smart bitch. I was worried when she first said she was going to be your manager, but now I see that she knows her shit.”
“Yeah, she is awesome,” I agree. I should be offended that he called my sister a bitch, but Alec calls everybody that. “Why are you up this early? Aren't you still on LA time?”
“I have stuff to do, Scar. This album isn't going to record itself. I'm going to see if there is a recording studio in this small town good enough to work out of. I also need to look for musicians, and other things that I can't mention yet.”
“Can't mention?” I question.
“Again, me and Bridge have a plan.”
Bridge? Great, he's calling her by my nickname. This cannot be good.
“And it starts first thing after school. So as soon as your last class is over, get your ass back here,” he demands. “Also, get used to being woken up early. It's going to happen frequently over the next few months.”
Oh my God, I am going to kill Alec before we are done recording this album.
“I hate you.”
“Oh, you don't, but you will.” He smirks at me. “Now get up. I'm going to have Bridgett make me some of this amazing coffee.”
Alec walks out of my room, and I throw a pillow over my head and scream.
Life as I know it is over.
 
7:23 AM
Things are about to get really interesting around here.
 
Today, I am wearing my hair wavy. I love my hair like this, but generally don't fix it this way. My dad told me once that I look best with wavy hair, so obviously, anything I can do to piss him off, I do… Like straightening my hair on a daily basis. I'm also wearing a short, black skirt. It flows half way down my thighs, and I like it. I also happen to know Stephan will like it. I match it with a white tank top, my black-laced bra, and black wedge heels.
It's still hot in Florida. The high today is 85, which I love. I think I can definitely get used to this.
When I walk into the kitchen, I am surprised to see Stephan sitting at the bar with Alec. Bridgett is pulling muffins out of the oven. I grab a cup of coffee and sit by Stephan.
“Alec was just filling me in on the craziness that is about to start…”
Alec cuts him off. “Yeah, we aren't telling Scarlett yet.”
I glare at him. “How come Stephan get's to know, but not me? That's so unfair!”
“Because I am not going to give you time to back out.” Alec flashes his mischievous smile… The one that makes all the girls swoon. I’ve grown immune to his powers over the years.
I take a drink of my coffee and choose to ignore Alec. I know that whatever he is hiding I won't get out of him until he's ready. He's probably the most stubborn person I've ever met, even more so than me.
“So,” I turn to Stephan. “Am I going to get in trouble for missing so much school?”
Bridgett answers for him. “Alec and I already talked to your principal. We worked everything out.”
Is there anything they haven't thought of?
“By the way, I'm having my car flown here. Bridge and me are going to go pick it up later today,” he informs me. Alec loves cars. He recently purchased a red Audi R8 GT. He changes cars every three to six months, which seems a bit excessive, but this is Alec we're talking about. Everything about him screams expensive, from his thousand-dollar haircut, down to his custom-made designer shoes.
“Well, you're welcome to drive my Mercedes anywhere,” I say. “And since you’ve decided to take over as my manager, the offer to buy you a car still stands.”
“Can you drive a stick, Bridgett?” Alec asks her.
“Definitely not,” she answers.
“I'll teach you,” Alec offers. He's using his flirty voice with her… I've heard him use it way too many times with girls. It's hard for anybody to turn him down. He has a way with girls. “It's so easy.”
I glare at him. “Driving the car better be the only thing you teach her.”
“I won't teach her anything she doesn't ask for,” he promises. “But I won't refuse my services if asked for.”
Bridgett chokes on her coffee. “Can you two stop talking about me like I'm not here?”
Stephan laughs. “Hey, this is entertaining.”
It is in that second, I know that the next few months are going to be the longest, yet most interesting, months of my life.
I also realize that I am going to have to watch Alec like a hawk. I just don’t trust him with my sister.
Stephan and I leave for school not too long after that. We drive my '69 Mustang Boss 429 that I bought from Alec. I drive it to school, but promise Stephan he can drive it home.
“Alec has been living with me less than 24 hours, and he is already driving me crazy,” I complain.
Stephan laughs. “Just wait until you hear what all he has planned. You are going to hate him before he leaves.”
I groan. “Ugh...”
“Things are about to get really interesting around here.”
 
12:01 PM
I don't need you anymore.
 
At lunch, Mona gives Stephan and me the evil eye. I seriously hate her. I wonder how I ever thought that Mona could be Stephan's half sister — they're definitely not related.
I spot Ethan, and he half waves at me, then shrugs. He’s sitting at the “popular” table now, thanks to me. I am no longer welcome there, but he now has a permanent seat. I’m not sure why he wants to continue sitting there, especially considering the way they treated him for the past two years.
“What the hell does he see in her?” Stephan asks me.
“I have no clue.” I look at Mona again, trying to figure it out. If I look past the bitchy attitude, I have to admit that she is kind of hot. She has long brown hair, and gorgeous green eyes. She has this natural tan that even I am envious of (I hate getting spray tans! But I do it because I'm super white). But of course, guys are too busy looking at her body to notice anything else. She has big boobs, a tiny waist, and a large ass. She's a cheerleader, and you can tell she works out by looking at her. She has toned arms and great legs. “Actually, yeah, she's kind of hot. I can see why Ethan likes her.”
Stephan makes a gagging noise. “Not my type.”
“What is your type?” I question.
“Definitely blondes,” he answers easily.
“What else?”
“I definitely have a thing for musicians… Nothing is hotter than a girl who can play guitar, seriously,” he continues. “I love that you're so tiny. You fit perfectly in my arms. And you're so damn stubborn. I like that. And I could stare at your eyes all day. Not to mention your smile, and your laugh… Your boobs are the perfect size, and I can’t wait to see more of them. I seriously don't think there is one thing I don't like about you.”
I bite my lip to keep from grinning. “I didn’t ask you what you liked about me, but I’m glad you feel that way.”
“And the crazy part is, by some miracle, you like me back.”
Once again, Stephan Montgomery has rendered me speechless. But the moment is soon disrupted when I feel my phone start vibrating in my pocket. I think about ignoring it, but it could be Bridgett. I pull it out to see my dad is calling.
“What's wrong?” Stephan asks.
I stare at my phone, unable to answer. “My dad is calling me.”
“Answer it,” he urges me.
I take a deep breath and swipe my finger across the screen. “Hello,” I say, as I start walking out of the noisy cafeteria.
“I just heard the wonderful news! Why didn't you tell me MTV was doing a thirteen episode documentary of your life?”
“Documentary?” I ask, then I realize.
Fucking Alec.
I'm going to kill him!
“Oh, it… just happened. I’m still trying to process the whole thing. Nothing is certain yet.” I pretend like I know what I'm talking about.
“I'm so proud of you,” he compliments me. “I can't believe they're going to document the recording of your new CD. How did you convince Alec Torch to produce it? You know what? I probably don't want to know. That boy always had a crush on you.”
I feel an arm go around me, and look up to see Stephan. I'm glad he's here. My dad has been on the phone less than a minute, and I already feel like crying.
“You think I would use my best friend like that? Alec offered to produce my album all on his own. I’m not some cheap whore who sleeps with people to get what I want… And I can’t believe you! You just called because of the documentary and album. You didn’t even ask how I was doing. We haven’t talked in over a month, Dad,” I remind him.
“It's a huge deal! I can't believe you didn't tell me sooner,” he complains. “And if you needed me, you would have called me. I do have a life outside of you.”
I shake my head. “So you haven't missed me?”
I hear him laugh from the other end of the phone. “Scarlett, you're a grown woman, not a child. You don't need your mommy and daddy anymore.”
The harshness I hear in his voice stings. “You know what? You're right. I don't need you anymore. You're fired. Now pack your shit and get the hell out of my house.” I end the call and throw my phone across the hallway. I hear it shatter against the concrete wall. By some miracle, it's still working. I hear it start vibrating against the tile floor, and I know it's him calling back. I just leave it and walk out of the school.
As soon as I get home, I'm going to book the first flight I can to Europe so I can confront my mother. It’s as if the conversation with my dad has woken me up. I’m not going to put up with their shit anymore.
As I start my car, Stephan gets in the passenger seat. He's holding my shattered iPhone that is still vibrating in his hand.
“Put on your seat belt,” I say and take off. I leave black marks as I'm leaving the school. Driving fast is definitely a great stress reliever.
 
12:31 PM
I got this.
 
“ALEC!” I yell the second I step inside my house. I know he's here, because his car is sitting in my driveway. I'm so furious that I'm literally shaking. I'm mad about the documentary, but not half as mad as I am about the conversation I just had with my father. How can he be such an arrogant asshole?
Alec and Bridgett both run to where Stephan and I are standing.
“What the hell? A documentary?” I yell before either of them can even say anything.
Alec glares at Stephan.
“Bro, I didn't say a word,” Stephan says with his hands up.
“My dad called me to congratulate me. He thinks I slept with you to get you to produce my album. I fired him and kicked him out of my house,” I tell them. “Now I am going to Europe to kick my mom out.”
“Your dad is a moron,” Alec says. “It’s about time you stand up for yourself. I’ve been waiting four years for you to. And we are coming with you to Europe. This shouldn’t be something you do alone.”
“Me too,” Stephan agrees. “No way you're going without me.”
“I'll call my pilot. I am not flying to Europe commercial,” Alec says. Once again, I am reminded how spoiled Alec and I are.
He gets on his phone, and starts making phone calls.
“We need to get you a new phone,” Stephan says.
“What happened to yours?” Bridgett looks at my shattered phone.
“I got mad, and I kind of threw it at a concrete wall,” I explain. “I hate my dad, and I don't want a new phone.”
Alec comes back over to us. “You have thirty minutes to pack. We have to be at the airport in one hour.”
Thirty minutes. I've packed in a lot less.
Bridgett, however, looks panicked.
“Don't worry,” I tell her. “I got this. After four years of traveling, I'm a very fast packer.”
Stephan goes to his house, and Alec, Bridgett, and I go upstairs and pack in a rush.
As we pack, I grab my iPod and turn up One Direction. I soon find myself dancing to the beat. Seriously, this band always turns my bad mood around. I'm singing along and smiling before the first verse is over.
This is why I love music. It has the ability to change your mood in a matter of seconds. And who doesn't love a cute boy band — especially a British band.
My phone vibrates on the bed beside me. I'm scared to look at it, but I do anyway. It's a text from Stephan.
 
Stephan: Want to join the mile high club? ;)
 
I can't help but smile. Once again, Stephan knows exactly what to say to cheer me up.
 
Scarlett: You are my favorite person.
 
Stephan: Is that a yes?
 
Scarlett: Hmm…
 
Stephan: You can't resist my charm forever.
 
Scarlett: Is that a challenge? If I remember correctly, I am still winning our bet.
 
Stephan: Bet?
 
Scarlett: 'You will never see me naked… EVER.' Remember?
 
Stephan: Oh…
:( Would it help if I begged?
 
Scarlett: Now I'm picturing you on your knees, and I'm definitely ok with this fantasy!
 
Stephan: I like where this fantasy is headed...
 
I just laugh and continue packing.
“Is that Stephan?” Bridgett asks, as she stuffs clothes into her suitcase.
I nod, smiling.
“You love him, don't you?”
“Is it that obvious?” I ask.
“Yes. It's written all over your face. And his. I see it every time you walk into a room that he's in. Every time you touch each other, or kiss… It's sickening and sweet at the same time. Martin never looked at me like Stephan looks at you. I want to experience that kind of love.”
I sigh, almost sadly. “I don't know that Stephan loves me. He's never told me.”
“Sometimes words aren't necessary. But if you love him, you should tell him. Maybe he’s just too scared to say them.”
She's right. But I still want to hear him tell me first. Maybe I’m too stubborn for my own good.
“I'm not having sex with him until he tells me.”
“Does he know that?” she questions.
I shake my head. “Right, cause I'd tell a guy that… Guys will say anything for sex, Bridge. I want him to tell me because he feels it, not because he wants to fuck me.”
“Every guy, except Martin.” She sighs sadly. “Am I just not sexually attractive to guys? I mean, why would he go for Mia and not me?”
“Because he's a fucking moron.” It’s the truth. “Besides, have you not seen the way Alec looks at you? I'm about ready to castrate him.”
She blushes. “I'm sure he's like that with every girl. He won’t be satisfied until he’s slept with every woman in the US, maybe Europe too.”
“Not really,” I say. “He's picky. But still, Alec isn't a relationship kind of guy. He is only interested in sex. So don't let him break your heart.”
“I won't,” she promises.
 
1:33 PM
We could totally drive to Europe.
 
By 1:30, we are all in the private jet, waiting for takeoff. Stephan and Bridgett are both looking around, and they seem pretty excited. Alec and I are both pretty chill, because this is nothing new for us.
“So, whose jet is this?” Stephan asks.
“It's one of Scarlett’s record company's jets,” Alec answers. “We often have to fly to get to our performances in time, so our record companies let us use it.”
I roll my eyes. “Please. Alec owns his own jet.”
“No, I don't. My dad does,” he clarifies.
“Your dad has two jets, and he never uses the second one,” I argue. “So it might as well be yours. He lets you take it any time you want.”
“I'm an only child,” Alec tells them, like it’s an explanation.
Alec's dad is Steven Torch. He was a rock star back in the day, and now he owns Ace Record Company, which used to be a sister company to mine. He is a very rich guy.
And Alec is very spoiled. He has any and everything he wants, and he always has.
“I need to document this for the documentary,” Alec says, pulling a camera out of his bag.
I glare at him. “Seriously?”
“What? They gave me a camera so I could record pre-show stuff. There is going to be thirteen hours of footage on TV. It's going to take a lot of recording to get that.”
I roll my eyes as he turns the camera on me.
“So, Scarlett, tell me, what are you feeling?”
I flash him a fake smile. “I'm feeling like I want to shove this camera up your ass.”
“Okay…” He turns the camera to Bridgett. “What about you, Bridgett? Are you excited about your first trip to Europe?”
“I’m actually more nervous than anything.” She grins. “This is my fourth time on an airplane, and I still haven't gotten over my fear of flying.”
“Don't worry, I'll protect you.” Alec puts his arm around her playfully.
“Yeah, cause he could totally protect her if our airplane crashed,” Stephan whispers in my ear, and I can’t help but laugh at his sarcasm. He knows exactly how to distract me from… well, me.
Alec turns the camera to Stephan. “What about you?”
Stephan smiles, and then looks at me. “I think I need to go to the back when the plane takes off. Right, Scarlett?”
I shake my head, and laugh.
Alec turns the camera on himself. “Scarlett and Stephan are seriously gross. If they are what it's like to be in love, I hope I never am.” He fake gags, and turns off the camera.
I wait for Stephan to tell him we're not in love. But he doesn't.
“I can't wait to see you fall in love,” Stephan laughs. “When you do, I am going to torture you and your girl.”
Once we take off, Alec falls asleep. I'm thankful, because it gives me time to think. I love him, but I seriously might go crazy living with him over the next few months.
I think about my mom. I haven't seen her in almost ten months. It hurts to think of all the time that has gone by since I last spoke to her. I wonder if it's easy, since I'm not really her kid. Maybe she just never felt that mother-daughter connection with me.
I think of Bridgett's mom. Sure, she's a psychotic bitch, but at least she loves Bridge. I'm lucky if I get an email from my mom once a month.
Stephan is sitting beside me, and he sees my frown. “What's on your mind?” he asks.
I sigh. “Family.” I know he doesn’t understand what I’m going through, because his mom adores him, and from what he has told me, so did his dad. But his family is pretty fucked up too.
“Tell me about your mom.”
So, I do. “My mom's name is Stephanie Ryan. She used to be beautiful, but she's had a lot of plastic surgery, so not so much anymore. Before I became a rock star, she was a teacher. She was always good with kids, but never with Stacy and me. Looking back, I wonder why they adopted me. It was always obvious that they didn't love either of us. But my parents had a pretty good marriage.
“When we moved to LA, things took off pretty quickly for me. I had a ton of offers, first from the Disney Channel, but my parents wanted bigger. They said they wanted more than for me to be a child star. Luckily, when I was fourteen I looked older than I was. I got signed, went on tour and started recording my first album.
“Soon after the money started rolling in, my parents started fighting. They couldn’t wait to spend all my money. Thankfully Alec’s dad suggested that we get a financial adviser. He convinced them to put fifty percent of my earnings into a trust fund; the remaining fifty percent would go to them.
“The financial adviser must have known my parents were complete asses, because every property they bought automatically went in my name the day I turned eighteen. I hate to think that my parents would have gotten it all, especially considering how hard I worked.
“I think my parents’ marriage started downhill when we first moved to LA, but they tolerated each other. It wasn't until I started making a lot of money that they finally separated. By then, it was almost a relief to have my mom out of the house. I couldn't handle being around the both of them anymore.”
I shake my head, sad at the memory. “My parents didn't even care that Stacy ran away, of course now I know that they kicked her out. They didn't love either of us… I truly think if it wasn't for the money, they would have kicked me out a long time ago, too.”
Stephan smiles sadly at me. “Do you have any happy memories with your parents?”
I think for a minute, and then shake my head. “Not really. I mean I have good memories with Stacy, but not them. Maybe there were good times, but there were so many bad that it clouded any good ones.”
“Do you remember your life before LA?”
I think for a minute. “A little. Mostly I have memories of our old house, Stacy, and of course my friends from school.”
“There has to be good memories though,” he says. “Maybe you should talk to Stacy.  She was older, so I'm sure she remembers.”
I shrug. “What good would it do anyway? I'm done with them, Stephan.”
“Well, you will always have me.” He puts his arm around my shoulder, pulls me closer, and gently kisses my forehead.
“Thank you.” There is so much truth in Stephan’s words. “I don't really know how to depend on other people, but I'm learning.”
“I will just have to prove to you that I'm not going anywhere.” He smiles, and I know that he is going to do everything in his power to prove it to me. “Seriously, anything you ask me to do, I will.”
“Good thing I'm not that high maintenance.”
He laughs. “Yeah, right, Scar. A private jet! You don't get much more high maintenance than that. Seriously.”
“You get used to it. Trust me, this isn't that exciting for me. It's just… another day. I really hate all the time I waste flying, but it's faster than driving.”
“Yeah, cause we could totally drive to Europe.”
I roll my eyes at his sarcastic remark. “You know what I mean.”
“I'm sorry that you had such a sucky childhood. I wish I could make it up to you.”
“It's not your fault.”
He smirks. “I could take your mind off it.”
“Oh yeah?” I ask. “How?”
He leans closer and whispers in my ear. “I'm pretty sure we never finished our conversation about joining the mile high club.”
I look over at Bridgett who is watching a movie on her iPhone. I then whisper in his ear. “Not going to happen.”
He pouts.
Damn, he's so cute when he pouts.
It's his lips. It's got to be.
“Why not?”
I'm still staring at his lips.
“I don't want to until we're in love,” I answer. I'm shocked that I actually told him.
“Who says that we're not in love?” He looks shocked by my words.
“You haven't told me yet,” I point out. “Which, I get. You're waiting to say it to your future wife. It's super romantic, and it will be totally special for her. But I'm done with having meaningless sex.”
“Just because I haven't told you, doesn't mean I don't feel it. What I'm feeling for you is a lot more than lust, and sex with you would not be meaningless.”
Wow.
I think I just fell in love with him a little more.


 
 
Saturday, October 17
7:30 AM
Her French is terrible.
 
It's 7:30 in Paris when we land, and it's raining, which is normal for here. It's 1:30 am in Florida, so we are all pretty exhausted. It is definitely going to be a long day. A car is waiting for us when we get there, and we all pack inside. It's going to be another two-hour drive to my house.
Bridgett and Alec fall right back asleep, but I'm too nervous to sleep. Stephan stays awake with me, because he's the sweetest boyfriend in the history of boyfriends.
“How are you feeling?” Stephan asks.
“Scared,” I answer truthfully.
I hate that I have to confront my mother like this. More than anything, I wish I had normal parents who love me.
He pushes my bangs away from my eyes and kisses my forehead. I lay my head on his chest. We lie there in silence for a while. The only thing I can hear is the steady beat of his heart, Alec's light snoring, and the sound of rain falling on the car. It's serene.
And somehow, against all odds, I fall asleep against Stephan's chest.
When I wake up, we are pulling into my beautiful home in Paris.
The rain has cleared up, and the sun is shining now. Surrounding my home are beautiful, rolling hills. The grass is still green, but the leaves on the trees are starting to turn yellow, orange, and red. The view is absolutely breathtaking. How had I forgotten how beautiful it is here?
The driver goes through the open gates and pulls to the front of the circle drive. He opens the door for us, and we all get out.
“Wow,” Stephan and Bridgett both say.
Alec has been to my home before, but it's really nothing compared to the home his dad owns in Italy.
“This house is massive,” Bridgett says. “Seriously. It makes your house in Florida look like a shack.”
I laugh. My home here is large. It's three stories and even has a tower, so it looks like a castle. I love it. “We can live here if you want. I can speak French.”
Alec laughs at this. “She's lying. Her French is terrible.”
I stick my tongue out at him. “I'm willing to learn.”
“The French hate Americans, so I think I'm cool with staying in Florida.” Bridgett sighs happily. “But I'll vacation here anytime.”
I open up the double doors that lead into the house, and my mother's maid, Agnes, lets out a frightened scream. She quickly calms down when she sees me, and then covers her heart with her hand.
“Miss Ryan, you scared me. I don't think your mother is expecting you.” I love Agnes. She's one of the sweetest people I've ever met… Obviously, she has to be to put up with my evil mother.
“It's a surprise visit.” I step out of the doorway, letting Alec, Stephan, and Bridgett step inside.
Agnes's eyes get big as she looks between Bridgett and me.
“This is my twin sister, Bridgett, and my boyfriend, Stephan,” I tell her. She already knows Alec. “We just decided to surprise mom. Is she here?”
Agnes pulls me into a hug. After she pulls back she tells me, “Your mother went on a trip to Greece with Mr. Jack Michaud, but she is going to be back later today.”
I want to sigh in relief. I'm glad I have a little time to prepare before my mom gets here.
“Do you want me to help you carry your stuff upstairs?”
I want to laugh at Agnes. She is one of the few people I've met that is actually shorter than me. She’s in her early sixties but works harder than most twenty year olds. I shake my head. “We've got it, but thanks.”
“It's good to see you again, Mr. Torch. It's been far too long,” she tells Alec. “It’s good to see you two as well, Mr. Stephan, and Miss… Ryan?”
“Evans,” she informs her. “I'm Bridgett Evans.”
Agnes shakes her head and looks at me. “You two are identical. Except Miss Evans doesn't have that mischievous look in her eyes that you do.”
Stephan laughs at that.
“I'm going to show everybody to their rooms,” I tell Agnes, and then head up to the second floor.
“I know where my room is,” Alec says, lugging his suitcase up the stairs. I'm surprised he doesn't complain about having to carry his own luggage.
As we get upstairs, I put Bridgett in the first room on the right, and I put Stephan across the hall from me.
“Would you be mad if I snuck into your room in the middle of the night?” Stephan flirts.
I raise my eyebrows at his comment. “I guess you will just have to be sneaky and see.”
 
8:21 AM
Life is about to get crazy.
 
We all unpack and head downstairs. Agnes is in the kitchen cooking us breakfast. She's made my favorite — French toast. There are also fresh strawberries and whipped topping. My mouth waters at the sight.
“Your favorite.” Alec smiles, sitting down at the head of the table. He always sits there. He grabs a plate and starts digging in as the rest of us take a seat.
“You have no table manners,” I tell him, and I grab a handful of strawberries for my French toast.
“Me?” he asks with his mouth full.
I roll my eyes and take a bite of my own food.
“This is amazing.” Bridgett shovels a huge bite in her mouth. “Screw table manners.”
“Agnes does make the best French toast ever,” Alec tells her. “One time Scarlett and I flew all the way here just to have breakfast.”
“That's not true,” I argue. “We stayed two days.”
Alec laughs. “Yeah, so we could have French toast two days in a row.”
I can't help but smile at the memory. “We have had some good times.”
Maybe having Alec around won't be so bad. He is my best friend. Everything that he is doing, he is doing for my career. He is looking out for me the only way he knows how to, and I love him for it. If it weren’t for him, I don’t think I would be the person I am today.
“I've been thinking, Scar,” Alec starts out, and I know whatever he says is going to be bad. He is using his soft don't be mad at me voice. “I know that this is a very personal matter for you, but I think you should let me record this for the documentary. It's important to your story…”
I want to protest, but I decide hear him out.
“Think about it. Bridgett came out of nowhere. Don't you think the audience wants to see you confront your mom? She lied to you for nineteen years. This is GOLD, and you have the opportunity to make millions.”
“I don't care about money. I have more than I know what to do with as it is. I could retire and live comfortably for the rest of my life.” He knows this.
“You do know you're not going to be the only one paid, right? Bridgett, Stephan, me, and everybody who agrees to be in the documentary. Depending on the person, they get paid X amount of royalty per episode they appear in.”
If this were anybody other than Alec, I would worry that he only wanted me to do this to benefit himself, but I know he's not like that. He also knows I'm going to truly consider this, because it doesn't just benefit me. It benefits everybody I love.
“Plus, this is your story. Don’t you want to tell it before your parents do?”
Damn. This either benefits me, and everybody I love, or it benefits my parents. The story is going to get out one way or the other. I’d rather my version get out first.
“Let's make a deal.” I fold my hands on the table, and consider what I'm about to say. It's life changing. “I will let you record me, but I get to choose what goes in and what doesn't. Some things are just personal and should stay between me and my family.”
Alec grins. He's obviously satisfied with my conditions. “Deal.”
Everything is feeling a bit overwhelming. Then, Stephan leans over and whispers in my ear, “Can we take this whipped topping back to your room?”
I bust out laughing and just shake my head at him. 
I so needed that.
After breakfast, Stephan and I go outside and lie on the hammock in the backyard. His arm is around me, and I am laying my head in the crook of his arm. I love how our bodies fit perfectly together. It's then that I realize this is our first time “lying down” together, and I like it.
Our relationship is so easy and familiar. I don’t have to try to be with him, I just am. And I love that Stephan has never pressured me to do anything more than kiss. Sure, he jokes with me about it, but he's never pushed. It's like he's waiting for the perfect moment. I know that it wouldn't take much “pressure” to get me to cave. I want Stephan more than I've ever wanted any guy before. I swear, all he has to do it smile at me and I get turned on.
“Our life is about to get crazy,” Stephan comments, breaking the peaceful silence. “Well, I guess your life is already crazy.”
I know what Stephan's concerns are. He's never been in the spotlight before. If he does this, he will no longer have a normal life.
“I don't have to do this, if you’re not comfortable with it,” I tell him. “Just say the word, and I'll back out.”
“Scarlett, do not back out of this, especially not because of me,” he says quickly. “If I thought I couldn't handle it, I wouldn't be with you. But I would never ask you to give up your career.”
But I would give it up for him. He means more than anything. But I’m glad I don’t have to, because I love what I do. I sigh happily into his chest.
I want to tell him that I love him, but I am too scared. I don't want anything to ruin this magical moment that I'm having with him. If I had the ability to freeze time, I would.
Stephan gently caresses my hair. “The week that you were in LA was so hard. I don't know what I would do without you.”
“I'm sorry that I left.” And I am. Even though I know Stephan has completely forgiven me, things aren't the same as they were. Our relationship feels different, and I know that I’m to blame.
“It's okay to be broken, Scar. I'm broken too. You just got to learn that sometimes it’s okay to depend on other people.”
I can feel the tears build up, but I blink them away. I don't want to cry.
“You have to do this to move forward. At least you're trying to move. I'm not. I've been stuck in the same rut for three years now. Ever since my dad died…” His voice breaks, and I can tell this is a hard conversation for him to have. “I know what I have to do, but I'm not strong enough. I wish that I was half as brave as you.”
“I'm only brave because of you. I could not do this without your support, Stephan. I'm chicken. Even now, I am scared to death. My chest feels like a ton of bricks are sitting on it, and I'm having problems taking a deep breath. I just want this over with,” I admit.
“You are not chicken.” Stephan kisses the top of my head. 
“Do you think it's a good idea to have Alec film this? Should the whole world really see?” I ask him, and I realize that I trust his judgment.
“It's hard to say one way or the other. Part of me thinks it's a very personal conversation to be on TV. But at the same time, you're getting your side of the story told. Don't you think your parents are going to try to sell this?”
“They definitely would.” He's right, and I already feel better about my decision. “Thank you.”
“Oh, I'm sure you will find some way to make up for my help,” he replies, kissing my forehead. “I saw Agnes put the rest of the whip cream in the fridge.”
I can't help but giggle. I know that he's joking. I love how he can cheer me up with his cheesy lines. It's just one of the many things that I love about him.
And now I'm thinking about sex with him.
“What are you thinking?” Stephan asks, noticing my silence.
I feel my face flush. “Umm...” I try to think of something, anything other than what I'm really thinking. But I can't.
Stephan pushes me back a little so he can see my face. “You're blushing...”
I clear my throat.
“Tell me.”
I once again hide my face in his chest. I decide to be brave and just say it.
“I was thinking about what it would be like to make love to you.”
My head is on his chest, so I can hear Stephan's heart rate accelerate, and I can't help but smile. I love that I can affect him like this.
“You can't say stuff like that to me, Scarlett. I want you so bad I can hardly stand it sometimes,” he admits.
“Then what's stopping you?” I challenge him. I'm so bad. I shouldn't be like this.
“I guess I'm scared I won't be good enough.”
This causes me to sit up. “What do you mean?”
“I mean...” he pauses, and I can tell he's embarrassed. “You've probably been with a lot of guys. What if I can't compare?”
I shake my head. “Stephan, I'm not a whore. I really haven't had sex with that many guys.”
“Like how many?” he asks.
I've never been in a relationship before, so I'm not sure if this is a normal question, but I answer anyway. “Like ten. But I wasn't dating any of them, and trust me; sex with you will be better. I actually have feelings for you.”
“Oh.”
“What about you?” Now I'm curious.
“Three.”
That's not so bad. “Anybody I know?”
I can tell by the look on his face that he doesn't want to answer this question. “Is who really important?”
It wasn't until I saw his reaction to the question. Now I'm curious. “Come on. I want to know.”
“You know one of the girls. But first I have to tell you, it was only one time, and I was drunk. It meant nothing, and I have no feelings for the girl. Like at all.”
“Okay.”
“Zoe.”
“Ew.” Zoe. Seriously, why her? Seriously, why couldn't it have been anybody but her? Though, I guess it does explain why she was so territorial about Stephan that night at the races.
“What about you? Ever been with anybody I know?”
I laugh, and name off a few celebrities.
“Wow. You had a crazy life before moving to Hope.”
I nod my head. I truly did. And I can happily say, I am glad that chapter in my life is over. I lay my head back onto Stephan's chest, and just enjoy the serene surroundings.
 
11:33 AM
This life.
 
I fell asleep on Stephan's chest, and he wakes me up by gently shaking me.
“Hey, Scar, Alec says we need to get ready. Your mom is going to be here in an hour and a half,” he tells me.
I'm awake now.
When we walk back inside the house, Alec is setting up the camera. “The lighting here is perfect,” he explains. “You should wear blue. You look hot in blue.”
Stephan is now glaring at Alec. “Dude, not cool.”
Alec shrugs. “Fine. Wear whatever you want. But remember, millions of people are going to be watching this. At least fix your hair.”
“Where is Bridgett?” I really need my sister right now.
This isn't just for me. This is for Bridgett — for them adopting me and leaving her. This is for Stacy — for them kicking her out when she needed them the most. And this is for the grandchild my parents have never met, Anna. This is about them never taking responsibility for their actions, and for using me.
“She's reading on the balcony,” he tells me.
I run up the stairs and into my room. I walk out the double doors where Bridgett is lying in a lawn chair, holding a book. When she hears the doors open, she looks up at me.
“It's so beautiful here,” she says, motioning towards the garden below. I nod my head in agreement.
“We have to come back in the spring. You will love it here then,” I suggest.
“Maybe. If you get a break.” She laughs.
“When you have a life as crazy as mine, you learn to take breaks. Sometimes you just have to do stuff for yourself, even if it means pissing everybody else off.” It's then that I realize part of the reason why I ran. I don't want Bridgett or Stephan to be a part of this crazy life. I wanted them to have a shot at normal. Whether they realize it or not, their lives are about to be turned upside down… And I don't think they realize just how chaotic this life is.
“Sounds reasonable.”
I have to ask. “I want you to realize, we are about to start filming. If you want to back out, now is the time. Are you completely sure this life is what you want?”
She looks at me, and without hesitation, she answers. “Scarlett, I have thought about it a lot. This is what I want, to be here with you, in this craziness. There is nowhere else I'd rather be.”
I pull her into a hug. “I love you, Bridge. Don't ever forget that, okay?”
“I love you, too.”
We pull back. “Will you be there with me? When I confront her?”
“Are you sure you want me there?” she asks. “It's so personal, Scar.”
I nod my head, thinking about the documentary. “I'm sharing it with the world. I need you there with me. I don't think I can do it without you.”
“Then, I will be there,” she promises.
Together, Bridgett and I get ready. Bridgett lets me fix her hair, which somehow helps calm me. She always puts her hair in a bun, so I leave it down. I straighten it, and then do the same to mine. We both stand in front of the mirror, and are in awe of how identical we are.
We both wear a cute sundress. I do end up wearing blue, and Bridgett wears pink. The only difference is she wears flats, and I wear a pair of five-inch heels.
“Why do you always wear heels?” she asks, as I do her makeup. I'm fixing hers dark, exactly like I do mine.
I shrug. “I like them. They make me feel good about myself.”
“A confidencebooster… I get it. They do make your legs and butt look good. You should see the way Stephan looks at you when you aren't paying attention. He's so in love with you.” She sighs. “I hope one day I find somebody who loves me half as much.”
“Stephan looks at me with lust, not love.” I feel like I should warn her, again. “Look, I love Alec, but you should know, he's a player. Don't fall for him.”
“Wasn't going to.” She crinkles her nose. She's very convincing, but her eyes tell another story. I am about to comment when Stephan sticks his head in the door.
“Stephan! Ever hear of knocking? What if I was naked?” I yell at him.
He smiles. “A guy can dream…”
I roll my eyes at him.
“I just came to tell you that your mom pulled up.”
Bridgett stands up beside me.
“Do you think she'll be able to tell us apart?” I wonder out loud.
“I can. It's not that hard.”
I hope that she will be able to, but I seriously doubt it. She's hardly spent time with me. But, she is my mother. Certainly if my boyfriend of… crap, how long have we been dating? Three weeks? Does the two weeks I was gone count? Anyway, point is, if Stephan can tell us apart, certainly my mom can too.
 
1:07 PM
Heartless.
 
I go downstairs first. Alec follows me with a camera, which once again makes me question if I made the right decision. Do I really want the world to see this? But, it's too late to back out now.
“Scarlett.” My mom's voice is tight, and I can tell she is shocked to see me. Then she looks over at Alec, holding the camera. “Alec,” she smiles. It's a fake smile. “When did you two get here?”
“This morning,” I answer, then point at the camera. “Did dad tell you that we're doing a documentary for MTV?”
Just then the front door opens, and an older guy walks inside. He looks about 55, and I can tell by looking at his expensive suit that he's rich. Or maybe the suit was bought with my money. He sees Alec and me, and he freezes instantly. He knows that they are both caught. Both of my parents have been seeing other people for quite a few years, but they've never actually “admitted” to it. Do they really think they've hidden it from me?
“Is this your boyfriend?” I ask. I don't wait for a response. “I'm Scarlett Ryan, Stephanie's daughter…” I pause. “Well, I'm not really her daughter. I'm adopted.”
I hear my mom suck in a surprised breath. She wasn't expecting that. I suppose she was hoping to keep it a secret from me. And maybe she would have if it weren’t for my search for Stacy.
Just then I hear Bridgett and Stephan walking down the stairs.
“Oh, and this is my twin sister, Bridgett Evans,” I tell the guy, who I think is named Jack. At least, I am pretty sure that's what Agnes told us when we first arrived. “You see my mother is a selfish bitch, and my father is an arrogant asshole, so they separated us. Oh, and they kicked my sister Stacy out at age seventeen because she was pregnant.”
Bridgett puts her arm around me for support. Stephan is standing by Alec. I can tell he really wants to jump in and protect me from the hurt, but he knows I need to do this.
I have to admit, it doesn't hurt as bad as I thought it would. In fact, it almost feels freeing.
Maybe it's because I've been emotionally preparing for this moment my whole life.
My mom doesn't say anything, so I continue. “What's wrong, Mother? You have nothing to say for yourself?”
She looks at me once more, and then at the camera. “I'm not saying anything in front of the camera.”
Her boyfriend is still silent.
“Okay, well, you have 24 hours to get your shit out of my house,” I tell her forcefully.
She narrows her eyes at me. “You are going to leave your own mother homeless?”
I roll my eyes. She's so dramatic. “I'm pretty sure you've been shacking up with Jack here for quite awhile now, so you may as well move in with him.” I turn to him. “You know she's still married to my dad, right?”
“Scarlett, that is enough!” She scolds me like I'm a child.
I remind myself that I'm on camera, and take a deep breath. “You don't get to tell me what to do. I haven't been a child in a long time. Actually, I never got to be a kid. You stole my childhood away from me.” I take another breath. “If Jack won't let you stay with him, which I totally wouldn't blame him if he didn't, Dad has a house in LA. It's big, and since you are married, it's half yours.”
“You can't be serious,” she tempts me.
“I am.” I step closer to her. “If I were you, I'd start packing. And don't even think of taking anything other than your clothes. Everything in this house was bought with my money, and it stays.”
“My Italian leather couch,” she cries.
I roll my eyes. “Did you not hear me? It's MY Italian leather couch.”
She looks at me for a second, to see if I really am serious. She's hoping I will back down. But I don't. A look of defeat comes over her face.
“Fine. If this is how you want it, I will be out of here, and out of your life. Just have Agnes send my things. She knows Jack’s address.” She turns towards Jack and walks out the door.
When the door shuts, I lose it.
She didn't even say goodbye.
Stephan pulls me into his arms, and I have a complete meltdown. I sob into his chest.
My chest hurts… It feels like a piece of my heart was ripped out and stomped on. I always knew she didn't care about me, but I never knew she was so heartless.
Stephan caresses my hair, and keeps telling me how sorry he is over and over again. I know he doesn't know what to say, but right now, words won't help. I just need him to continue holding me.
I will never regret what just happened. It should have happened long before now. I just wasn’t expecting it to hurt so much. My parents were supposed to love me and protect me. Instead they threw me to the sharks. My dad only stayed around to get ten percent of my money.
“I don’t understand them,” I tell Stephan between sobs. “Everything I have could be theirs too. Why won’t they just love me?”
“They are fucking crazy not to love you, Scar,” he says. “It’s their loss.”
“Am I not good enough?” I wonder.
“How can you even ask that? Of course you’re good enough. There is something seriously wrong with them if they can’t see how amazing you are.”
“I pretend to be confident, but I’m not.” I wipe some of the tears from under my eye away. “I’m really just an insecure, broken, little girl.”
“Don’t ever say that, Scarlett!” Stephan scolds me. “Don’t let your parents take away your confidence. You are beautiful, you are smart, and you are so talented. I am crazy about you. So are Alec and Bridgett. You have so many people that love you. Don’t let them steal your spark.”
I feel better at his words, because he’s right. I don’t need them, and I haven’t in a long time. If they don’t want me, why should I want them?


 
 
Monday, October 19
7:06 AM
O.C.R.C.T.L.S.D.H.O.M
 
After confronting my mom, I pretty much want to get the hell out of Europe. We take the jet back, and I spend all day Sunday in bed asleep. Stephan stays with me, but I think it's because he's worried about me. He's never seen me have such a major meltdown. Truthfully, I'm glad he's here for me. I need him. I don’t think I could get through this without him.
Alec obviously thinks the best thing to do is distract me from the pain. He decides that tonight we will start working on “Operation Convince Record Company To Let Scarlett Do Her Own Music”, or O.C.R.C.T.L.S.D.H.O.M, as he likes to call it. I do laugh at the name, which I think is what he was going for.
Bridgett is also trying to cheer me up. She bought me a journal. She says, “Writing down your feelings helps”. It's true. But I express myself a little differently. I will use the journal to write lyrics.
On Monday morning, I decide the best thing to do is just go to school, like normal. I can't stay in bed forever, though I must admit, being in bed with Stephan forever could be fun. The sooner I move on, the sooner I can start living my new life.
“Make sure you fix your hair today,” Alec tells me, when he sees my messy bun. “The camera crew is going to be following you around at school today.”
My eyes get big. “What? Certainly the school isn't okay with this!”
Alec grins mischievously. “They were thrilled. They are getting a new gym out of the deal.”
“Well, you want this documentary to be real. The hair stays,” I pout.
The bun doesn't stay. Before leaving for school, I straighten my hair and change my outfit. As bad as I want to not care, I do. I don’t want people to see me on film with sweatpants and messy hair.
When I walk downstairs, I can tell Alec is about to tell me, “I told you so.” But then he sees the evil glare I'm giving him, and he quickly shuts his mouth. I smile. Good decision, Alec.  I’m definitely in a bitchy mood today, and I am not to be messed with.
The doorbell rings, and Alec goes to answer it. I sit down at the bar beside Stephan and Bridgett. As always, my amazing sister has a cup of coffee waiting for me.
“I love you,” I tell her, as I take a drink of the heavenly-tasting coffee.
Alec comes back into the kitchen followed by six guys. Four of them are holding cameras, and one has a boom microphone. The last guy has a clipboard. It feels like a definite overkill, but what do I know.
First, I am introduced to the director. Peter. (Or at least, I think that was his name). He explains everything to me in great detail. They are going to follow me everywhere. They are even going to attach a camera to the dashboard of my car. They want to capture every moment of my life that they can. They need thirteen hours of good footage. Hopefully it won’t take them too long to get it.
“Why does this feel more like a reality show than a documentary?” I ask Alec, as they wire a microphone to my body. I’m going to have to watch everything I say.
“It's not really a documentary of your whole life. It's just a documentary of like three months of your life,” he explains. “And if it goes over like they think it will, they will do it again in six months.”
“Which is what a reality show is.” I roll my eyes.
Alec just shrugs and gives me his thousand-watt smile. He forgets that I am immune to its powers.
“This conversation is not over,” I warn.
 
9:03 AM
Disney
 
After they wire Stephan and me, we are off to school. We get there an hour late, and I arrive just in time for history. I slip into the desk beside Ethan.
I look back at the camera crew, which is still recording while I'm in class.
“Really?” I ask. “You're going to record this?”
They nod, and I turn back around to Ethan. “S’up?” he asks.
I just shake my head. “Oh, you know... just my life being exposed to millions of people on MTV. Could it be any lamer? I think not.”
Ethan shrugs. “At least it isn't the Disney Channel.”
I giggle loudly. Everybody turns around to look at me. “Sorry,” I say, and then turn to Ethan. “You are seriously awesome.”
And just like that, my morning is turned around. I can almost forget about the camera pointing straight at me. ALMOST. I love having great friends.
“So how was your weekend in Paris?” Ethan whispers.
“It was... the hardest thing I've ever had to do.”
Ethan looks at me sympathetically. “You know, my mom wasn't that great of a mom either, so I know how you feel.”
“Where is your mom?” I wonder. I haven't asked before, but I haven't ever seen her around. I always just think of Stephan's mom as his mom.
“She died.” I can hear the sadness in his voice. “She purposefully overdosed on drugs.”
“Oh my God,” I shake my head sadly. “Ethan, I'm so sorry. I had no idea.”
My mind goes back to when we were studying in his room... The joke I made about “killing myself” over math... No wonder he got so upset. I am an awful friend.
“She was selfish, but whatever. She was a terrible mom anyway.” I can tell he’s trying to act tough, but it has obviously affected him more than he lets on.
“How long ago was it?” I ask.
“It was ten years ago,” he explains. “She was depressed. I can't remember her ever being truly happy. She spent her last year alive in a psychiatric hospital. She pretended to take her pills and saved them for two months. One night, she took all of them at once. They found her dead the next morning.”
My chest hurt for him.
“She didn't even say goodbye.” His voice is almost bitter. “I guess we all have pretty screwed up parents.”
I nod in agreement. “At least you have a good dad.”
He shrugs. “My dad isn't really around much. I think he blames me for my mom. But Stephan's mom isn't so bad. She's the closest thing I've ever had to a mom. I’m thankful for her and Stephan. I feel like I have a real family with them.”
“Why would your dad blame you for your mom's mental illness?” I shake my head. “I'm sure he doesn't.”
Ethan doesn't look convinced. “My mom wasn't sick until after she had me. She had like... postpartum depression or something, and it just never went away.”
“Still, it's not your fault. I'm sure he knows that.”
He just shrugs, and I wonder if he really does think it's his fault.
Poor Ethan.
 
12:01 PM
Five minutes of fame
 
At lunch, Ethan goes to sit with Mona and all her friends, and I sit with Stephan. Stephan doesn't really have a lot of friends at this school... Well, neither do I for that matter. I haven't really tried that hard, though.
“So where do all of your racing friends live?” I ask Stephan.
“Mostly on the east side of town,” he answers. “So they don't go to school here.”
“It must suck to go to a different school than them.”
“Not really. Everybody here hates me. If they went here, they wouldn't be an exception,” he says easily. “I don't mind anyway. High school will soon be a distant memory. Friends that I had here won't matter anymore.”
Somebody takes a seat beside me. “Hey, Scarlett.”
I look over to see Mona.
“Are you kidding me?” Stephan gets up and storms away. One of the cameras follows him, and the other three are on Mona and me.
“What do you want?” I ask flatly. I am so sick of dealing with her and her drama. I can only imagine how bad it’s been for Stephan.
She flashes me a smile, and I realize why she's here. She's here for the camera. “I just wanted to say hi. We've missed you.”
I roll my eyes. “I highly doubt that.”
“Oh, come on, Scarlett.” She reaches out and touches my arm like we're good friends. “Just because Stephan and I don't get along doesn't mean that you and I can't be friends.”
“Actually, that is exactly what it means,” I counter. “Are you forgetting the fact that you've made high school hell for him?”
“High school is hell for everybody.” She waves me off.
I can't deny what she's saying, because it's true. Why I wanted to put myself through this torture, I will never remember. But now that I'm here, I can't give up. No matter how badly I want to.
“Look, I get that you want your five minutes of fame, or whatever, but we are never going to be friends. EVER. Not unless you can somehow fix this stupid hate relationship you have with Stephan.” I too get up from the table and am about to storm off dramatically. (Because, let's face it, I'm DRAMATIC). But Mona stops me.
“Wait,” she says.
I think about ignoring her, but instead turn toward her.
“I'm sorry.”
She looks very convincing. But then I remember what Stephan said about her being an amazing actress. I just shake my head. “I am not the one you should apologize to, and you know it.” I turn back around.
“There's another reason why I don't like Stephan,” she blurts out.
I turn back around. “I'm listening.”
She shakes her head. “Not here.”
Damn my curiosity.
“Come for a ride?” I ask.
She nods.
Mona follows me, along with the cameras, to the parking lot. Thankfully I'm driving my Sesto Elemento, so they can't come with us... Though, I suspect the dash cameras are recording.
In weird ways, Mona reminds me of Stephan. They don't really look alike, besides their green eyes, but their actions are alike. Part of me even likes her. (That part that likes her is very small). I mean she's still a total bitch for how she treats Stephan.
I roll my eyes when I see the camera crew following behind us in their creepy black van.
“I see now that fame could be a pain,” she says, sympathetically. “It must suck to never have privacy.”
“I have to be careful. Everywhere I go there is always somebody taking pictures. Trust me when I say, the paparazzi is great at getting embarrassing pictures. It’s the ugly pictures they like to post online.”
“What do you do if you have a wedgie?”
Mona's question is so serious that I can't help but laugh. She too joins in.
“I wear a lot of thongs,” I finally answer. “But I suppose I would just go to the bathroom. I mean, what do you do when you have a wedgie?”
She smiles, sheepishly. “I have my friends stand around me, and I pick it.”
I start laughing hard again. Seriously, even though Mona is a complete bitch, she's kind of awesome. I can see why she has so many friends. She's rather charming. If she would just move past the whole Stephan thing, I could easily be her friend.
“So where do you want to have this conversation?” I ask her.
“Coffee?” she suggests.
“Sure. Let's go to my house. My sister makes the best coffee.”
 
12:34 PM
Thank you, Alec.
 
When we pull into my house, Mona sits up a little.
“You live next to Stephan and Ethan?”
“Yeah. It was annoying at first, but now I find it rather convenient.”
We both get out of my car and walk inside. The cameras follow closely behind. As much as I try to ignore them, I can't.
“Have you met Bridgett?” I ask her. I know she did at her beach party, but I think everybody thought Bridgett was me that night.
She shakes her head.
I pull out my phone to text Bridgett.
 
Where are you? - S
 
With Alec. We got you some studio time for tonight. - B
 
“Well, she's not here,” I say. “Guess you'll meet her later.”
Mona follows me into the kitchen, and for the first time since moving here, I open the fridge. I see a 24 pack of Red Bull inside.
Thank you, Alec... He's also addicted to the energy drink. I grab one for myself, and hold one out for Mona.
“Thanks,” she says, taking it.
I take her outside by the pool. I haven't gotten a spray tan in way too long, and I am starting to get pasty white. “So,” I say, taking a seat on a pool chair, “you were about to tell me why you hate Stephan.”
Mona looks up at the cameras. “Do they have to record this?”
I look at the director. “Yes. And you already signed a waiver.”
She sighs. “I don't think I should tell you on camera, Scarlett. It's kind of personal.”
My curiosity gets the best of me, so I grab her hand, and pull her behind me. As we are running through the house, I am tearing off my microphone. I push her inside the guest bathroom on the second floor, and lock the door behind us.
I hear the door jiggle and hear Peter curse.
My phone goes off again. It's Alec.
 
Why the HELL did you lock Peter out? - A
 
I ignore the text, and turn to Mona. She looks like she's about to break out in tears at any moment. She reaches inside her purse and hands me an envelope. The outside it addressed to Mona.
“Read it,” she demands.
I pull the letter out and start reading.
 
Mona,
 
If you're reading this, it means that I am no longer in this world. I am sorry that I left you so early in life. I'm sorry that I will never be there to see you graduate. I'm sorry I won't be at your wedding. I'm sorry I won't see the birth of my grandchildren. But, most of all, I'm sorry that I never got the chance to tell you the truth in person. I had plans on telling you after you turned 18. But really, there is NO good time to tell you.
I am in love with another man who is not your father. His name is Steven Montgomery, and he is the true love of my life. But Steven is married to another woman, and I knew he would never leave her for me, so I married your father. Your father is a good man. He loves me, and he has been so good to you.
The truth is, Steven Montgomery is your real father. You see your father couldn't have children. It was such a surprise to him when I got pregnant. But I wasn't surprised. I knew the truth.
I told Steven. I begged him to leave his wife and marry me, but his wife was also pregnant. He wouldn't leave her, and he knew that my husband would take care of us. So I lied to your dad. Even now, he doesn't know the truth. You can tell him if that is what you want, but I leave it up to you, Mona. 
I tried to break it off with Steven, but I couldn't. Every time I looked in your eyes, I saw him. I missed him. So we have been seeing each other in secret.
This must seem silly to you, but what Steven and I have is REAL, TRUE love. I hope one day you can experience a love like ours. I only hope that your love doesn't have to be kept a secret.
Know that I love you forever.
 
—Mom
 
As I hand the letter back to Mona, I realize that my hands are shaking.
“Stephan is your brother.” As the words leave my mouth, I can hardly believe them.
She nods, as a tear starts to escape her eyes.
“Have you told your father?” I ask.
She shakes her head. “I'm afraid he won't love me anymore if I tell him,” she whispers.
“How long have you known?”
“Three and a half years.” Her voice quivers as she tells me.
Suddenly, I feel mad at her mom. She should not have put this burden on Mona... She was only fourteen when her mom died. That's way too young to carry it alone.
“I'm sorry.”
After reading this letter, I feel like I understand Mona better. I do see why she hates Stephan. In her mind, he is just a representation of everything that is screwed up in her life. She feels like she’s continuing the lie by not telling her father, yet she’s scared to tell him. Maybe he wouldn’t love her anymore if he knew the truth.
“But you know,” I continue. “It's not Stephan's fault. And if you gave him a chance, he would love you, Mona. You're his sister. How could he not love you?”
“I've been so mean to him.” I can hear repentance in her voice.
“He would understand why. If you just showed him this letter, and you apologized...”
She cuts me off. “NO! I will NEVER tell him.”
With that she walks out of the bathroom slamming the door behind her.
Crap.
Now what am I supposed to do?
 
3:01 PM
Lies
 
I spend the rest of the afternoon getting chewed out by my director, Peter. Once he wires me back up, he explains how important it was to catch everything that goes on. I pretend that what Mona told me isn't a big deal, and I apologize profoundly. He seems to buy it. Once they wire my microphone back on, I go back to school to pick up Stephan.
When Stephan gets into the car, I immediately feel awkward. I know this mind-blowing secret about him, yet I can't say a word. I want to, but it's not my place to — it's Mona's.
“Are you okay?” he asks me.
“I'm fine,” I manage to choke out… Crap, I've got to do better than that. “I just wasn't feeling well, so I left after lunch.”
“Oh no. I hope you're not getting sick.” He's concerned, and I officially feel like the worst girlfriend ever.
“Nothing a nap couldn't fix.” I lie so easily, that it scares me. I hate lying.
Why did Mona have to put me in this situation? She doesn’t even know me. Why would she trust me with this huge secret?
Maybe she wanted me to tell Stephan? I mean, why else would she tell ME. But then, after I read the letter, maybe she chickened out. If I told him, her whole life would change.
BUT… maybe I could talk her into it. I am a pretty persuasive person. Though Stephan seems immune to my powers, maybe she is too... They are family.
“You're really quiet,” I barely hear Stephan say. “And you're driving the speed limit. Something is definitely wrong.”
Well, maybe I'm not as good of a liar as I thought. “Um...” What do I say?
My phone starts ringing. It's Alec. Oh, thank God.
“Hello,” I answer, a little too cheerful.
“I'm going to text you the address of the studio. Be prepared to work your ass off, and get here as soon as you can.”
Alec doesn't give me a chance to respond. He just ends the call. Seconds later, I get a text from him with the address.
“Do you want to go home or go to the studio with me?” I ask Stephan. “I'm probably going to be there all night, and it will probably get boring.”
“No, I want to go. It sounds fun.” He seems excited.
I laugh. “Okay.”
“So why aren’t you recording at the studio in your basement?”
“A lot goes into recording a professional album, but I don’t have the equipment needed for the best sound. My studio is more for my entertainment than anything else,” I explain.
On the drive, I think about the first time I was in the studio recording. I was so excited. We were recording my album Jaded. After two weeks straight of eighteen hour days, it got old quick. But even now, after recording four albums, I still get excited the first few days. It’s when exhaustion sets in that it stops being fun.
I can't help but dread school… At least when I was recording my other albums I didn't have to deal with schoolwork. This is without a doubt going to be a miserable few months.
Maybe I can convince Bridgett to let me get a tutor and stay home from school.
Probably not.
They like “school drama” for my documentary. Or reality show. Whatever the hell it is.
As I pull into the address that Alec gave me, I check the numbers on the building a couple of times.
“This can't be it,” I tell Stephan. Then I see Alec walk outside and wave me in.
What the f...
“There is a studio inside this house?” I ask him, as I get closer. I am really beginning to question Alec's sanity.
“Yes. This studio is amazing. The guy who owns the studio works with my dad. Great quality.” Alec names off a band that recorded an album here, and I’m impressed. Maybe it won’t be so bad.
Stephan and I follow Alec inside. First, he introduces us to Otto. He is going to be recording for me. Otto is… interesting, to say the least. He has long hair, like I seriously think it's longer than mine. It's pulled into a low ponytail to the back. If I had to guess, the dude had to weigh at least 300 pounds… And he's MY HEIGHT, 5'1”. I don't think I've ever met a guy as short as me.
“Let's start by laying down the music tracks,” Otto says.
“Okay. I'm playing all my own music. Get me a ticker set at 98 BPM.”
I grab my sunburst, American made,Fender Telecaster out of the case. Alec has brought all my guitars, but for recording I like using my Fender. It has an amazing sound… As it should, considering how much I paid for it.
“Let's lay down a clean guitar track,” Otto says. “Just simple rhythm. We can add the fancy stuff later.”
I smirk at him. “Oh, this isn't my first time in the studio.”
I put on my Bose headphones, and plug my guitar into the chord Otto hands me. Bridgett and Stephan are both staring at me in amazement. Alec, however, is watching Otto. We've both done this so many times that it's second nature to us.
I hear a click, and see the red light come on. I count to five in my head, and start playing, keeping it simple and clean.
A lot of musicians play by note, or scales, but I play by ear. I don't need anything when I play — just me and my guitar. I love playing. It's the best feeling in the world, and I’ve missed it.
After we put down the track, Otto seems very satisfied. “Good. Now, let's put down a temporary voice, and then we'll record the rest of the music.” He flips a switch, and another room lights up.
Inside the room, there is yellow foam on the wall. There is a single microphone in the room, and headphones are strung from the ceiling. It's not the most professional looking studio I've seen, but it's efficient. Once I'm inside and am situated, I signal at Otto, and he starts the track.
Time literally flies. Once I laid down my temporary voice, we finished the music. I got to play the drums, all the guitars, and the bass. Alec laid down a few piano tracks for me, but there were NO SPECIAL EFFECTS. Just me. I have to admit, just me sounds pretty damn good.
After we laid down the music, I recorded the lead vocals, then the back up and harmony vocals. Between the Red Bull, and being so pumped about being in the studio, I didn't even realize it was late. Bridgett is asleep on the couch, and Stephan is starting to nod off in the chair beside her. When I finish, it is nearly two in the morning.
“Can I listen?” I ask Otto, excitingly.
“Tomorrow,” he promises. “I'm going to mix it. I don't want you to hear it until it's perfect.”
“That's okay,” Alec says before I can protest. “Our rock star has to get to bed. She has school tomorrow.”
I roll my eyes. “Don't remind me.”


 
 
Saturday, October 25
10:34 AM
Lazy days are the best.
 
The week passes in a blur, and I feel like a walking zombie at school for the most part… But when I'm recording, I feel alive. I forgot just how much I missed playing music, and the fact that it’s actually my music makes it that much better.
I've laid down three tracks so far, and they sound amazing. I have to admit that Otto really knows his shit. And, I've learned, he has quite a sense of humor. Working with him is fun, and I will definitely record with him again.
Alec and Bridgett flew out late Friday night to go to LA. Alec has a meeting with his record label or something. I'm not sure why Bridgett went, but I sure was glad to have a day off… and to have the house to myself.
The camera crew was off for the weekend, which I couldn't be more thrilled about. A whole two days of not having to fix my hair, or make up! When I wake up, I throw my hair up in a messy bun and put on a pair of green sweatpants and a pink tank top.
Lazy days are the best. And I got to sleep in until almost eleven. SCORE.
I am lying on my couch, flipping through the channels, when I hear a voice.
“Nice hair.”
I look up to see Stephan smiling at me. He's been here so much that he doesn't knock anymore. I want him to always feel welcome.
“I think I'm going to watch Vampire Diaries. They have it on Netflix. You know there is a vampire on the show named Stephan. I wonder if he's as hot as you.”
“I doubt it,” he says, sitting down beside me.
“Me too,” I agree.
“So… we have the whole house to ourselves?”
“Yep.”
“So we don't have to worry about being quiet.”
I roll my eyes, and pretend to be annoyed. I don’t want him to know his dirty talk turns me on. “Do you think about anything other than sex?”
“Who says I was talking about sex?” He challenges me.
“Were you?”
“Yes, definitely,” he confirms. “But that's not the point. You didn't know that I was talking about sex… Which means that you were thinking about it too.”
I throw my pillow at him. “Vampire Diaries
or Gossip Girl. Take your pick.”
He groans. “If I'm forced to watch, I guess I'll go with Vampire Diaries.”
I push play. “Good choice.”
I cuddle up next to Stephan.
I quickly decide that my Stephan is way hotter than the one on The Vampire Diaries. I also decide that I'm TEAM DAMON. Vampire Stephan is way too boring. Besides that, Ian Somerhalder is pretty hot for an old dude. I would totally tap that. (You know… if I wasn’t dating Stephan).
 
3:57 PM
You wish.
 
After watching a few episodes of The Vampire Diaries, Ethan comes over to hang out, so we decide to go surfing. While I still haven't mastered the art quite yet, I have managed to stand up on my board about five times, which is huge progress.
“So what did you and Mona talk about on Monday?” Ethan asks me as we are waiting on a wave. “She's been so quiet ever since you two ditched school.”
My eyes glance over at Stephan, whois now looking at me curiously. Why did I lie? Ugh…
“Um…” I look back at Ethan. “Just girl stuff. I'm sure if she wanted you to know what was said, she would tell you.”
“Why didn't you tell me, Scar? Is that why you were acting so weird on Monday?” Stephan asks.
“Yeah. I'm sorry. It's just Mona asked to talk to me. It was personal, and I promised that I wouldn't tell anybody. It's her business to tell.” It’s also Stephan's business. He has a right to know the truth. And I feel so guilty about keeping this from him. But I don't tell them that.
“Okay,” Ethan accepts my answer, and paddles toward an oncoming wave. Stephan however is sitting there, looking at me like he's trying to figure me out.
“I'm sorry I can't tell you more.”
“I know there is something that you're not telling me, but I trust you. I know you'll do the right thing. If you ever need to talk, I'm here.”
And then Stephan has to go and say something like that. I want so badly to tell him, but I can't. It wouldn't be right. It's Mona's place to tell him.
Damn it, why did Mona have to tell me?
“This one is small, you should catch it,” Stephan urges me.
So we both paddle out together. I manage to stand up and am excited when I don't fall right away. But the shore is coming fast, and I've never actually ridden all the way in so I don't know what to do. As soon as my board hits the sand, I go flying forward. I land face first in the sand with my mouth open.
I hear Stephan and Ethan running up to me.
“Are you okay?” Ethan asks.
I pull my face out of the sand, and start spitting the sand out of my mouth. When I do, Ethan and Stephan both laugh at me. I glare at them.
“Not…” I stop to spit. “Funny.”
They keep laughing. “Yes it is,” they both agree.
“I'm going to wash my mouth out and take a shower,” I say, storming past them.
“Oh, come on, Scarlett!” Stephan runs up beside me. “It was funny.”
I spit again. “Maybe it will be funnier once I get all of this sand off me.”
“Do you want help? I would be glad to assist you in the shower,” he offers.
I can't stay mad at Stephan long. “You wish.”
 
When I come out of the bathroom, Stephan is waiting for me in my bedroom. I'm only wearing my bra and a thong. I scream and try to cover myself up with my hands.
Stephan is topless from surfing, and he has on his blue swimming shorts. He looks good, and for a second, I'm almost distracted by the fact that I'm basically naked.
“What are you doing?”
“Oh, come on,” he smirks. “I just saw you in your bikini. Your bra and panties cover up more than it did.”
“My bikini wasn't a thong. Close your eyes,” I demand.
He does as I ask. I walk with my butt facing the wall on the way to my closet, and then I run inside. I put a short, white skirt, and a red lace tank top, and walk back into my bedroom.
“Did Ethan go home?” I ask Stephan.
“Yeah, I think he's going to Mona's house or something,” he answers. “Mind if I take a shower?”
I swallow hard. “Um, sure,” I say, trying not to sound affected.
Right before he walks into the bathroom, he turns around. “It's only fair…” I'm about to ask him what he means, when he turns his back to me and pulls down his shorts. I only see his butt for a second before he walks into my bathroom.
I can't help but smile.
He has a nice ass.
 
6:51 PM
Wedding night
 
“Let's go on a date,” Stephan says when he walks out of the bathroom.
“Right now?” I ask.
“Yeah.”
“Okay. Where are we going to go?”
He thinks for a couple of seconds before responding. “Do you know how to play pool?”
I laugh. “I’m a rock star. Of course I know how to play pool. I am unbeatable.”
“I highly doubt that, but let’s go.”
Ten minutes later, we pull up to “Marvin’s Tavern”. It’s a hole in the wall, which I like. Stephan pays for the table, and I rack up the balls.
“So is this just your excuse to watch me bend over?” I ask. I already know the answer.
He licks his lips suggestively and responds with a shrug. “Maybe.”
Thought so. I grab a pool stick. “Do you want to break, or should I?”
He smirks. “Go ahead, Miss Expert Pool Player. Break away.”
I shoot the ball, knocking in two solid balls in the process. I look over at Stephan and I can’t help it, I gloat. “What was that you were saying about doubting me earlier?”
He rolls his eyes. “Are you going to gloat now?”
I nod. “Yes, yes I am. In fact, if we weren’t in a very public place right now, I would dance.”
“You’re annoying.”
I laugh. “You’re the one who asked me out.”
“A decision that I am already regretting,” he jokes.
We both laugh, and I can’t help but think that this feels like old times — Stephan teasing me. It’s how life is supposed to be. For the first time since Bridgett got sick, I feel normal again, and I realize that it’s Stephan. He is the only one who can make me feel this way.
“What are you thinking?” he asks.
I’m thinking that I’m in love with you. But I don’t say it out loud. Instead I say, “Just imagining the look on your face when I beat you.” I bend over to shoot again and smile when I see Stephan checking me out from behind. I shoot the ball, and it goes in the pocket.
“I could watch you beat me all night. Seriously. What an amazing view.”
I try to act annoyed, but the smile on my face deceives me. “Now I want to miss so it will be my turn to watch you.”
“I see that my master plan is working.”
“Master plan?” I question.
He puts his arms around my waist and leans down to whisper in my ear. “All I have to do is distract you.” He proceeds to kiss his way down my neck, and I shiver at the contact.
His plan is definitely working.
“There is a problem with this plan of yours,” I inform him.
“And what’s that?” he asks between kisses.
“I can distract you too.”
He laughs. “Well, maybe that was my master plan all along, and I just told you the other plan was to distract you.”
“I’m confused.”
He kisses my neck again. “Maybe this is all part of my plan to seduce you.”
I turn around so I’m facing him. “You have a seduction plan?”
He nods.
“Please, elaborate.”
“It’s simple, really.” He pulls me closer, and says quietly, “I just get you so turned on that you are begging me to take you.”
I kiss him gently on the lips, and then whisper in his ear. “It’s not going to happen.” I then back away from him and proceed to shoot the ball. The whole time, my heart is beating so fast I feel like it could explode at any second. I have never been so turned on in my life, but I won’t tell him that.
“You will break one day,” he says confidently.
“Maybe, but maybe not. I’m a pretty strong-willed person. I could make you wait until our wedding night.”
Stephan smiles. “Wedding night?”
Crap. Did I just say that out loud? Now would be a really great time for the floor to open up and swallow me whole. I turn away from him and try to think of something to say. I can feel the heat in my cheeks. Why, oh why, did I just say that?
“I’m sorry,” I finally speak. “I shouldn’t have said that. I didn’t mean to imply that we were going to get married.”
“Scarlett, turn around,” he demands.
I turn around to see him standing directly in front of me. He puts his hands on the sides of my face, and tilts my head up so that I am looking at him.
“You’re really beautiful when you blush.”
My embarrassment is overpowered by happiness.
He kisses my cheek. “That’s better. Let’s just forget you said that.”
As always, Stephan knows exactly what to say to make me feel better. “Thank you.”
“Scarlett Montgomery.” He nods approvingly. “I like it.”
“I thought we were forgetting I ever said anything,” I remind him.
“I was just testing it out, you know, for future reference.”
I shake my head. “Let’s just play.”
Stephan takes me home just after midnight, and he is a complete gentleman. He walks to me to my door, and gives me a goodnight kiss… The kiss isn’t forceful. It is a sweet, take my breath away kind of kiss. Then he tells me goodnight, and he goes home.
I swear, every day I fall a little more in love with him.


 
 
Monday, October 27
5:43 AM
So not fair.
 
On Monday morning, it is business as usual. Part of me is excited to get back to school and into the studio, but the other part of me isn’t ready for the weekend to be over. I need more lazy days with Stephan.
On Sunday, Stephan came over and made me pancakes. He attempted to teach me how to cook them, but after nearly catching the kitchen on fire, he declared me a lost cause and took over. I was relieved. My culinary skills tend to stop at anything that can’t be put into the microwave.
After breakfast, Stephan found out that I had “never watched Harry Potter”. At that time, he went to his house, got all eight movies, and brought them over. We got through the fifth one before falling asleep on the couch. He promised that next weekend we would finish. I have to admit, the movies aren’t that bad.
Bridgett and Alec got back after midnight, yet the late night doesn’t seem to affect Alec at all. He is in my room before six AM. He pokes me, and says, “Are you awake?”
I roll over and look at him… Well, more like glare at him. “I am now.”
“Good,” he grins, satisfied that he woke me. “So you need to get up. Barry Stevens is coming to the studio Wednesday, and we have work to do before he gets there.”
This causes me to sit up. “Barry Stevens, as in the CEO of my record company?”
Alec nods. “The one and only. He was impressed with the three songs we recorded this week, but he wants to hear a ballad. If he likes it, I think that you are going to get the go ahead for this CD.”
“We have until Wednesday,” I groan. “Just let me sleep like two more hours, and then I’ll record the best damn ballad ever.”
“Do you have any good ballads?” Alec asks. He already knows the answer to the question.
“You know I suck at ballads.”
“Exactly. Now get your ass out of bed. You have ten minutes to get ready and be downstairs!” Alec smacks my butt and leaves the room. On his way out, he flips the light switch on, and my eyes shut in protest.
Ugh, why must he be such a morning person? Nobody should be that cheerful before noon.
I brush my hair and teeth in record time. Then I throw on a pair of jeans and a hoodie and am downstairs with exactly one minute to spare. When I get there, Alec is literally staring at his watch.
“I didn’t think you’d make it,” he says.
Just then, Bridgett comes around the corner, carrying a cup of coffee. She hands it to me. “You can drink it on the way.”
“How are the two of you awake right now?” I grumble.
They both just shrug their shoulders in response.
Alec drives us to the studio, and I send Stephan a text. Thankfully, Bridgett picked me up a new iPhone while in LA.
 
Scarlett: Hey gorgeous. I’m being recruited for a long day of torture. If you feel like stopping by the studio after school, I will see you then. – S
 
My phone vibrates.
 
Stephan: Ugh, it’s too early for torture. Glad it’s you and not me. I’m going back to sleep now. Be jealous. See you after school. – S
 
I am jealous. So not fair!
It’s cold in the studio, as usual. Otto has the air conditioner turned on 65, and it is miserable.
Alec stands at the keyboard, and plays a tune for me. I never learned to play the piano because I was never interested. Like Alec said, ballads aren’t exactly my strong suit.
“I’ve got nothing,” I tell him. “But what if I try to play something on the acoustic?”
“Okay.”
I pick up my Taylor acoustic guitar and start strumming.
 
I don’t want to play make-believe
I’m tired of the games
Who you see, this isn’t me
But I’m scared
Too frightened to show the real me
 
I’m jaded
Too tired to fight
I’m faded
Am I even alive?
I’m hated
Just pretend that I’m liked
 
Once I start playing, the lyrics pour out of me. What I’m writing is exactly what I’m feeling. And when I start recording, I can hear the magic in the song. I have no doubts that I am good enough to do this.
The song starts out with a simple acoustic guitar, but it picks up on the second verse. I add drums, and bass. At the bridge I add electric guitar, and then for the last chorus, it’s just acoustic guitar, and my voice.
 
3:54 PM
Jealous
 
We are just finishing recording my song when Stephan gets there. He is surprised that we are actually done for the day, and even more surprised that I have the day off tomorrow.
“When can I hear it?” I ask Otto. I’m eager to hear how the finished product sounds.
“Not until Wednesday,” Alec answers for him. “You get to hear it when Barry hears it.”
“No way!” I argue. “This is my career, and my future. I want to hear it before he does!”
“Bridgett can hear it with me later tonight, and we will decide what is the best move. Seriously, Scarlett, you need to trust us more.”
I glare at him. “You better not screw up my career, Alec Torch. I am putting lot of trust in you.”
“I know, Scar. I love you like a sister, and I would do anything for you. I promise I will not screw up your career. This song is amazing, and I know that Barry is going to love it. You need to have more faith in yourself. You’re really good.”
I throw my arms around Alec, and squeeze him tight. “This is why you’re my best friend. I need you. Seriously, I don’t think I could do any of this without you and Bridge.”
Alec nods his head in agreement. “It’s true.”
I walk over to Bridgett and give her a hug too. “You’re not stressing out too much over this, are you? I’d hate for you to have another heart attack.”
She quickly puts me at ease. “I’ve gone to all of my follow-up appointments. My heart is healthy, and any damage I received is already healing. The doctor says I’m fine. But to answer your question, no, I am not stressed out. I actually like being your manager, and Alec makes this fun. I feel like I’ve found my niche.”
“Good. Now, I’m going to go home to hang out with my boyfriend.”
Stephan is talking with Otto, so I go put my arm around his waist. “Are you about ready to get out of here?” I ask.
“Yep.”
“More Harry Potter?” I ask, as we walk towards his car.
“Actually, the guys are going to be racing tonight at the track, if you want to go.”
Racing. “Will Zoe be there?” I ask, because if she’s going to be there I have to mentally prepare myself after what Stephan told me about sleeping with her.
“Are you jealous?”
“Yes. I am not ashamed to admit that I am jealous. You slept with her. How could I not be jealous?”
Stephan grins. “You shouldn’t be jealous. I was never hers. But I am yours, totally and completely.”
His words make me feel better. He’s right. He is mine. Not hers. “Sorry that I’m acting like a jealous girlfriend. I’m usually never insecure about myself when it comes to guys. You’re just my first real boyfriend, and I’ve never been in…” love. “Umm… I’ve never felt like this before. I’m not sure how I’m supposed to act.”
“It’s okay to have insecurities. It means you’re human. I think it’s good to talk about them, instead of letting them get bottled up inside.”
“You’re right.”
Stephan is wise beyond his years. Though, I suspect it’s because life has been pretty hard on him so far.
“But you never answered my question. Is Zoe going to be there?”
“Probably. It’s her family’s track that we race at,” he answers.
I crinkle my nose in disgust. “Okay, but please don’t expect me to be nice to her.”
“She’s not nice to anybody, so she deserves a taste of her own medicine. It’s not like I expect you to be BFF’s with the girl.”
“Good. Because that’s definitely not happening.”
When we get to the track, I am greeted by a now brunette Ginny, followed by Britney.
“Your hair is a different color almost every time I see you,” I tell Ginny. Stephan walks off to talk to a couple of the guys.
“This is my natural color,” she informs me, with a shrug. “I like to switch it up. I get bored easily.”
“She’s that way with her men, too,” Britney adds. “I like her best as a brunette personally.”
“I do too,” she agrees. “But guys like redheads and blondes the best.”
“I think every guy has a different preference.” My life is officially pathetic. I am talking about hair color with Britney and Ginny.
I look over at Stephan and see Zoe walk up to the group. She is putting her hands on his arms, and laughing. I glare at her.
“Girls, if you’ll excuse me.” I walk over to where Stephan is, and gently step between Zoe and him. I then give him a big kiss on the lips. I hear Zoe snort, and I give myself a mental high five.
Score one for Scarlett, zero for Zoe.
“I figured you’d be gone now. Though, I suppose your career is over. You have nothing better to do than be in Hope, Florida.” Even her voice is annoying.
I turn to her and paste a fake smile on. “Actually, I am here recording my next album. Alec Torch is producing it. Maybe you’ve heard of him? Also, MTV is doing a documentary of my life.”
“MTV must be desperate.” She laughs hard at her own joke.
“Laugh all you want. When you’re thirty, living in a trailer, raising your six children, I’ll be vacationing at my home in France, or my mansion in LA, or right here… Where I can run into your fat ass on the street. You’ll be working at McDonalds, and I will be a retired millionaire.”
Her smile fades, and she has no come back. Probably because she knows I’m right. Maybe not the exact scenario I spilled out, but definitely something similar.
Stephan is talking to the guys still, but he’s smiling at me, so I know he heard the conversation between Zoe and me. He grabs my hand and holds onto it. This causes Zoe to storm off dramatically.
“Damn, girl, you are harsh,” one of Stephan’s friends tells me. “Remind me not to mess with you.”
“She’s a bitch. She totally deserves it,” I say with a shrug.
“Oh, believe me, I know,” he agrees. “I’m Dwayne, by the way. It’s very nice to meet you.”
Dwayne is really tall. He’s at least four inches taller than Stephan, who is 6’1”. I could totally see him being an NBA star. He’s very nice looking and muscular, not at all like a boy in high school should look, though the more I look at him, the less I think he’s actually in high school.
“Hi, Dwayne. I’m Scar—”
He cuts me off. “I know who you are. Everybody does. That must suck, you know, never having privacy, and always getting recognized everywhere you go. I don’t think I could do it.”
“It’s a small price to pay. I’ve been in the spotlight since I was fifteen, so I’ve kind of gotten used to it. In LA it’s not so bad. People there are used to seeing celebrities around.”
“So why put yourself through the torture of being here?” he asks.
“I thought I could have a normal life for a little while. I wanted a break. I see now that it isn’t possible, but now, I’m staying to finish high school, and of course, I’m staying for Stephan.”
“She hasn’t been at school for a whole day in over a month,” Stephan informs Dwayne.
“I’ve tried. I swear. It’s just hard to film a documentary, record an album, and go to high school, all the while trying to maintain a relationship with my boyfriend, my friends, and my sisters. And I haven’t seen Stacy in forever. I need to go see her and my niece. I’m the worst aunt ever.”
“I wouldn’t worry so much about your grades,” Stephan tells me. “Ethan went to get your homework, and all of your teachers said that it was already taken care of.”
I shake my head. “See, I’m not even learning anything.”
This is not at all what I pictured in my head. The harder I strive to have a normal life, the faster the spotlight chases me… first with the documentary, and now the new album. Well, the new album is not a “definite” deal. If Barry hates it, then it’s obviously a no-go.
“Damn,” Dwayne comments, shaking his head. “I wish my teachers in high school would have been that chill with me.”
“Stephan, you ready to race?” Another boy calls to him.
“Yeah,” he turns to me. “Want to ride?”
“Definitely.”
 
11:02 PM
Frequently right.
 
My favorite thing about Stephan, besides his extremely sexy green eyes and his panty-melting smile, is his passion and dedication. Whenever Stephan loves something, he gives himself to it 100% no matter what the consequences.
He loves racing, and at first I thought it was stupid. He’s gambling, not only with money, but his life too. All it would take is one wrong move while driving, or leaving the races one second later and getting caught by a cop. But I get it now. Life is about taking chances. It’s about taking risks, no matter what the stakes. When I die I want to be able to say that I lived life to the fullest. I want to have no regrets. Because if you play it safe your whole life, are you really living?
I love how in these two months, Stephan has completely changed me and my way of thinking. I feel like I am not the same girl I was, and I do take more chances. I finally stood up to my mom and dad. I faced my fear of letting people in, and I came back to Hope. I didn’t take the easy way out, and I’m glad I didn’t.
“What are you thinking so hard about?” Stephan asks me as we drive home.
“I’m just hoping that Barry likes my music,” I tell him. “And what if he does like it? And then I release it, and everybody else hates it?”
“If they hate it, then they’re stupid, because you’re amazing. Don’t ever doubt yourself, Scar.” Stephan’s smile is reassuring. “And if you do fail, then I guess you finally get your shot at a normal life. It’s really not so bad either way, right?”
I nod. “You are right.”
“I frequently am.”


 
 
Tuesday, October 28
6:56 AM
My life is officially pathetic.
 
On Tuesday morning when I wake up I feel excited. Today is my “normal day”. (Aside from the fact that there are cameras following me around everywhere I go). There aren’t going to be any trips to the studio for the next 24 hours, and I can actually go to school the whole day.
Wow. I’m excited about going to school. My life is officially pathetic.
The weather in Florida has finally started getting cooler, but it’s still warm, especially considering it’ll be November soon. But it is officially hoodie weather, which happens to be my favorite time of the year.
When I walk downstairs Alec, Bridgett, Stephan, and Ethan are all sitting at my kitchen table. I grab a cup of coffee and join them. All four of them look up at me as I sit down, so I know something is up. Peter has a camera right on my face as well.
“What’s wrong?” I ask.
Alec clears his throat. “It’s your parents…”
“What about them?”
“They’re getting divorced,” Alec answers.
I think for a few seconds before responding. I knew this day was coming for a while, but it still hurts to hear it. The little kid in me was hoping they would somehow work it out, and somehow we would all be a family again.
“Oh,” I finally say. I really don’t know what I’m supposed to say, think, or feel. But I know what I am feeling — hurt, angry, and partly relieved. I also feel guilty for feeling relieved. I shouldn’t feel that way about my parents getting divorced. Now, more than anything, I want to talk to Stacy. So I excuse myself, go to the bathroom, and I call her.
“Hey, Scar,” she answers.
“Hey. I was wondering if you’re busy today after school. I’d really like to come see you and Anna if it’s alright with you.”
“Yeah, that would be great.” We are both silent for a second, but then Stacy continues. “I saw on the news… about mom and dad…”
I feel a tear slip down my face. “I knew it was coming, but it still hurts.”
“I know. Me too,” she agrees. “Bridgett told me about your documentary and your new album. That’s so exciting.”
“Oh yeah, about that… Do you mind if I bring cameras? It’s really hard to shake these guys, and they are going to want you and Anna involved in this, since you are my sister and she’s my niece.” I hate asking.
She sighs. “I knew you were going to ask me that. And I know that being in your life means doing stuff like this. Can you just let me think about it today, and after school I will call you? I want to see you more than anything, but I have to think about Anna.”
“I understand. I should probably go now. I hope I get to see you tonight.”
“Me too. I love you,” she tells me.
I can’t help but smile. “I love you too.”
I hit the end button and take a deep breath. The heavy feeling on my chest already feels lighter. Talking to Stacy was exactly what I needed. Now I just hope I get to see her tonight.
I walk out of the bathroom and back to the table. Everybody is still staring at me. Maybe they’re waiting for me to break. Or cry. But I don’t. Instead, I turn to Ethan and Stephan.
“We should probably get to school if we don’t want to be late.”
 
11:06 AM
Just a little.
 
Since talking to Stacy earlier, I’ve been in a surprisingly good mood. She was exactly the person I needed to talk to about our parents’ divorce. Now I just hope that she lets me come over later to see her and Anna.
The cameras are bugging me less now, though maybe I am just getting used to them. Earlier this morning, my director, Peter, got in trouble for talking too loud in my history class. He’s usually the one yelling at me, so it was kind of awesome watching the teacher scold him.
Missing school has really put me behind. I don’t understand a lot of what’s going on in class. I’m going to need Ethan to catch me up, especially math. The only problem with that is I don’t have any extra time to study. It feels like I have to choose between my career and an education, and I hate that. I want both.
In class, I go up to all my teachers just to make sure I don’t have any homework — they confirm that I don’t. I should be relieved, because I don’t know how I would find time to do the work anyway, but I’m not. I came back to school to learn, and I am not learning anything. I came to Hope for a normal life, but that obviously isn’t going to happen.
But I can’t complain. This is everything I wanted (aside from the documentary). I wanted to have Stacy back in my life;I wanted family and friends… I wanted people to treat me like a person, rather than a rock star. I wanted my dad to stop controlling my life. I wanted to play my music, my way. And that is exactly what is happening… It just isn’t happening in the way that I expected it to.
As I sit in study hall, Stephan is playing with my hair. It’s kind of distracting. I’ve read the same page at least three times, and I still have no idea what it says. I really don’t mind though. Stephan is a good distraction.
Stephan is the one who makes me feel normal. Bridgett and Alec are both all about my career right now, and while I know they mean well sometimes I just need to clear my head. I love that Stephan is constant, and no matter what I need, he’s there. I hope that I can one day return the favor.
I turn around in my desk and face him. “You’re kind of awesome,” I whisper.
He grins mischievously. “Just kind of?”
I hold my index finger and thumb an inch apart. “Just a little.”
“Well, I think you’re a lot awesome.”
I can’t help but smile.
“You have a great smile,” he comments.
“I’m glad you think so, because you always make me smile,” I tell him.
“Hey, Scar, I was wondering, why did you move to Hope?” he asks hesitantly. “You’ve never really told me before.”
It should be easy to answer this question. I’ve told Stephanmore about myself than I’ve ever told anybody else, and I know he would never judge me… He wouldn’t think my reason was stupid. I take a deep breath and tell him.
“I came here because of the name — Hope. I felt like I had none when I first moved here,” I answer truthfully. “Now I know, Hope was waiting on me all along.”
“I’m really glad you came here. I couldn’t imagine my life without you.”
“I couldn’t imagine my life without you either, Stephan.”
“Good,” he says, smiling at me with a crooked grin. “I worry sometimes. I know it’s stupid, but you left once. What if you do again?”
I feel guilty at his words. I wish I could go back in time, and not run away. “I’m sorry that I made you doubt me. I’ve been through a lot of shit in my life, but I’ve always been through it alone. I am not used to depending on other people. This is all new to me. I’m sorry that I ran, but I promise I will never do it again.”
“I know that you’ve been through a lot, and I hate that I wasn’t there for you before. I wish I could have been.” He leans forward in his desk. “I promise you, Scarlett, I will spend the rest of my life proving to you that I will always be here for you.”
I am totally and completely in love Stephan Montgomery. I didn’t think it was possible to love somebody as much as I love him. His words bring me peace.
“Always is a long time,” I say once I regain my composure.
“Not long enough.”
At this moment, I wish we were NOT in class. I want nothing more than to jump on Stephan and attack him with kisses. “You’re perfect.”
“I’m not perfect.”
Did I really just say that out loud? “You are to me.”
“Well, you’re pretty damn close yourself.”
“Close?” I try acting offended, even though I’m really trying not to giggle like a twelve year old.
“Nobody is perfect, Scar, but you’re the closest I’ve ever found.”
“What do you like about me?” Yeah, so maybe I just fished for a compliment, but I’m a girl! I can’t help it.
He shakes his head at me and smiles. “I am positive you know exactly what I like the most about you, but I will tell you anyway. I would tell you every single day if you wanted me to.”
Everyday would be nice.
“Let’s start with the outside. You’re fucking sexy. Your long blonde hair, your big blue eyes, your smile, even your teeth are perfect. How is so much beauty allowed in one girl? And your body…” He checks me out and isn’t bashful about it. “I love your height. You’re so small, but you fit perfectly in my arms. Your ass is nice too. Seriously, how can somebody so skinny have such a curvy body? Your boobs are absolutely perfect, and I can’t wait to get you naked so I can see them up close and personal.”
I bite my lip to keep from smiling. My face feels warms, and I’m pretty sure the temperature just went up at least twenty degrees in here.
“You are equally as beautiful on the inside… You have so much love to give. You looked for Stacy for ten years, never giving up hope. That’s amazing.  And when you found Bridgett, you just took her right in and loved her like you knew her your whole life. Even the way you are with Ethan, what you did for him with Mona was amazing. I feel fortunate to even be a part of your life.” He shakes his head slightly. “You said you didn’t have Hope before coming here, but you’re wrong. You wouldn’t have come here if you didn’t. You saw where your life was heading, and you didn’t like it, so you did something to change it. That means that you don’t just think with your heart, but you also think with your head. You’re smart.”
I have to laugh at that. “I would be failing school if the teachers didn’t let me slide by, Stephan. I’m not smart.”
“Just because you don’t do well in school doesn’t mean you’re stupid. And if you were actually here half of the time, you would do well,” he counters. “Nobody can do well just showing up to school once a week.”
“I was wondering something…” I say hesitantly.
“What’s that?”
“I know that you said you wouldn’t say it until you’re married, but… Do you ever see yourself falling in love with me?” I literally hold my breath as I wait for his response.
Stephan looks surprised at my question, and he thinks for a few seconds before he replies. “Do you really want me to answer that question in study hall?”
I bite my lip. “Maybe.” Okay, definitely, but I don’t want to sound too eager.
He laughs silently and shakes his head at me. “I will tell you this. You, and only you, have my whole heart. Forever. Take it however you want it, but I am not going anywhere.”
I like the sound of forever coming out of Stephan’s lips. Maybe forever seems unrealistic for a nineteen year old girl, but I have no doubt that he is my forever.
“Every day I spend with you makes me wish for a million more,” he continues. “I know that you are the girl I want to spend the rest of my life with. And I hope that doesn’t scare you away, but it’s how I feel.”
I suddenly feel like crying. “It doesn’t scare me away.”
Stephan looks relieved by my words. “Good, because I seriously couldn’t imagine my life without you in it. You complete me.”
As if my heart wasn’t beating fast enough already, it kicked into overdrive at his words. How can one guy be so perfect?
 
12:03 PM
Pass the salt.
 
I don’t understand high school. Why is it socially acceptable to put so many teenagers in one place? Wouldn’t it be safer to keep us all separated? And as if school isn’t bad enough, there is lunch, where they put five hundred of us in one room, and expect us not to kill each other. I think they’re asking too much.
Stephan and I take a seat at our usual table, and Peter shakes his head at us.
“You two are boring. Why don’t you sit with other people? Maybe try to converse?” he suggests. “At least pretend like you like it here.”
“Who would I talk to?” I ask him. “Everybody here either hates me, or they’re obsessed with me.”
“Sit with the people who hate you,” he quickly says. “That is an absolute genius idea, Scarlett.”
“It wasn’t my idea.”
“Of course it was. Now, go, mingle. And take Stephan too.”
I roll my eyes. “Come on, Stephan. Peter won’t leave us alone unless we do what he says. Let’s just get this over with.”
Stephan grumbles, but he agrees. We walk over to the “popular table”.
“Hey, guys,” I greet them. “Mind if we sit with you?”
Mona snarls her nose. “You can, but not him.”
I force a smile. “I’m not sitting here without him, and if you let him sit here, you’ll be on TV.”
I can literally see stars in Mona’s eyes. “Fine. But he’s not allowed to speak to me.”
Stephan looks at me, and I can tell it’s taking every ounce of his strength not to smack Mona across the face. The feeling is mutual.
Mona scoots down so I can sit beside her, and on the other side of her, Ethan is sitting. Stephan squeezes in beside me. By the way he’s flexing his jaw, I can tell he’s way pissed about us sitting here. I feel bad. I should have stood up to Peter. I guess after doing what I’m told for so long, I still haven’t learned how to stand up for myself.
“So, Scarlett,” Mona starts out. “Are you excited about your reality show? I mean why wouldn’t you be? It’s awesome! Your life is like a dream.”
More like a nightmare. “It’s a documentary,” I correct her. “And it sucks having cameras follow me around 24/7. I like my privacy.”
“It seems like a small price to pay. I mean, you’re Scarlett Ryan.” Mona flips her dark brown waves behind her back. “So you’re best friends with Alec Torch, right? Rumor has it he’s been staying at your house. What is he like?”
“He’s annoying, especially in the mornings, and he spends more time in the bathroom than I do,” I answer truthfully.
She giggles. “So are you two sleeping together? I bet he’s pretty wild in bed.”
Her question makes me angry, and I fight to keep my voice at a reasonable level. “One, STEPHAN is my BOYFRIEND. He’s the only one I am interested in sleeping with. Two, your question is really inappropriate. And three, Alec is my best friend. I’m not sexually attracted to him now, nor will I ever be.”
Mona starts to say something, but Ethan cuts her off. “So, Scar, how is the new CD coming along?”
“It’s good,” I say, grateful at the subject change. “I find out soon if the record company is going to approve my new songs.”
“Why wouldn’t they approve it?” Of course Mona had to jump back into the conversation. God forbid if she isn’t the center of the universe for two seconds.
It’s really none of her business, so I just give her a half-truth answer. “It’s just a standard protocol. Their name goes on my CD, so they like to know what’s going out.”
“Seems like they wouldn’t care so much, considering how many awards you’ve won and CD’s you’ve sold. Every time I’ve tried to see you in concert, you’re always sold out. I just figured you could record anything you wanted. They’re lucky to have you.”
Wow. For once, what Mona says actually makes sense. Why would they deny me? They have no reason to. But if they do, then I have options. Like Bridgett said, find a new record company… Or at least pretend that I am trying to.
Then, an idea hits me.
It doesn’t matter what the record company thinks. It’s what my FANS think.
I feel much better about my upcoming visit with Barry Stevens. I know that even if it doesn’t go well, it doesn’t matter. Who cares what he thinks?
Okay, I still care. Obviously I want him to like my music, but if he doesn’t, it isn’t the end of my career. And now I’m glad we came over here…  I just wish Mona wasn’t so cold toward Stephan. I wonder how she can be that way toward him, knowing that he’s her brother.
Maybe I could get them talking though. It’s really worth a try.
“Hey, Mona, did you know that Stephan is into racing?” I ask her.
She rolls her eyes. “Everybody knows that. It’s so stupid and dangerous.”
I ignore her comment. “He’s also a really good surfer. He taught me how to surf, but I’m still not very good at it yet. I still have a long way to go. But I can totally stand up on my board.”
Neither Stephan nor Mona replies, so I take that as my cue to continue talking.
“I really think you two could be friends if you put your differences behind you.”
“Scarlett, that’s enough,” Stephan says angrily, before getting up from the table. He turns to me one last time. “Don’t follow me.”
He leaves the table, and Mona is smiling, obviously satisfied that he’s leaving.
“Much better.” She smirks. “And I wasn’t even the one who made him leave. Even better. Great work, Scarlett.”
“You are ridiculous,” I tell her and then drop my voice to a whisper. “He’s your brother. You really shouldn’t treat him like that.”
“Shut up about that,” she whispers back. Her eyes glance around the table to make sure nobody heard me.
“People are going to find out eventually,” I say at a normal level and get up from the table. Peter and the rest of the camera crew follow me. It feels like the first day of school all over again, and I just want to be alone.
I walk out to the front of the school and lean against the side of the brick building. I put my head in my hands.
“You’re not thinking of leaving, are you?” I hear a voice. I look up to see Ethan leaning up against the building beside me.
I shake my head. “No way. I’ve missed enough school already. And I am missing tomorrow. I need to be here so I can learn.”
“You’ll pass either way,” Ethan says with a shrug. “Even the school will take bribery in the form of a new gym.”
I laugh. “That wasn’t me. It was MTV. I can’t imagine that they will get any interesting footage here, though.”
“I don’t know. That conversation in the lunchroom was pretty entertaining.”
“Glad you thought so.”
“Hey, Scarlett, I have a question…” he hesitates.
“What is it?” I urge him to ask.
“Are Stephan and Mona… brother and sister?”
I remember the cameras in front of us, and my eyes get huge. How can I answer him with them standing right there?
“Be honest. I know that you know something…”
I sigh. “Mona made me promise not to tell. I want to tell Stephan, but it’s not my place to. I feel stuck. What would you do in my situation?”
“I don’t know, Scar, but I think you should tell Stephan.”
“Why me? You know now too. Why can’t you tell him?”
“Because Mona told you, not me,” he answers. “Besides, I really don’t think Mona would have told you unless she wanted Stephan to know. I think she wants you to tell him.”
“How do I even tell him? It’s not something I can just casually bring up at dinner. ‘Oh pass the salt, by the way, Mona is your sister.’ It’s a sensitive subject.”
“I don’t know.” Ethan pushed himself off the wall with his foot. “But I’m sure you’ll come up with something.”
 
3:07 PM
The death of me.
 
When I get out of school, I check my phone to see I have a text from Stacy. My heart jumps in anticipation.
 
Stacy: I think it would be good for you to come over and see Anna. I haven’t told her yet, so she will be surprised. Expect lots of screaming. The cameras are ok.
 
She sent another text with her address.
“Want to go with me to see Stacy?” I ask Stephan, as we leave the school.
“I think I should just go home today,” he answers. I think he’s still mad about the lunchroom. “Since it’s your first time meeting your niece, I think it’s something you should do alone. I’ll go next time.”
“Okay.” I nod. “By the way, I’m sorry about earlier in the cafeteria. I want to explain why I acted like that, but I can’t right now. But we need to talk soon, okay?”
“You don’t need to explain,” he quickly says. “I forgive you. It’s not a big deal. I know that you’re just trying to make good television.”
“That’s not what I’m trying to do.” I feel kind of angry. Does Stephan really think that little of me?
“Maybe next time, you could try not to do it at my expense,” he says angrily, as we pull up at his house.
His words sting, and I feel like crying. I’m not sure how to respond, so I don’t.
“Look, just give me a little time. I just need to clear my head. I’ll see you later.” Stephan gets out of my car before I can say anything, and I sit there for a few seconds before moving.
What the hell just happened?
I’ve never seen Stephan overreact, especially with me. Did he really think that I would use him for entertainment?
I decide not to ponder it too long. Right now, I am going to go see Stacy and Anna. Stephan would have to wait. I am not going to let anybody ruin my good mood.
I guess Stephan isn’t as perfect as I thought.
Just as I put my car in reverse, the passenger door opens. Stephan leans his head inside.
“I’m sorry. I don’t think you used me, and I shouldn’t have said that,” he apologizes, and then shuts the door. And just like that, I am no longer mad at Stephan. I could never stay mad at him.
As I am backing out of Stephan’s driveway, my phone rings. It’s Alec.
“Hey,” I answer.
“Hey, Scar. I heard you’re going to see your sister Stacy this afternoon,” he says.
“Yeah.”
“You never told me about her before,” his voice sounds a little sad. “I’m surprised you didn’t trust me enough.”
“I’m sorry. It’s not that I didn’t trust you. I just didn’t like to talk about it. I was really hurt when I thought she ran away, and I didn’t really want the press running some bogus story about her. I really wanted to keep her a secret. I guess I thought if I was good enough, that Stacy would come back somehow.”
“So you have a niece?” he asks.
“Yes. Her name is Anna, and she is nine years old. I haven’t met her yet, but I get to today. I’m very excited. Stacy told me she is a big fan.” I can’t help but smile at that. She really will be excited to see me.
“That’s awesome. Maybe when you go on your Christmas tour in a few months, she can come see a show or two.”
What? Did he just say Christmas tour? “Alec, what do you mean Christmas tour?”
“It’s just a month long tour. You’ll do a few shows — LA, Vegas, Miami, and a few other big cities,” he explains. “I thought I told you. It’s to promote the new single. You’ll sing a few Christmas songs and some of the stuff from your new album.”
“New single?” I question.
“Well, as soon as your record company approves the material, and they will, we’re going to get the single ready.”
“I thought we we’re waiting for the summer to tour,” I protest.
“Oh hush, you’ll only miss like a week of school, two weeks tops. And then you can finish your senior year before you go on a long tour, I promise.”
“Alec, you are going to be the death of me.”
“You know you love me.”
I sigh. “Of course I do. But don’t push your luck.”
“I’m going to get things ready for Barry tomorrow, so I will talk to you later. Be home at a decent time. You’re crabby when you don’t get enough sleep.”
I roll my eyes, even though he can’t see. “Goodbye, Alec.”
 
4:14 PM
OH MY GOD!
 
I park my car on the curb in front of the small apartment building. As I get out of my car, Peter and the rest of the camera crew rush in front of me. I glare at Peter.
“Really?” I ask, annoyed. He just shrugs.
These guys are worse than the paparazzi.
I walk up the stairs, and knock on Stacy’s door. I hear somebody inside yell, “I got it!”
The door swings open, and a little girl who looks just like Stacy opens the door. She has the same color of brown hair as Stacy, but her eyes are gray, not like Stacy’s blue eyes. She has freckles spread across her cheeks and nose. Her mouth drops open when she sees me, and then she starts screaming.
“MOM! OH MY GOD!” she yells. “YOU WON’T BELIEVE WHO IS HERE!”
I can’t help but laugh. When Stacy was a kid, she was very excitable too. Anna is so much like her, and it’s awesome to see.
Anna turns to me. “I AM YOUR BIGGEST FAN! Seriously, I have all your songs on my iPod, and I know ALL the words to like every song you sing!”
Stacy comes up behind Anna, and puts her hands on her shoulders. “Inside voice. You don’t want the neighbors to call the cops.”
“Sorry, Mom! But THE Scarlett Ryan is here!” Anna lets out a little squeal and turns to me. “Why are you here? This is the best day of my life!”
Stacy laughs. “Maybe if you’d let Scarlett inside, she could explain why she’s here.”
“Right! Scarlett, please come in.” Anna opens the door so I can walk inside. And of course, the cameras follow. Anna seems excited. “Am I going to be on TV?”
“Yes, you are.”
“COOL!”
At least somebody thinks it’s cool.
We all sit down in the living room. It’s a decent-sized room. From the outside, I definitely expected it to be smaller. There is a worn, black sectional that we all take a seat on. A small, flat screen TV hangs on the wall, along with a ton of pictures of Anna. It hurts to see the younger pictures of her. I wish I could have seen her grow up. I feel sick to have missed out on it all.
I look at Stacy, who is looking at me.
“You should explain,” I tell Stacy.
Stacy inhales a deep breath. I can tell she’s not sure exactly how to start. “Well, Anna… Scarlett is my little sister, which makes her your aunt.”
“Shut up, no she’s not!” Anna laughs. “I think I would know if Scarlett
Ryan was my
aunt.”
“It’s true,” I tell her.
“Then why haven’t you visited me before?” She asks me, and then turns to her mom. “And why didn’t you tell me?”
“Well, Scarlett and I were separated about ten years ago, and I haven’t been able to get hold of her, and she didn’t know where I was,” Stacy answers sadly.
“Is that why you sometimes cry when you hear her on the radio?”
“Yeah.”
“But not anymore, right?”
Stacy shakes her head. “Nope. Not anymore.”
Anna then turns to me. “Wait until my friends hear about this! Scarlett Ryan is my aunt! And I’m going to be on TV. I’m going to be so popular! So, why are you on TV?”
“It’s a long story.” I laugh. “But the short version is Alec
Torch
is
evil. The camera guys showed up at my house one day, and they wouldn’t leave.”
“Do I get to meet Alec Torch, too?”
“Yes, definitely. He’s my best friend, so I’m sure you will get to meet him sometime soon.”
“I saw pictures of you two kissing on the Internet. Is he your boyfriend?” She giggles, and I can’t help but laugh too.
“No. He’s definitely
not my boyfriend. But I do have a boyfriend, and you will get to meet him soon.”
“Who is your boyfriend?”
“Stephan Montgomery. I go to school with him.”
She crinkles her nose. “You go to school?”
“Most of the time, yes,” I answer.
“Is Stephan cute?”
“Yes, very. He has dark hair, green eyes that sparkle, and a super gorgeous smile.” I try to keep my description of Stephan as PG as possible. I’m not sure what’s appropriate in front of a nine year old, but I’m pretty sure calling his smile “panty-dropping” would be very inappropriate.
“She’s kind of at the boy crazy stage,” Stacy informs me, shaking her head. “I’m hoping she outgrows it soon.”
“When I was nine, mom and dad had me so busy that I didn’t have time to even think about boys.”
“I remember.”
“I want to be a rock star too,” Anna says.
I feel excited that my niece wants to be like me. It’s the ultimate compliment. “Well, boys have to take a backseat to your career. You’d have to spend a lot of time practicing. It takes a lot of dedication.”
She shrugs. “My mom is 26, and she doesn’t have a boyfriend. I can wait a few years. Being a rock star is way cooler than having a boyfriend anyway!”
Stacy mouths “thank you” to me, and I laugh.
“Good idea, Anna.” I nod approvingly. “I think you’d make a great rock star.”
The rest of the night is awesome. Anna shows me her room, which is very yellow. She also has three different posters of me on the wall. I sign them for her. She says she doesn’t need my autograph, since I am her aunt, but that she still wants it so she could make all her friends jealous.
Stacy cooks dinner. I guess being a mom makes you a better cook, because I remember she used to be a terrible cook. But she makes spaghetti, and it is amazing. I’m guessing she made it because my favorite food as a kid was spaghetti. We once had it every day for a whole month.
After dinner, we play a few board games, and when it is Anna’s bedtime I go home. I promise Anna I will be back as soon as I can. I tell her I will try to come trick or treating with her on Halloween.
Once I get home, I go straight to bed. Tomorrow, Barry is coming to Hope, and I know that it is going to be a long day.


 
 
Wednesday, October 29
5:52 AM
Be the slutty dressed version of you.
 
I woke up at 4:30 this morning and was unable to go back to sleep. I was much too anxious for my meeting. So I got up, took a shower, and then began curling my hair with my curling iron. I took my time, curling small sections at a time. I wanted to look perfect… Really, I just wanted the day to be perfect.
After I finish my hair, I get dressed. I put on my favorite little black dress. The designer custom-made it for me for an award ceremony, but they put me in a different dress at the last minute. I hated the dress my dad made me wear.
After getting ready, I head downstairs. It isn’t even six yet, but Alec and Bridgett are both awake. They are drinking coffee. I walk to the fridge and grab a Red Bull.
“Wow. You look hot,” Alec says. “Great choice. Barry is such a perv. He’ll love it.”
The dress is really short, and Alec is right. Barry will love it.
“Now, Bridge, we need to pick you out something equally as sexy.”
Bridgett spews coffee out of her mouth and coughs. “No freaking way. I could never pull off something like that. Scarlett is the hot twin.”
Alec rolls his eyes at her. “What part of identical twins do you not get? You’re both hot. Wear something short and tight. Oh, and flirt with Barry. He’s totally gross, but we want this to go well for Scarlett.”
“If he tries to touch you, just jokingly push him away,” I tell her. “And don’t be alarmed if he propositions you. That’s just Barry. He thinks any girl will sleep with him if he offers them enough money.”
Bridgett moans. “Today is going to suck, isn’t it?”
Alec and I both say “Yes” at the same time.
“Just be yourself… Only the slutty dressed version of you,” Alec tells her.
“Be slutty.” She gulps. “Got it.”
Alec busts out laughing. “The word slut should never leave your lips. You’re so innocent. It’s just wrong.”
“I should have never told you I was a virgin,” she complains. “I’m going to find a random guy to sleep with so you will stop making fun of me.”
“No,” Alec and I both respond.
“Losing your virginity should be special. It needs to mean something.”
Whoa. Did those words seriously just come out of Alec Torch’s mouth?
“That’s not what you told me. Remember? I was sixteen. You told me just do it, and get it over with. So I did. And it sucked.” I shake my head. “Worst advice ever.”
“I was eighteen and horny. I figured you’d want to lose it to me.” Alec shrugs. “I’m glad you didn’t though. I could never be a friend to somebody I slept with.”
I roll my eyes. “And you expect me to trust you around my virgin sister?”
“Puh-lease!” Bridgett butts in. “As if I’d ever give my virginity to Alec. He probably has more STD’s than a truck stop toilet.”
I can’t help it. I bust out laughing. I’d never heard that reference before, but she was probably right. Alec has been with a lot of girls. I hope he is tested regularly.
“I am clean, thank you very much.” Alec crosses his arms over his chest.
I love listening to Alec and Bridgett. They sort of remind me of Stephan and me when we first became friends… The love-hate relationship they have going on is very entertaining.
The doorbell rings at seven AM sharp. It’s Peter and the rest of the camera crew. Stephan comes over at 7:30 to wish me luck for the day.
Yeah, I know… Stephan is the sweetest boyfriend ever.
“I wish I could be there with you,” he says sadly. “Keep me updated via text. I know it will all work out perfect, but I will be anxious until I hear you say it’s approved.”
“I really wish you could come too. But you’re right. Everything will be fine. Why wouldn’t it be?” My stomach is in knots as I say the words, and I can’t help but worry. What if everything isn’t fine? Will my own record company reject me? I mean, I suppose it’s possible.
“I better get to school,” he tells me, and then kisses me on the cheek. “Break a leg.”
Breaking a leg is a definite possibility in these five-inch heels.
“Thanks.”
Peter has the camera up in my face as I watch Stephan walk toward his car. I wish that I was going with him, but right now, I really want to break Peter’s camera. I glare at him.
“Scarlett, it’s good television. We want it all — love, hate, anticipation, stress, heartbreak… We want to show the world the real Scarlett Ryan. To do that, we need to capture every moment possible on film. Besides, I can practically feel the heat coming off you two. Maybe you could give us a sexy kissing scene, one where Stephan carries you into your bedroom, and throws you onto the bed. We would leave before anything happened.”
Now I am imagining Stephan carrying me to my bed and having his way with me. “No way would I let you record that! My sex life is personal!” And nonexistent, but he doesn’t need to know that.
Stephan and I are at an impasse in our relationship. He won’t tell me he loves me, unless he’s sure I’m his future wife. We’re definitely way too young too young to think like that. And I won’t have sex with him until he tells me he loves me.
I think about Stephan and me staying together for years, exactly as we are. I would be so frustrated sexually. One of us is eventually going to have to cave, and it won’t be me. No matter how badly I want him.
 
9:00 AM
Pervy hugs
 
Barry meets Alec, Bridgett, and me at the studio. Otto is already there, and he has everything set up. When Barry gets there, I feel surprisingly calm. I am not feeling any doubts… I’m fucking Scarlett Ryan! I can do anything.
“Hey, Barry,” I greet him. I reach out my hand to shake his, but instead he pulls me in for a tight hug. His hands are down way too low on my back. I’m silently praying that he doesn’t try to grab my ass.
Barry is almost sixty, but his gray hair is colored brown. You can tell he’s had a few facelifts. He tries way too hard to look younger than he is.
“So good to see you, Scarlett. We’ve missed you in LA. When are you coming back?” he asks, as he releases me.
I try not to look too relieved that his awkwardly long hug is over. “I like it here,” I answer. “I will probably stay here as much as I possibly can, but after I graduate high school I’ll probably switch my time up between here and LA.”
“Oh, right.” He smirks. “High school… You broke into the business at such a young age, sometimes I forget that you’re still a teenager.”
And I’m barely legal, you perv. “Only for a little longer. I turn twenty next July.”
Barry turns towards Alec. “Alec, so good to see you again.” They shake hands, and then he turns toward Bridgett. I am silently praying he keeps his hands to himself when it comes to her. “Wow… Who is this?”
“This is my twin sister, Bridgett. I found her a few months ago. Can you believe it?”
“You’ve done a great job of keeping her hidden from the press.” He shakes her hand. I’m so glad he didn’t give her one of his pervy hugs.
“Not for too much longer,” I tell him. “She is part of the MTV documentary.”
“Wow, Scarlett. You’re really doing great for yourself,” he says, obviously impressed. This was all set up by you three?”
“Well, actually Bridgett and Alec worked out all the details for the documentary.”
“Speaking of, our producer really wants to film this. Is it alright with you if we do?” Alec asks. “We really want to capture every moment we can.”
Barry nods. “Sure. Anything to help Scarlett’s career.”
I want to snort, but I refrain. Anything that helps my career helps fatten his pocketbook. Plus, this is free publicity for him. Why wouldn’t he be okay with it?
The camera crew comes in and sets up while Peter has Barry sign a waiver. Afterward, Otto plays my music for Barry. He plays a fast tempo song first, and then he plays my ballad. I am completely amazed at my ballad. It sounds amazing, but I’m also starting to feel a little intimidated. Barry’s face is completely unreadable, and more than anything, I wish I could know what he’s thinking. After the songs are over, Barry turns to me.
“Scarlett, this is a lot different than what you have out there now. I like it, but I’m not sure how your fans will react. Are you absolutely sure that this is the direction that you want to go in?”
I don’t have to think before responding. “I am completely sure, Barry. This music is a part of me. I feel like I’ve been hiding too long.”
“Okay. Well, I want to do a test run first. I want a hit single… You do your music your way, one song only at first. We will release it, and if it does well, you have free reign on this album.” He pauses, and I can tell there is a ‘but’ coming. “But, if it is a flop, then you have to record what your fans have always liked. I will have your old producer oversee the album, of course. Does that sound fair to you?”
I really, really do not want to go back to LA and work with him. But I know that people will like this if they hear it. I have to believe in myself. “That does sound fair.”
“Good. I will have my lawyer draw up a contract and send it to your lawyer. You should hear from me within the week.”
“Thank you.”
 
1:03 PM
Viral
 
After Barry leaves, Alec, Bridgett, and I go to a local café to get some lunch and talk about my options.
“Do you guys think this is a good idea? If this is a flop, it means I will be stuck with Barry for another two years, at least. I’ll be miserable.” I sigh.
“But on the other hand, what if people hear your music, they love it, and you have free reign? It’s every artist’s dream,” Alec argues. “And you are good enough. I have absolute faith in you. If you weren’t already under contract, my dad would sign you in a heartbeat.”
“If only there wassome way to be completely sure that the masses will like me…”
Bridgett jumps in. “What would Bieber do?”
Alec and I both look at her and laugh.
“I’m serious. How did Justin Bieber have such a HUGE following before he could even get played on the radio? He had an amazing following on Twitter and YouTube. It’s all about social media,” she explains excitedly. “People want a rock star they can connect with. You just need to reach out to your fans more.”
I start to question her, but Alec jumps in. “That’s a great idea. Seriously, Scarlett, we could record you singing some of these songs with an electric guitar and post it online. We could get feedback before the album is even released.”
“I can’t post videos of anything that is going on the album. You know that,” I argue.
“True, but at least they could hear your new sound and get used to it. Plus, if enough people like it, Barry would totally let you put it on your album,” he starts getting excited.
“I just have to go viral.” I nod. “Okay. I can do this. After all, I am Scarlett Ryan.”
“Right,” Alec agrees. “But first, we just need to record a hit song. It needs to be your best work yet.”
“I got this,” I say, but my voice isn’t very convincing. The truth is I’m worried that I will end up stuck in the same rut… But instead of my dad controlling me, it will be Barry controlling me.
But what if I do this and everybody loves it?
I have to try, because I don’t want to spend the rest of my life wondering what if. This is my one shot, and I won’t let my own insecurities hold me back.
Alec turns towards Bridgett. “By the way, never, ever bring up Justin Bieber again.”
Bridgett laughs. “Sorry, he was the only artist I could think of that rose to fame because of social media.”
“Rebecca Black did,” I say, not that she’s any better than Justin Bieber.
Alec laughs. “She was popular for what? A month? Shortest lived career ever.”
“Doesn’t matter. I still know all the words to Friday.” And so I begin to sing it, and Alec covers his ears. Bridgett and I both laugh.
“My ears are literally bleeding.”
“You’re so dramatic,” Bridgett tells Alec, and rolls her eyes.
“At least I feel emotions.” Alec’s voice is suddenly angry, and I’m wondering what is going on with the two of them.
“I feel emotions just fine,” she smarts back.
“Right. You just suck at showing them.”
I stop them. “Whoa, guys. What is up with the two of you? Did you have a fight?”
“Sorry,” they both say in unison, but don’t explain.
I start to say something else but stop. “You know what? I’m not even going to ask.” I probably don’t want to know, anyway.
I pull out my phone and text Stephan.
 
Scarlett: Meeting is over. We came to an agreement with the label, but there are conditions. I’ll explain later. – S
 
He responds immediately.
 
Stephan: Sounds like it went good! Can’t wait to see you. School sucks even worse without you here. Mona is on bitch patrol today.
 
Mona. Oh no. I have to tell Stephan what she told me. I probably should tell him tonight. The longer I put it off, the worse it’s going to be.
Yep. I’m definitely going to tell him.
 
4:21 PM
Bowling.
 
Stephan comes over after school, and I explain to him the details as best as I can. We obviously won’t know everything until I get the contract from Barry. Until then, I will be anxiously awaiting it.
“I am having mixed feelings about it,” I tell him. I like talking to Stephan about this, because he isn’t just going to tell me what I want to hear. He will tell me what I need to hear.
“Well, you obviously can’t make up your mind until you hear all of the details, so really there is no need to worry about it now.” He shrugs. “It is all going to come down to if the risk is worth it. I love your music and have no doubts, but my opinion doesn’t matter… Everybody else’s does though. I’m biased.”
If only everybody likes me as much as Stephan does. “Bridgett thinks I need to do a Bieber and go to the Internet for help. YouTube, Twitter… You know, for insurance.”
“That’s probably a good idea, honestly. I don’t think you need it, but it couldn’t hurt. It may take people a little while to get used to your new sound,” he says the same thing that Alec did.
I need to talk about something else. I’ve had enough music industry talk for one day. I need Stephan to be my escape.
“Let’s go bowling,” I blurt out.
“Bowling?” he questions.
“Yes. I’ve never been before, and I need to do something normal,” I explain.
“You’ve never been bowling? Yes, we are definitely going to go now.” He looks down at my heels. “You will want to bring socks. But don’t change out of this dress. I like this dress.”
“I was going to wear jeans…” I protest. “I’m going to be bending over, right?”
“Exactly.” He pouts. “Please?”
I laugh. “Fine. Look all you want, but you can’t touch.”
“You will cave eventually,” he says, pulling me into his arms. “And when you do, it is going to be the best damn night of your life.”
I shiver against him. How can just his words turn me on so much?
“I have no doubt about that,” I agree, and back away. “But I told you, we have to be in love first.”
Stephan looks a little hurt by my words. “Just go grab some socks, and we’ll get out of here.”
Our bowling date turns into an outing for everybody. Stephan invites Alec, Bridgett, and Ethan. He says the more people there are, the more fun it is.
I was feeling bad for my earlier comment. I shouldn’t keep bringing up the “love” thing. I know it bothers Stephan, and it really upset him. I’m such a terrible girlfriend. When we are getting our shoes, I decide to apologize to him.
“I’m sorry about what I said earlier,” I say. “About the love thing. I know that it bothers you.”
“What size?” the guy behind the counter asks.
“Seven.”
He hands me my shoes, and I take them. Stephan gets his, and we walk over to where everybody else is sitting. He remains silent. Maybe he’s not going to say anything? We sit down to put on our shoes.
“It’s not love that bothers me, Scar.” He shakes his head. “That isn’t the part of what you said that hurt me.”
“What was it?” I ask, feeling half an inch tall. I hurt Stephan, and I don’t even know how I hurt him.
He shakes his head. “Let’s just drop it for now.”
I hang my head. “Okay. But just so you know, I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”
He puts his finger under my chin, and pushes my face up so I’m looking at him. “It’s okay, Scarlett. I promise. Let’s have fun.”
He leans in to kiss me, and I hear Alec clear his throat. We both pull back.
“Don’t be gross, guys,” he says.
I give him my best fuck off look.
“Why did you invite Alec again?” I asked Stephan.
“I actually didn’t. Alec invited himself,” he answers. “By the way, Peter and I had an interesting conversation earlier.”
“What?” I question cautiously.
“He says he wants a sexy scene of us.” Stephan shoots me one of his sexy, panty-droppingsmiles. “I have to admit, I like his idea…”
I look over where Peter is standing. The cameras, as always, are on us. As much as I want to ignore them and have a normal night, I can’t. People in the bowling alley are staring at us, and a few are taking pictures. As I begin to think about it, I realize normal will never be an option for me, especially if I continue doing music.
Stephan starts to get up to go pick out his ball, but I stop him. “Hey, Stephan… I was wondering what you would think if I chose to quit.”
“Quit what?”
“Music,” I answer quietly.
He thinks for a moment before responding, and I’m scared of what his reaction will be.
“I think that before you quit, you need to prove to yourself that you can do this with your music. After you prove it to yourself that you can, if you still want to quit, then I would be behind you one hundred percent.”
“Okay, but what if after this I want to continue? Would you really be okay being in the spotlight with me?” I have to know.
“Scar, if I couldn’t handle it, I never would’ve talked to you that first day in study hall.”
“Right.” I cross my arms over my chest. “It’s not like you knew then that you’d fall in love with… I mean…” Crap. I said the word love again. “I’m sorry. I meant… Actually, never mind. Just forget I said that.”
I start to walk to pick out my ball, but Stephan grabs my wrists and pulls me close to him. “Don’t ever be afraid to say what you’re feeling.”
I’m feeling love.
But I’m not going to say it and be rejected.
“I won’t,” I say, but it’s a lie. I’m scared to death.
We both go grab our bowling balls, and when we come back to the lane, Alec is putting everybody’s name in the computer.
“Have room for one more?” I hear a voice behind us. I turn around to see Mona standing there, holding a lime green bowling ball.
“Yes, we do,” Ethan quickly says, stepping between her and Stephan.
I look at Ethan. “Can you and I talk? Privately…”
Ethan nods and turns to Stephan and Mona. “Don’t kill each other while we’re gone.” Then he follows me away from the others.
I stop suddenly once we’re out of earshot and turn toward him. “Mona? Really, Ethan? What the fuck were you thinking?”
I’m desperately trying to ignore the cameras.
“It wasn’t me,” he quickly denies. “I didn’t even tell her we were coming here.”
I look over at Peter, who is looking anywhere besides me. It was him. It had to be.
“But since she’s here, maybe you could convince her to tell Stephan,” he tells me. “I think it’s a great idea. It’s not really your place to tell him. It should definitely come from her.”
“How am I supposed to convince her?”
“I don’t know.” He pats me on the back. “But I’m sure you’ll think of something.”
He walks away, and I lean up against the wall for support.
How did I get myself into this situation?
“Scarlett? Can I have your autograph?” I hear somebody ask.
I’m about to tell the person to fuck off, but when I open my eyes I see a little girl about Anna’s age. She’s holding out a notebook toward me.
“Sure.” I take the notebook and pen from her. “What’s your name?”
“Hilary,” she answers.
I sign her notebook and hand it back to her. “It’s very nice to meet you, Hilary.”
“Thank you.” She grins and runs back towards her parents who are watching her from a couple lanes over.
As I walk back toward my friends, Peter comes up beside me. “I really thought for a minute there you were going to tell that little girl to get lost.”
I shrug. “Sometimes it would be nice to have a normal night out, but I’m not going to take it out on her. She’s just a child.”
“But you wanted this life.”
“I guess,” I say, biting my lip. “I was fifteen when I got signed to a label, and my career took off so fast. My parents controlled my life, and at the time, I didn’t think I had a choice in the matter. Besides, what fifteen year old doesn’t want to be a rock star?”
“Your life seems pretty great. You’re Scarlett Ryan. What more could you want?”
I have to laugh at the irony of his statement. He’s right, really, what more do I want? What more is there? I now have family, friends, and the best boyfriend ever. On top of everything, I have a shot at doing my music my way. So what else could I possibly want?
“I will let you know when I figure it out.”
I am first up on the board, and I have no clue what I am doing. I was hoping that I would be last so I could watch everybody else. I pick up the ball and walk toward the pins.
I hear Stephan laughing as he comes up behind me. “First of all, that’s the wrong lane,” he explains, and then points to the lane to the right of where I am standing.
“Oh. Right.”
“And you’re holding the ball wrong.” He explains how to hold the ball, and then he tries to explain how to roll the ball. I end up throwing it instead. It hits the hardwood floor with a crack and then slowly rolls into the gutter.
“That was really bad.”
Stephan nods his head in agreement. “Yes, that was pretty bad.”
As we are waiting for my ball to come back up, I look back to see Alec laughing at me. I glare at him.
My ball comes back up, and Stephan grabs it for me. “Let me help you.” He hands the ball to me, but holds onto my arm. His body is pressed up against my back, and all I can focus on is the fact that literally every inch of our bodies is touching. I can feel his breath on the back of my neck. I’m vaguely aware that he is saying something, but I’m not sure what. All I know is that I could listen to his voice forever. “Do you got that?”
“Mmhmm,” I sigh.
“Scarlett?”
“Yeah?”
He laughs, and it vibrates through my whole body. “Did you hear anything I said?”
I shake my head. “Not a word.”
“Just roll it this time,” he instructs, as he starts to back away.
“I’ll do anything you want, as long as you never stop touching me.”
“Promise?” he flirts.
I take the ball and “roll” it down the lane. I don’t throw it this time, but it only goes a few feet before it goes into the gutter. I turn around to see Stephan checking out my butt.
I raise my eyebrows at him. “It’s your turn, which means I get to ogle you from behind now.”
He thinks about it for a second. “I’m definitely okay with you ogling me. In fact, feel free to touch.”
And then Stephan smiles. It’s the kind of smile that could literally make any girl fall into bed with him. I’m praying that he tells me he loves me soon, because I don’t think I can tell Stephan no that many more times.
Stephan is a much better bowler than me. He rolls the ball, and it goes perfectly down the middle of the lane. He gets a strike the first time.
“That is how you do it,” he tells me, and then grabs my hand as we walk back to sit by everybody else.
“You two are disgusting,” Mona says, crinkling her nose.
Ethan agrees with her. “They are all over each other all the time. It’s absolutely disgusting.”
“I think it’s sweet,” Bridgett defends me. “I wish I had a guy who loves me half as much as Stephan loves Scarlett.”
Damn. We can’t get away from the L word tonight.
“Maybe if you didn’t push people away, somebody could love you,” Alec tells Bridgett sharply. “It’s your turn.”
Bridgett glares at him, as she storms past him to grab a ball.
“Geez, Alec, think you could tone it down a little? Bridgett did just get out of a two-year relationship with a douche bag. Not to mention, she’s just getting over her eating disorder, and she just had a heart attack.” I scold him. Nobody can talk to my sister like that.
“You’re right.” He sighs. “Sorry.”
“What’s going on with the two of you?” I ask.
“Nothing.” He turns his attention forward.
It feels very awkward. Everybody is just sitting there, not looking at each other. I can tell Stephan is upset that Mona is here, and Mona is upset that Stephan is here. But now would be a perfect time to get them to talk.
“So…” I start out, not sure what to say. “How was school today?”
I don’t ask anybody in particular, but neither Mona nor Stephan acknowledges the question. Ethan tries to help.
“It was good for me,” Ethan says a little too eager. “You know, there isn’t that much time left until Thanksgiving break.”
Stephan turns to me. “That reminds me, Mom wanted me to invite you, Bridgett, and Alec over for Thanksgiving brunch and dinner.”
“Definitely,” I agree. “Sounds good.”
“So what are you doing for Halloween?” Mona asks me, refusing to look at Stephan.
“I haven’t really thought about it,” I answer. “I may go trick or treat with my niece, Anna, but I’ll probably do whatever Stephan wants.”
“Well, I was going to invite you to my annual Halloween party. I suppose you could bring him if he promises not to speak to me,” she says a little bitterly. “I really hope you dump him soon.”
“Not going to happen.” I quickly respond.
“What the fuck is your problem?” Stephan asks Mona. “I’ve never done anything to you!”
She glares at him. “You exist. That’s my fucking problem.”
“Maybe we could talk quieter,” I suggest.
“That’s right. I do exist. And these are my friends. Why are you here?” He yells back, completely ignoring me.
Great. I finally get them talking, and now I can’t get them to stop.
“This is my town. I should be able to go to the bowling alley without seeing you!” Mona’s face is red as she yells at him.
“Well, it’s my town too. Besides, I still don’t know what your problem is…” He pauses for half a second. “Actually, yes, I do know what your problem is. You’re a snobby bitch! That’s your problem!”
“I am not a bitch! Take it back!”
“Mona…” Ethan tries to calm her down, but she shrugs his hands off.
“Never. I won’t take it back, because I would be lying if I did.”
She gasps. “You’re a… a…” She searches for a word.
“Can’t think of anything mean to say?” Stephan laughs.
“You’re a jerk! I can’t believe I’m related to such a pigheaded, stuck up, asshole!” Mona starts to grab her purse, but Stephan rips it out of her hands.
“What do you mean related? We are not related!”
Oh, shit.
“You’re my half-brother.” She grabs her purse away from him. “Now you know, so leave me the fuck alone. Seven months until we graduate, then I never have to see your fucking face again!”
She stomps past us all and runs outside.
I look at Stephan. “Go after her!”
He looks at me for half a second, and then runs out after her. The cameras run after them. I sit down on the bench beside Ethan.
“Do you think we should follow?” he asks me.
I shake my head. “No, I think they need to talk without us. This conversation is about three years overdue.”
“More like eighteen years overdue,” Ethan counters.
“Well, what are we going to do now?” Alec asks us. “It’s Mona’s turn.”
Bridgett punches his forearm. “You’re so insensitive.”
Alec rubs his arm. “Ow. I’m pretty sure I’m going to have a bruise.”
Ethan rolls his eyes at them. “You two should just kiss and get it over with.”
“That would require Bridgett touching me, and unless it’s to hurt me with physical violence, she has a no touching policy,” Alec tells Ethan.
Bridgett storms away, soon followed by Alec. Ethan and I are the only ones left there.
“Wow. Bowling sure brings out the violent side of people,” I say, half laughing.
Ethan shakes his head, and I’m wondering if he is as confused as I am. “You want to play a game of pool instead?”
“Yes.”
 
10:53 PM
I’m waiting on you.
 
Ethan and I play pool for three hours before Stephan comes looking for us. Mona isn’t with him, but he doesn’t look angry so that has to be a good sign. But I’m still worried. What if Mona told him that I knew the truth? Will he be mad at me for not telling him sooner? And if she didn’t tell him I knew, then should I tell him? I mean, I should,definitely… He will find out eventually, right? Certainly they would put the conversation I had with Ethan on the show. But maybe they won’t. The documentary is about me, not them. But if that were the case, the cameras wouldn’t have followed the two of them outside.
Maybe I’m just over-thinking this.
“You ready to go home?” Stephan asks me. I wait for him to say something else, but he doesn’t. So I just nod, and follow him outside to his car. He opens my door for me as usual, and I’m thinking this is a good sign.
“So…” I say once he gets in and starts the car.
He looks at me and waits for me to continue.
“Are you going to tell me what happened?” I ask.
“Mona is my half-sister,” he says the obvious. “We decided to not tell anybody. Mona’s dad doesn’t know, and she doesn’t want him to until after she leaves for college. Besides, people knowing wouldn’t change anything.”
“And what about the two of you?” I ask.
Stephan shrugs. “It doesn’t really change our feelings towards each other, Scar. We will just go back to ignoring each other at school. It’s for the best. I really don’t want Mom to know. It would break her heart.”
“They’re both going to find out once the documentary airs,” I half-shout. “The whole world will know. I think you should tell them now.”
Stephan puts the car in reverse. “Well, it’s not up to you. And I think you should stay out of it.”
“Whatever.” I put on my seatbelt and stare out the passenger side window as we drive home. Neither of us says a word the whole way there. He stops the car in front of my house. I unbuckle my seatbelt and start to get out.
“Wait,” he says before I get out. “I’m sorry. I’m just very confused right now. I went my whole life thinking I was an only child, and now I find out that I have a half-sister. Not that it really does any good, because our father is dead. I just need a few days to process this. I’m sorry that I took my anger out on you.”
“It’s okay. I understand, Stephan. But you really need to learn to talk to me if this relationship is going to work. You can’t shut me out.”
“I know.” He sighs. “You’re right. You are the most important thing in the world to me, and I want us to last.”
I bite my lip, considering his words. “The most important thing?” I echo his words.
“Yes. And I know we are young, but I’ve never felt so certain about anything in my life… You are the one, Scar.”
My heart jumps into overdrive once again. “Really?”
Okay, maybe it’s a little silly, but I need him to confirm his statement. I need to know that he doesn’t regret his words.
“Really.”
Please tell me you love me. I need to hear the words.
“How do you feel about me?” I fish for the words and hope that he bites.
“I feel like the luckiest guy on the face of the earth,” he starts. “How many other people find their soul mate at eighteen?”
“How do you know that I am?” I ask, still hoping he says the three magic words.
“I feel it,” he answers easily. “Do you feel it too?” He reaches out his hand, and traces the side of my arm. “The electricity between us is undeniable.” He then traces his way over my collarbone, and down a little bit. “We are meant to be together.”
“I feel it too,” I say, hoping that he moves his finger just a little farther down. But he doesn’t. “Stephan?”
“Yes?”
“Will you kiss me,” I ask, a little breathless.
“Yes, but I won’t in the front seat of my car. Can I walk you inside?”
I know exactly what he’s asking. But I can’t let him come inside, because if he does, I won’t be able to tell him no. And I can’t make love to somebody who isn’t in love with me.
“No.” I can hear the sadness in my voice. “But you can walk me to the door.”
He smiles, but I can see the disappointment and hurt in his eyes. I am sure that my own face mirrors his.
Love sucks.
Stephan and I get out of the car, and he holds my hand as he walks me to my front door.
“It’s not that I don’t want you to come inside. I do, more than anything. I just… can’t.”
He looks sad, and it breaks my heart. “I understand, Scarlett. I will wait until you’re ready.”
It’s just the opposite! I’m waiting on you! But I can’t tell him that.
Stephan kisses me on the cheek. “I’ll see you tomorrow.”
“Goodnight.” I walk inside my house and lean against my closed door. “I love you, Stephan,” I whisper and then slide down to the floor.My chest hurts. So I do the only thing I know how to… I write a song.


 
 
Thursday, October 30
6:06 AM
Stephan’s song
 
It’s after six in the morning, and I still haven’t gone to sleep, but I have a completed song. I take my acoustic guitar and run into Alec’s room. He’s still asleep, but I poke his face until he wakes up.
“ALEC! I WROTE A SONG! WAKE UP SO I CAN SING IT TO YOU!” I yell at him.
Payback is a bitch, unless you’re the one dishing it out.
He rolls over and attempts to sit up. “I’m up. Stop shouting.”
“I wrote a song. And I want your opinion,” I say. “I think it could be the song.”
He now looks awake and excited. “Let me go grab Bridgett! You can play it for us both.”
Five minutes later, we are all three sitting on Alec’s bed, and they watch me as I play the song. The song I wrote for Stephan. The song I wrote for me. I poured my heart and soul into the lyrics. They’re so personal, and I’m honestly scared to play it for them.
My heart is literally breaking as I sing the song. I thought writing it would make me feel better, but if anything, it makes me feel worse. My chest feels heavy. But I continue playing, and singing, because it’s what I do. I sing. I perform. I pour my heart and soul into my music.
After I’m finish singing, I look up at Bridgett who is crying. “That was beautiful, Scar.”
Alec nods his head in agreement. “We have a hit.”
“You need to call Stephan and tell him how you feel.”
“NO!” Alec yells. “First, let’s record the song. You can’t fake that kind of emotion. After you record the song, you can sing it for him. But we need to get this recorded right now! I’m going to call Otto.”
While Alec calls Otto, I grab a quick shower. As soon as I’m out, Alec is knocking on the door telling me to hurry. I throw my wet hair up into a bun and toss on a pair of sweatpants and a tank top. The best part of going to the studio is I don’t have to dress up.
I grab my favorite guitar — my red, Gibson Les Paul, and we head toward the studio. Even after being awake all night, I’m still not tired. In fact, I feel exhilarated.
When we get there, I go right in and start recording. I lay down all the tracks without a hitch, and by 11 AM, my song is recorded.
No.
Not my song.
It’s Stephan’s song. 
It feels good. I still can’t believe we got a perfect song recorded in less than six hours. It has to be some kind of record.
We head home while Otto mixes the track, and I head straight to bed and crash.
 
3:17 PM
Slutty zombie.
 
I wake up when I feel my bed move. I look at the clock to see that it is well after three PM, and I missed yet another day of school. I don’t have to look beside me to know that Stephan is there. 
I roll over. “Hey,” I say groggily.
“I didn’t mean to wake you.”
“It’s okay.”
“I missed you at school today. When I came to get you this morning, nobody was here. I was worried,” he says.
“I am sorry that I made you worry, but I wrote a Grammy worthy song, or so says Otto, Bridgett, and Alec. I was forced to record it before it lost any magic, so Alec says.”
“Can I hear it?”
It’s Stephan’s simple question that makes me panic, and I have to ask myself: WHAT THE FUCK WAS I THINKING?
Oh my God, I just wrote an entire song about Stephan. I basically confessed my love to him.
Maybe he won’t know.
Of course he will know, I argue with myself.
Stephan is staring at me, waiting for my response. And for a moment I think, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if Stephan knew how I felt. The truth is I am in love with him. I want to tell him every single day of my life.
But then I think back to how he reacts every time I say the L word. He always freaks out. I don’t want him to freak out. I want him to love me back. If he knew I wrote a song about my love for him, he would probably break my heart… Only Stephan doesn’t just have the ability to break it. He would shred it up, set it on fire, and spread the ashes in the deepest parts of the ocean. I would never be able to repair the damage.
That or he would tell me he loves me too.
I’m still not okay with the odds.
“No,” I finally say. It’s a simple answer.
He waits for an explanation. Well, too bad for him, he’s so not getting one. Ever. In fact, I am going to make sure he never, ever, EVER hears the song.
Ever.
Great. Now I’m singing Taylor Swift in my head.
“Why can’t I hear it?”
“Because the song is about you.”
Fuck. I am pretty sure I just said that out loud. I instantly slap my hands over my mouth.
“You wrote a song for me?” He is smiling. “Scarlett, I have to hear it. Nobody has ever written me a song before.”
“You can’t hear it. Ever. I’m serious. I didn’t really think about you hearing it when I recorded it. I wrote it to make myself feel better. And then it was six in the morning, and I hadn’t slept. So I played it for Alec and Bridge. Who told me it was awesome. And they made me record it before you heard it, ‘cause if you heard it, it would lose the feeling. But now that I recorded it, I wish I hadn’t. Because you can’t hear it, because you will spread the ashes of my heart in the deepest parts of the ocean and I will NEVER heal from that.”
He thinks about what I just said. He’s probably trying to process it. In fact, I’m still trying to process what I just said.
Caffeine. I
need caffeine. 
“Why wouldn’t I like the song?” he asks.
I sigh. “How about we drop it for now. You will eventually hear the song, but until then, I’d like to enjoy the time we have together.”
“Did you write me a break up song?”
“NO! Oh my God, never.” I laugh. “It’s quite the opposite really. Which is why I know that you will HATE it.”
Stephan sighs. “Scarlett Ryan, you are the weirdest person that I have ever met.”
“Good
weird or bad
weird?” I bite my lip while I wait for his response.
“I will have to get back to you on that one,” he jokes. “So, when do I get to hear the song that will make me spread the ashes of your heart in the deepest parts of the ocean?”
“I’m thinking never.” I pause, and then nod my head. “Yep, never is the perfect
time.”
“You know that I’ll hear it eventually.”
“When you do, could you just pretend you didn’t? That way things won’t be weird between us.”
“Things are already weird between us, Scarlett.” He laughs.
“I will admit that this is possibly the weirdest conversation that we’ve ever had.”
“I’m so glad we cleared that up.”
“Me too,” I agree with a laugh.
After I get up, Stephan informs me that we are going shopping for Halloween costumes. Thankfully the filming crew has the night off, so it’s just us two. Alone. Finally.
“So when is Barry sending your contract?” Stephan asks me, as we look through the superhero section.
“Tomorrow or Saturday,” I answer. “But the rest of today will be spent talking about normal, non-music business stuff.”
“Okay,” he agrees.
“So how was school today? Was it weird seeing Mona?”
He shakes his head. “No way. If we aren’t talking about the music business, than we are definitely not going to talk about her.”
“I guess that is fair.”
He pulls out a costume. “I could be Iron Man.”
I crinkle my nose. “No way. Thor is way cooler of a superhero.”
“He’s not a superhero. He’s a god. There is a difference,” Stephan quickly replies.
“Whatever. I really don’t care. He’s a mythical creature either way. He can be whoever the fuck I want him to be.” I shake my head.
“What are you going as?” Stephan asks.
“Who cares?” I laugh and decide to quote Mean Girls. “Halloween is the one night a year when girls can dress like a total slut and no other girls can say anything about it.” I pause then say, “I was thinking slutty zombie.”
“I think I’m going to like your costume,” Stephan says quickly. “And I will totally let you bite me.”
“Only you could think about sex during the zombie apocalypse,” I joke.
“Well somebody is going to have to repopulate the earth. It’s a rough job, but I think I’m up for the challenge.” He puts his arm around my shoulder and starts walking me to the door. “In fact, we better get started now.”
I remove his arm from around my shoulder. “Right. You get started without me. I’m just going to grab my costume.”


 
 
Friday, October 31
7:26 AM
An un-dead, dead person.
 
It’s officially Halloween. Which means I have to get up twice as early to fix my zombie makeup.
I ended up buying a black tutu, red fishnet stockings, and a white tank top. I splashed red food coloring on my tank top, and ripped holes in the tutu and tank. Bridgett volunteered to wake up early to do my zombie make up. She said she used to do the make up for her drama class in high school, and had done her “fair share” of zombies. So I trust her to make me look like an un-dead, dead person.
After my makeup is dry, I put on my four-inch black stilettos.
“How do you walk in shoes like that every day? I would break my ankle if I tried.”
I shrug. “I don’t know. I’ve just always worn them, even when I was performing on stage. Heels make me feel confident.”
“I don’t get it. They’re just shoes.”
“I know. It’s silly. But they make me taller, my posture is better, and they make my butt look amazing. Maybe it’s the way other people look at me when I wearthem.” I try to make her understand. “I guess the easiest way to explain it is like this… I haven’t always had confidence. So, Stacy told me to fake it. She said the longer you fake it, the more natural it feels. Once day you will realize that you’re not faking anymore. The heels just help remind me that I am one fucking awesome bitch.”
Bridgett nods. “I had a teacher tell me that once… She said to look in the mirror everyday and tell yourself ‘I’m beautiful’. After a little while, you’re supposed to start believing it. I tried it. It didn’t work.”
“Well, you’re crazy not to believe it. Because you are beautiful.”
She rolls her eyes. “Whatever. You’re the beautiful twin. I’m the nerdy twin.”
“Bridgett, we are identical. Most people can’t tell us apart,” I shake my head at her. “The only reason why you think I’m more beautiful is because I have confidence. I’m telling you, if you had confidence, between me and you, we could take over the world.”
She smiles, and for once I think she actually understands what I’m saying.
“So, who are you going to be for Halloween?”
“I’m not,” she says. “We aren’t going anywhere, so what’s the point? At least you get to dress up for school.”
“Sometimes it’s fun to dress up for no reason at all,” I shrug.
The doorbell rings, and I know Stephan is going to be waiting downstairs. I’m surprised he actually rang the bell today.
“How do I look?” I ask Bridgett.
She looks at me. “Like a slutty zombie.”
“That was exactly the look I was going for! If you change your mind about the costume, I bought an extra outfit for you. It’s sitting on your bathroom counter.”
“I won’t,” she promises.
As I walk into the hallway to head downstairs, I see Alec coming out of his room. He lets out an extremely girly scream when he sees me.
“You scared the shit out of me,” he says. “No offense, but if you really were a zombie, I’d kill you.”
I laugh. “Hey, see if you can talk Bridgett into dressing up for Halloween. I bought her the same costume as me. She needs to do something fun. Oh, Mona’s having a party tonight. You two should go.”
“Are you going to come?” he asks.
“Nope,” I say as I head down the stairs. “Stephan and I are going to go trick or treating with Anna.”
“You guys are boring!” Alec yells after me.
I just laugh, and make my way to the front door. When I open the door though, it isn’t Stephan standing on the other side. It’s my dad.
“What the fuck are you doing here?” I ask him. About that time, the documentary crew pulls up, and runs toward us. I guess they don’t want to miss this.
“Am I not allowed to visit my only daughter? And why are you dressed like a corpse?”
I roll my eyes at his comment. “I am not your only daughter, and you fucking know it.”
“For all we know, Stacy is dead,” he says. “And why is every other word out of your mouth the F-word? Have you been hanging out with Alec again?”
“Stacy is very much alive, and so is your granddaughter.” I cross my arms over my chest. “You have some nerve coming here. You’re not invited, and I want you to leave.”
Alec and Bridgett both come downstairs when they hear me yelling, and my dad looks between Bridgett and me.
“How?”
“Does how really matter? And you fucking knew. How could you take me, and leave her?” I ask, and then shake my head. “It doesn’t even matter now. You and Mom are monsters, and I’m glad she didn’t have to grow up with you two as her parents.”
“I made you who you are!”
“No. You controlled me, manipulated me, lied to me, and used me for your own personal gain. I’m just sorry that it took me so long to tell you to fuck off.”
“Scarlett, we can work this out.”
Stephan walks up behind my dad. Seeing him makes me feel one hundred times better. His zombie make-up is awesome, so I know his mom must have done it.
“No, we can’t. Now please move so my boyfriend can come inside,” I demand.
He moves out of the way, and Stephan walks inside. “Seriously? This is your boyfriend?”
“Yes! Not that it’s any of your business.”
“You’re ruining your career. That is my business.”
“No it isn’t!” Ugh, does he ever give up? “I fired you, remember. Bridgett is my new manager. You’re cut out of my life forever. I don’t want to see you. Ever
again.”
“You can’t be serious,” he says, angrily. “I’m your father. You can’t just fire me!”
“I can, and I did. Now leave before I call the cops.”
He stands there for a few seconds, but when he sees that I’m serious, he turns to walk away. “Goodbye, Scarlett. Don’t call me when your life is in ruins, your career is over, and you’re broke, because I won’t give a shit.”
“You never did.” I slam the door and let out a frustrated scream. Seconds later the door opens again, and Peter and the rest of the camera crew walks inside the house.
“Perfect timing,” Peter says, smiling. “Maybe we should have an overnight crew here. We don’t want to miss anything.”
I crinkle my nose at the thought. “No need to record tonight. Stephan and I are just going trick or treating with Anna.”
“What about Mona’s party?” Peter asks, obviously disappointed.
“What about it? I want to spend Halloween with my niece. But I think Alec and Bridgett are going,” I say. “You can go with them.”
“You’re no fun,” Peter says. “But we’re still going with you. We don’t want to miss anything.”
“It’s okay,” I shrug. “Anna really likes being on camera.”
“Do you feel like going to school?” Stephan asks, obviously concerned about me. But I’m over it. I’m sick of my parents. I’m not going to let them get me down.
“Yes. We should probably go.” I grab his hand, and we walk to his car. “Let’s just not talk about my parents, okay?”
“Whatever you want, Scar. But I’m here if you need to talk.”
 
5:17 PM
Because you’re not in love with me…
 
School is fun. Everybody is dressed up — zombies, vampires, superheroes, animals, cartoon characters, cupcakes, etc… All of the costumes are unique. Even a few of the teachers dressed up. It has been great to keep my mind off of what just happened with my dad.
But I am most looking forward to trick or treating with Anna. The truth is, I never got to go as a kid, and I think that it will be a fun experience. I’m glad Stephan is going with me. I can’t wait for him to meet Stacy and Anna.
“Do you think your niece will let me steal some of her candy?” Stephan asks as we drive to their house.
“You are not eating her candy!” I laugh. “But I will buy you some of your own as long as you behave.”
“That sounds an awful lot like a bribe.”
“It is,” I admit. “Just keep in mind that Anna is nine years old. You probably shouldn’t say fuck around her.”
“I’ve been around children before. I know how to behave.”
“You’re going to love her. She’s seriously the sweetest girl ever. In fact, she’ll probably have a crush on you.” I laugh. “She’s a little boy crazy.”
“Oh, you might have some competition,” he jokes.
“She also loves my music. She has posters of me on her wall. And she decided after meeting me that she too wants to be a rock star.”
“Isn’t that every nine year old’s dream?”
I shrug. “Maybe. But she wants to be like me. It’s a good feeling.”
“You do realize that you’re a role model for a whole lot of nine year olds out there, right? You are a rock star.”
“Really?” I’m actually surprised that he says this. “I always thought people saw me more as a sex symbol.”
“Oh, that too. I’m sure there are lots of guys who jack off to pictures of you.” He shakes his head. “And now I want to kill every one of them.”
I laugh. “Don’t be jealous. They are getting off to pictures of me. You get off to the real thing.Or, you will… eventually.”
“Oh right. Because you’re not in love with me.”
I shake my head. “I thought the L word was like a dirty word to you.”
“Right. Let’s just drop it,” he says angrily.
“You’re the one who brought it up.”
“Well, maybe we should talk about it then,” Stephan says as we pull up to the curb in front of Stacy’s apartment.
“Okay. But not right now, Stephan. I want to enjoy tonight with Anna and Stacy, and I don’t want to fight right now.”
“Fine,” he says, getting out of my car. He shuts the door a little harder than necessarily.
And I thought girls were the only emotional ones…
 
6:03 PM
I’m Scarlett.
 
Before we can knock on the door, Anna opens it. She’s wearing a long blonde wig, a pink dress, and a pair of high heels.
“You look scary, Aunt Scarlett,” she says and gives me a big hug. Once she backs away, she looks over at Stephan. “Is he your boyfriend?”
“Yes, he is.” At least for now, I think. He’s probably going to “talk” to me soon, which can only mean one thing… He’s going to break up with me, and when he does it’s going to break my heart.
But he’s worth the heartbreak.
“Who are you supposed to be?” Stephan asks her.
She grins big. “I’m Scarlett, silly!”
Stacy comes to the door and opens it up further. “Come in, you guys.”
We walk in, and Anna is starts dancing and singing one of my songs. I’m surprised that she actually knows the dance from my music video.
“She’s been so excited to show you her costume,” Stacy says. “She has been you for the past two years now.”
“How long did it take her to learn the dance?” I ask. “She’s actually pretty good.”
“I think she started on it Tuesday night after you came over.”
“Wow.”
“Yeah. She broke up with her little boyfriend at school.” She smiles, amused at Anna. “She’s convinced that she is going to be a rock star.”
Peter has his camera on Anna as she sings, and I can’t help but smile. I’m glad he’s boosting her ego. Maybe he’s not all that bad.
“Considering who her aunt is, I say the odds are in her favor,” Stephan says. “By the way, I’m Stephan.”
Stacy and he shake hands. “I’m Scarlett’s big sister, Stacy. It’s nice to meet you. But, be warned, I know how to use a gun. And if you hurt my little sister, I will not hesitate to hurt you.”
I smile to myself. I’m glad she’s saying this. Because I’m pretty sure he’s about to break my heart. Maybe he will think twice about it.
“I won’t,” he promises. “If anybody is going to be hurting anybody, it will be her hurting me.”
Stacy winks at me when Stephan looks away. I know it’s her way of telling me that she approves. “Anna, you ready to go trick or treating?”
“YES!”
 
9:11 PM
Want.
 
After trick or treating with Anna, it’s her bedtime, so Stephan and I head home. I’m dreading the car ride back, because I have a feeling that he is going to want to “talk”, and I’m not in the mood for more of his talking.
We drive for about five minutes before Stephan says a word.
“Why did they put these stupid cameras in here?” he asks, pointing towards the dashboard.
“Because they want me to have zero privacy,” I guess. “It sucks, but there’s not much I can do about it.”
“Why did you agree to do the documentary?”
“I don’t know. It seemed like a good idea at the time. Alec is a very convincing person,” I roll my eyes at his questions. “You were there. You seemed to think it was a good idea, too.”
“We need to talk, Scar, but not with these camera on us. Can we talk tonight?”
“Of course. But maybe we should do it at your house.”
“Okay,” he agrees.
I’m scared to ask, but I have to. “Are you breaking up with me? Is that what you need to talk about in private?”
He doesn’t reply for a few seconds, which scares me. But finally, he answers. “Do you want me to break up with you?”
“Never. If you did, it would break my heart.”
“I promise that I will never break your heart, Scar.”
I smile at his words, because I know he’s not breaking up with me. But part of me is still scared of what he is going to say. I want Stephan to feel the same way that I do.
I am so in love with him that I can’t think straight. When he touches me, it’s like I forget everything else. It’s only us. And when he kisses me, the passion is overwhelming. I need him to feel the same. I want him to need me as much as I need him. He promises that he won’t break my heart, but he already has. Each and every day, he takes a little bit more of my heart. I’m waiting for him to give me his heart in return, but he doesn’t. He guards it with his life.
Maybe he’s scared that I will break his heart.
“Hey Stephan,” I say, breaking the silence.
“Yeah?”
“Just so you know, I won’t break your heart either.”
Stephan doesn’t respond to me. In fact, neither of us says a word the rest of the way to his house. The whole time I am wondering what he’s thinking.
I hope he’s thinking about love.
About twenty minutes later, I pull my car into my driveway, and we walk over to Stephan’s house. I told Peter that I was done filming for the night. He protested, but honestly he gave up pretty easily. I guess he saw the determination in my eyes. I was not going to lose this one.
Stephan’s mom and dad weren’t home, and Ethan was at Mona’s Halloween party, so we had his house to ourselves. It was nice to be alone for once, even though I was not looking forward to the conversation we were about to have.
I followed Stephan to his room, and he shut the door behind us. He threw off his shoes, and went into the bathroom and began scrubbing away his zombie makeup. I did the same.
“We make good zombies,” he says.
“What did you think of Stacy and Anna?” I wonder.
“Anna was seriously awesome.” He answers.“She looks up to you so much. And Stacy was… a bit intense, but I liked her. She was just looking out for you.”
After we both scrub off the rest of our makeup, we go back inside his room and Stephan flops down on the bed face first. I take off my heels, and climb on beside him. He rolls over to look at me.
“You know, you’re kind of beautiful without makeup.”
“Kind of?” I question.
“Not just kind of. You’re absolutely stunning, drop-dead gorgeous, beautiful, sexy… I could go on.”
I can’t help but smile at his compliments. “I really thought you were going to break up with me tonight.”
Stephan shakes his head. “You are smart, but I swear, sometimes you are absolutely clueless. Can you not see how much I care about you? Why would I break up with the girl I plan on spending the rest of my life with?”
His words are so sweet. And I want to believe him, but I’m scared. How can I be so confident in myself, yet I can’t be confident in those around me? What more does he have to do to prove that he’s not leaving?
“I’m pretty screwed up,” I tell him. “I ran away because I got scared. What if I run away again?”
“I won’t let you run away,” he promises. “If you run, I will chase you. I won’t just let you go so easily next time.”
“I am scared, Stephan,” I admit.
“What are you scared of?”
I’m scared that you won’t love me back. “I’m scared of losing you.”
“I’m not going anywhere, Scarlett. How can I prove that to you?”
Tell me you love me. “I don’t know. You say that now. But what if you change your mind.”
“Nothing in life is absolutely definite.”
“Exactly. And I don’t want you to break my heart.”
Stephan pulls me closer and kisses my forehead. “Will you stay with me tonight? We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, but I want you here.”
I nod and lay my head on his chest.
“I don’t know how many more ways that I can say this, but you are mine. I’m offering you forever here,” he says softly.
“You’re only eighteen. How can you offer me forever? How can you know what the future holds?” I ask.
“I can offer you forever, because I know that what I feel for you isn’t going away ever. I don’t know what the future holds, but it doesn’t matter. Whatever happens, my heart will always belong to you.”
I ponder his words. Does that mean he loves me? Why won’t he tell me if he does? If what we have is truly forever, this shouldn’t be so complicated.
“I wish I knew what you were thinking.”
I laugh. “Well, you will know soon enough.”
He looks at me with curiosity. “How?”
“When you hear the song I wrote. The lyrics describe exactly how I feel about you,” I say, biting my lip. Maybe I shouldn’t have said that. Him knowing scares me. What if he hates it? What if he breaks up with me because of it?
“I wish you could just tell me what you’re thinking.”
I look at him, wishing that I could do the exact same thing. Love is what I’m thinking. It’s what I’m feeling. But I can’t get the words out. “I’m better at expressing myself through music.”
“I hate that your parents made you this way.”
“But maybe you can tell me how you feel…”
He looks at me for a few seconds before responding. “I’m pretty sure you know how I feel. But I’m not certain that you feel the same way yet. So, I guess I’m scared of you rejecting me. I’d rather wait.”
“But what if we both feel the same way?”
Stephan smiles. “I guess we will see when I hear your song.”
Damn, he’s good.
“You frustrate the hell out of me,” I tell him.
“Ditto,” he agrees. “Would it be alright if I kissed you?”
“Why are you asking now? You’ve kissed me a hundred times before…”
“True, but I promised I wouldn’t try anything tonight that you didn’t want,” he explains. “So I need to know if you want me to kiss you.”
Instead of responding, I put my lips against his and kiss him.
I’m sick of being good. Just one night, I want to lose myself with him. I need him to touch me. I take his hand and place it under my shirt. It’s my way of telling him to touch me. There is no way I am going to stop kissing him long enough to actually say the words.
He climbs on top of me, and puts his leg in between mine. I tug up on his shirt, and he takes the hint. He stops kissing me long enough to throw it off. He’s only gone for a second before he puts his lips back on mine. He starts kissing my neck, and then pulls at the bottom of my tank top. He looks at me, waiting for me to say yes or no. I nod my head. I want every inch of clothing between us gone. Once my tank top is gone, he unclasps my bra and throws it on top of the ever growing pile of clothes on the floor. He stops kissing me long enough to stop and admire my body. He runs his hands over my breasts.
“You are beautiful,” he whispers to me.
Before I even have a chance to respond, He starts kissing me again — on my lips, down my neck, and across my breasts. I want more. No, I need more.
I pulled down my skirt, and Stephan gives me a wicked grin as he throws it on the floor. I unzipped his jeans, and he slipped out of them and his boxers. The only thing between us is my very thin, black lace thong. As his lips found mine again, I could feel just how bad that he wanted me.
His hands explore my body, and with every touch I feel myself losing control.
“I want you so bad,” he whispers against my lips.
He wants me.
But does he love me?
I pull away, just a little. I have to stop. I can’t keep going, no matter how bad I want to. Not until I know if he loves me. But I am not about to ask him right here, because I know guys well enough to know that he would say about anything to get me to sleep with him.
“Maybe I should go.”
Stephan groans, and falls onto the bed next to me. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have pushed you.”
“You didn’t push me. I’m sorry I let it go that far.”
“We’ve been dating just over a month. It was too soon. I understand.”
I laugh at his statement. I’ve had my fair share of one-night stands. And if sex were all I wanted from him, I would have fucked him my first night in Hope. But I want so much more. I need to know that he loves me.
“It’s not the amount of time,” I say to him, as I get up and start putting on my clothes. “I’m just going to go home tonight. I’m sorry.”
I looked at Stephan one last time. He was lying naked on his bed, and the hurt look on his face was killing me. I knew that I should turn around and tell him exactly what I was thinking, but I couldn’t. So I did the hardest thing I’ve ever done, and I walked away.


 
 
Saturday, November 1
9:07 AM
I will show them all
 
I hear a knock on my door, so I roll over and look at the clock. It is Saturday morning, and I honestly didn’t plan on getting out of bed all day. My head is pounding, and I feel hung over despite the fact that I haven’t drunk alcohol in months.
“Go away!” I yell at the door, and then put my head back onto my pillow.
Ignoring my request, my door opens. I don’t look up to see how it was, because truthfully, I don’t care. I don’t want to see anybody.
“You need to come downstairs. Your lawyer is here to go over Barry’s contract with you,” I hear Alec say.
I just lay there staring at the ceiling. “Tell him to come back later. I have a headache, and I don’t want to deal with it right now.”
“Get the fuck out of your bed right now and get dressed,” Alec demands. “I don’t care what your problem is. This is your job. I put my career on hold so I could help you. Now you’re going to get your ass downstairs within the next five minutes, or I am going to drag you down there myself.”
Alec walks out, shutting the door behind him. I force myself to get out of bed. Despite what my personal problems are, Alec is right. It’s my job, and I have to do this right now whether I want to or not.
I look down at my favorite green sweat pants, and my pink tank top. “Works for me.”
I brush my teeth and then head down stairs. I don’t feel like getting dressed up, so I’m not going to.
“Miss Ryan,” the lawyer greets me as I walk into the living room. He’s wearing a suit, as always.
“Hey, Mr. Matthews,” I say. “How does the contract look?”
“Well, it looks quite favorable… IF your new song is successful,” he hesitates. I can tell he’s not too excited about telling me the next part. “But if not, then you’re basically going to be Barry’s bitch for the next four years.”
“FOUR YEARS!” I scream.
“Yeah,” he says hesitantly. “So you should really consider this before signing. Now, keep in mind, you will be doing well over the next four years. You’ll continue on as you have in your career, and financially, it would be good for you. It really wouldn’t be bad either way, but I know the point of this was to get your freedom.”
I nod, taking in everything he said.
“As for now, you know that your contract with them is up right now. You could walk away right now, and never look back.”
“Could I go with another recording company?” I ask him, already knowing what he’s going to say.
“Unfortunately not. I wish I had been your lawyer when you originally signed with them. However, I could negotiate for you,” he explains. “If your single goes over well, you record your next CD with them and then after that you would the freedom to do whatever and go wherever you want.”
“Do you think they would agree to that?” I ask him.
“There’s only one way to find out, but yes, I think they will,” he nods. “But you should know, from the looks of this contract, they are really expecting you to fail.”
His statement makes me angry. Not at him, but at my record company. Do they really not believe that I am good enough?
“Negotiate with them. I don’t want them to make another penny off me after this,” I say angrily.
“Certainly, Miss Ryan.” He picks up the contract off the table, and tucks it into his briefcase. “I will be in touch. We should probably know something by Wednesday, and then if you’re ready to sign, we will be ready to go.”
“Thank you, Mr. Matthews.”
After he walks out of the room, I fall back onto the couch, cover my face with a pillow, and scream.
Nobody thinks I’m good enough.
But I know I am.
Fuck them. I will show them all!
I grab my guitar and head to my room. I begin writing more songs. I am going to write enough hit songs to fill up the whole damn album!


 
 
Wednesday, November 5
8:17 AM
I hate you.
 
Since Friday night, things between Stephan and me have been weird. We’ve still beenhanging out, sort of… But our conversations have been minimal. I hate that it has to be like this. I hate that we keep hurting each other.
Over the weekend I wrote three songs, all of which Alec and Bridgett loved. I have to say… anger and pain brings out the creative side in me. Between being hurt over Stephan and mad at my record company, I was going to have an amazing album in no time. I only hoped that I got a chance to release the album.
We spent all day Monday and Tuesday in the studio, and today we are going to meet up with my lawyer to go over the details of the contract. I am a little nervous, because as much as I believe in myself I can’t help but think what if. What if I do this and fail? I will spend the next four years of my life being miserable. But on that same note, if I didn’t do it… did it mean that I didn’t believe in myself enough? I couldn’t spend the rest of my life wondering. So I would do it, just to prove to myself, and them, that I am good enough.
Stephan knows that today is the day that I am signing my contract, so he stayed home from school for moral support. Despite everything, I know he cares about me. And I need him here.
“We have to fly to LA,” Alec says, as he hangs up his phone. “Barry wants to hear the single before he signs. He says he doesn’t want to waste his time on a flop, so he wants to approve it.”
I let out a frustrated sigh. “Why? He heard what I had to offer. Why is he making such a big deal about this?”
“Because he’s a dick wad. We have to be at the airport in an hour, so you better get ready.”
I go upstairs, fix my hair, and get dressed. If Barry is going to be there, I assume the rest of the board is going to be too. They expect me to dress like I’m about to walk the red carpet at all times. So I put on a dark blue designer dress that I hadn’t worn before and matching heels. My dress was short. A little shorter than I liked, but I knew what the label wanted. Now, more than ever, it was important for me to impress them.
Stephan’s eyes widen as I walk down the stairs. “Are you wearing that?”
I look down at my dress and nod. “Yep.”
“If you bend over, everybody will see your vagina.”
I laugh at his comment. “I figured you would like this one.”
“I do. But I don’t want everybody else looking at my girlfriend.”
“That dress is perfect,” Alec says, coming up behind us. “It shows them your best assets… Or at least what they think is best.”
Bridgett walks down the stairs, and her eyes widen as she sees me. “Geez… Where is the rest of your dress?”
“My thoughts exactly,” Stephan agrees with Bridgett. “Seriously, go put on something else.”
I put a hoodie over the dress and zip it up. I really don’t like being told what to do, but I know that Stephan doesn’t mean anything by it. “It will be fine.”
“Peter and the crew are going to meet us at the airport,” Alec says. “They are excited about this meeting.”
“I’m glad somebody is,” I groan. “This is going to suck.”
“Maybe you should have a shot of whiskey on the plane. It’ll help calm you down,” Alec suggests.
“I don’t drink anymore,” I say flatly. Right now, though, I’m wishing I did.
“Oh, right,” he says. “Well, I guess I will just have to have two. One for you, and one for me.”
“I hate you.”
 
10:22 AM
I’m not Scarlett.
 
It’s just after ten when we land in LA, and a limo is waiting on us when we get there. It was literally the longest four-hour flight of my life. Alex downed two shots, as he promised, and I wanted to rip the shot glass out of his hand. Thankfully, I resisted.
As we drive to my record company’s corporate office, Stephan holds my hand. He doesn’t say a word, which is exactly what I need.
“I’m scared,” I whisper to him, as we get closer to downtown Los Angeles.
He squeezes my hand. “Don’t be. They will love you.”
But his words don’t comfort me. He doesn’t love me, so why should they?
“So when we get there, they are going to bring us right back,” Alec explains. “I think that since I’m offering to produce the album, it will help your case. Bridgett, you need to be there. They’ll be excited. Once the world figures out that Scarlett has a twin, you are both going to get really popular. Besides, you are her manager now, and you need to learn all the ins and outs of the business. And Stephan, you should go back because the women that work there will think you’re hot.”
“Is it appropriate for me to be there?” he asks.
Alec nods. “Yeah. It won’t be a big deal.”
“Guess I’m going to hear your new song.” Stephan grins, obviously satisfied.
Fuck my life.
When we get there, the limo lets us out up front. Peter and the camera crew get out and film us. Paparazzi are also waiting. They begin snapping pictures of us all.
“Scarlett!” They yell.
“Which one is Scarlett?” I hear somebody ask.
“Scarlett! What do you have to say about the rumors of you and Alec Torch living together? Is it true that you’re dating?” Somebody shoves a microphone towards Bridgett’s mouth.
“I’m not Scarlett,” she says, shoving the microphone away.
“Is this your sister?” a reporter asks.
Security rushes out of the building and holds the back crowd while the four of us walk inside, with Peter and the crew following close behind us.
“Guess everybody knows about Bridge now,” Alec says.
“Fuck,” I say. I always knew it would eventually get out, but I wanted to protect Bridgett a little longer before the madness began.
Security walks us to the elevator, and we take it up to the 51st floor.
“Did I mention that I don’t like elevators?” Bridgett says, leaning against the elevator wall. She looks really pale, and is taking slow, deep breaths.
Alec walks over to her and puts his arms around her. “It’ll be okay,” he says softly to her. His touch seems to calm her down a bit.
What is going on with Alec and Bridgett? They have a very weird love-hate relationship going on. It’s kind of sweet, actually. I hope that Alec doesn’t break her heart.
But then I remember what we are doing on this elevator, and I felt faint. I’m about to go in front of my record label, and see if they approve my new song; a song that my boyfriend hasn’t heard yet, even though it’s about him.
“Are you okay?” Stephan asks.
I’m really not, so I shake my head no.
“They’re going to love your song,” he promises.
“I think I’m more worried that you won’t like it,” I admit. “Maybe I should have just played it for you. I don’t want the first time you hear it to be in front of a bunch of other people.”
“I will wait outside…” he suggests. “You know, if it makes you less nervous.”
The elevator comes to a stop, and the doors open. “It’s okay. I kind of need you there for moral support. Just, maybe ignore the lyrics.”
We all walk off the elevator, and security opens the door to the huge conference room for us. I have been in this room far too many times with my dad. I usually keep quiet and look out the window while my dad does the talking. The view here is magnificent. But today, I am going to be talking for myself. It’s about freaking time.
“Scarlett…” Barry greets us, and then turns to everybody already sitting at the table. “This is Scarlett’s twin, Bridgett,” he tells him. “And Alec is the one who produced this song, right?”
Alec nods. “Alec Torch,” he introduces himself, and everybody laughs. Everybody knows who he is. But he also is the son of their competitor, so it’s a little awkward.
“And this is Stephan,” I tell Barry. “He’s here for moral support.”
“So, do you guys have the demo ready?” Barry asks.
Alec nods and gives the song to Barry’s assistant. I’m still wondering why we couldn’t just email it to them.
When the song starts playing, I decide right then and there that it is going to be a long day.
 
8:58 PM
Fantasy
 
I was right. Today was possibly the longest day of my life. And we haven’t even left LA yet.
The meeting was… different than I expected.
First, it was awkward. They played the song I wrote for Stephan. You know, the one that he hadn’t heard before today. So I tried my hardest not to look at him. I was scared to see what his reaction would be.
And then we all got down to business, and I put Stephan to the back of my mind. Eventually we would have to talk about the song, but not until after the meeting. I just didn’t realize how long the meeting would be.
Everybody loved the song. (Which, by the way, did wonders for my ego. As if I wasn’t already full of myself). So they decided, YES, they would give me a chance. Which gave Mr. Matthews time to negotiate my contract. Now, if my song fails, I’m only stuck being Barry’s bitch for one year instead of four… Yep, my lawyer rocks. Or maybe my song rocked that much, I don’t know. I think I’m going to go with my song rocked that much, because that makes me happier to admit.
So, we negotiated for three hours, ate lunch while a new contract was drawn up, and then we signed. At this point, I’ve almost forgotten about the whole “embarrassing song I wrote for Stephan being played” (ALMOST being the key word here).
So finally, about four in the afternoon (seven Florida time), we are going to leave to go back home. Well, technically, I’m only going home for a couple of days and then coming back. I have to film a music videofor my new song and prepare for the release of my new single… And by prepare I mean do a ton of radio and TV interviews.
So, security tries to walk us to our limo, but we can’t even get out the front door. Paparazzi are all lined up, waiting to get pictures of Bridgett and me… “Scarlett’s evil twin sister is released from the mental hospital” I believe is one of the rumors. That one was kind of awesome. Also “Scarlett is ashamed of her twin sister”. That one made me mad. But my personal favorite had to be, “Scarlett was cloned by aliens!”
So while we are waiting for the LAPD to arrive and clear the streets, Barry thinks it’s the perfect opportunity to invite PRESS inside! (He says it’s “for publicity’s sake”). I know, I know! He’s crazy! Why invite that madness inside? So, he lets only the biggest networks inside and lets them ask us questions. Seriously, he sets out chairs and a podium like I’m the freaking president or something. (Okay, that might have fed my ego just a little… or a lot, whatever).
So I’m too busy answering questions to even think about what I am going to say to Stephan. At this point, maybe my mind is avoiding the topic. Besides, I’ve already come to the conclusion that I am a really good avoider.
So finally, the cops clear the streets, the reporters leave, and we are in the limo on the way to the airport. Right now, Stephan and I are sitting with Bridgett and Alec. Everybody is really tired, except me. My mind isrunning 100 MPH. I’m realizing that I only have a few more minutes of avoidance before I have to talk to Stephan… A few more minutes before I have to talk about the lyrics I wrote about him. And I’m scared. What the hell was I thinking when I wrote that song? Or better yet, what the hell was I thinking when I recorded it? That song should have been burnt the second I finished writing it.
 
My heart beats faster every time you’re near. I want to tell you how I feel. I need you to know that this is real. But I don’t want to tell you — I’m scared of rejection. But I have to tell you…
You are my today, my tomorrow, my forever. You’ve got my soul, and I want you to keep it. But there’s one more thing that I’ve got to say.
I know that this is just the beginning. What you and I have is more than a crush. I’m falling in love. Hell, I’m already in love.
Nobody else can make me feel like this. I’m head over heels. I’m planning our forever.
I love you. Forever.
 
The song plays over again in my head, and I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks. I look over at Stephan, and he is looking at me. I’m looking for anger, but I don’t see any. He’s got a curious expression as he studies me.Maybe he’s contemplating all the ways he can dump me? Or maybe he’s going to murder me? Having your very famous girlfriend write a love song for you has got to be embarrassing… Especially considering he doesn’t feel the same way.
“What are you thinking?” he asks.
I’m thinking of all the ways that you can murder me.
I’m also wondering where you’re going to hide my body. “Nothing.” I shrug. “Just thinking how weird today was.”
Weird doesn’t even begin to cover it.
“I think it was a good day. You got everything you wanted.”
Not everything.Because if I did have everything, Stephan would be telling me how much he loves me right now… We would be so anxious to get home. Then he would rip my clothes off, devouring me. He would then explore every inch of my body with his tongue, and then when the both of us couldn’t take it anymore he would fuck me senseless… No…He would make love to me… But that’s not happening. And for now, it’s all just a fantasy.
A very hot fantasy.
But still, not real.
“This dress is really fucking hot,” he whispers in my ear. For a moment, I wonder if he can read my expression. Did he know that I was playing out a naughty fantasy in my head? “I want to rip it off.”
Oh my God. He does know what I was thinking!
And then he adds, “With my teeth.”
As if I wasn’t turned on enough, that statement pretty much took me over the edge. I like his fantasy a little bit better. But then I remember that I’m embarrassed. I just confessed my love for him in a conference room full of record company executives, my sister, and my best friend (who I also happened to make out with one time).
Yeah, the fantasy died before it even began.
Stephan gives me one of his panty-dropping smiles. “Please, Scar, tell me what you’re thinking.”
I choke on the air. How am I supposed to respond to that? “I’m thinking that it’s going to be a very long plane ride home.”
He nods his head in agreement.
“What are you thinking?” I ask. “You know, besides the sexual fantasy you’ve got going on.”
“That’s for me to know, and you to find out,” he whispers in my ear.
Why is it that no matter what Stephan does, it turns me on? I shouldn’t shiver because he whispered in my ear. But I do. And he does turn me on… so much that if my sister and best friend weren’t in the limo with us, I would not be in my own seat.I would be riding on his lap instead… Oh, how I wish they weren’t.
“What day are you going to fly out to LA?” Stephan asks.
“I’m thinking Saturday night. I have an interview early on Sunday morning, so I guess it would be nice to get everything settled since I’ll be here a few weeks.” Then I remember that Stephan lives in Hope. And I can’t imagine going two whole weeks without seeing him every day. By the pained look on his face, I think he may just be thinking the same thing.
“Maybe we could fly out Friday, and I could spend the weekend with you in LA,” he suggests.
I nod, smiling. “I would like that. In fact, I would like it if you flew here every weekend to see me.”
“Trust me, I will. Nothing will ever keep me away from you,” he promises, and then kisses me gently on the lips.
My embarrassment is almost forgotten in that moment. Yet, somehow, it’s in the back of my mind. And I can’t help but wonder what Stephan is going to say once we are alone. I hope he lets me down easy.
It’s nearly five in the morning when our plane lands in Florida. The time difference is really a killer. When we get home, instead of talking, Stephan and I crash on my bed. My mind is too tired to wander, or even care about being embarrassed. I know that there will be plenty of time for that later.


 
 
Thursday, November 6
1:32 PM
You hurt her, you hurt me.
 
 
When I wake up Thursday afternoon, Stephan is no longer in my bed. There is a note sitting on the nightstand beside me.
 
Scarlett,
I went to school. I’m not a rock star, so I don’t get a free pass. ;) I will come over right after school.
-Stephan
 
I am happy because he is coming over after school, but now I am scared.It’s inevitable that we’re going to have this conversation… The same topic that we’ve been fighting over since I came back from LA — LOVE.
I groan, and lay my head back down on the pillow.
Why is the question that I keep asking myself — why me? Every single bad thing that can happen will happen to me. Only it’s worse for me because, not only will I see, but also millions of people will see.
“Stupid documentary.” I punch my pillow. “Stupid love confessing song.” I punch my pillow again. “Stupid parents for ruining my life, controlling me, manipulating me, and keeping me away from my sisters.” I punch my pillow again. “Stupid paparazzi.” I throw the pillow across the room.
“What did that pillow ever do to you?” I hear Alec ask me.
I sigh and put the pillow down.
“By the way, I think it’s time you got us a couple of bodyguards,” Alec says.
“Again? Why?” I ask.
“Look out the window.”
So I do. And my front yard is full of cameras, and paparazzi.
“Ugh!” I groan. I pull out my phone and am thankful to see that I still have Bob’s number. I give him a call, and he says he’ll be here within ten minutes. I smile and turn to Alec. “Taken care of. Now I need caffeine.”
“Yes, you do,” Alec agrees. “You’re cranky in the mornings.”
“Am not,” I argue as we walk down the stairs. “I’m cranky because of other reasons. The morning part is irrelevant.”
“You’ve never been a morning person,” he snorts. “But Bridgett is. It’s funny how different the two of you are.”
“What is up with you and my sister anyway?” I ask. “Do you have a crush on her?”
“Your sister doesn’t want anything to do with me, Scar. So don’t worry about that,” he answers, shaking his head. “I like her.”
We walk into the kitchen, and I grab a Red Bull from the fridge. “She just came out of a really bad relationship, not to mention she almost died recently. Just give her time. She’ll be falling at your feet like every other girl in no time. But you better not sleep with her.”
Alec rolls his eyes. “Scarlett, you are my best friend. You have been since the first day I met you. I knew you were special. You’re like my little sister. But you should know, if the opportunity arises to sleep with her, there is no way I could turn her down.”
I choke on my Red Bull. “If you like your man parts, I suggest you don’t.”
“It’s not like I just want to fuck her and leave her. I want to be in a relationship with her.”
I sigh, trying to word what I have to say as kindly as possible. “Alec, you are also my best friend. And I know you well enough to know that you’re not a relationship kind of guy. You’re going to get with her. You’re going to woo her, and have her falling into your bed within a month. And then you are going to freak out and leave her, probably before she wakes up the next morning. My sister doesn’t need you screwing with her head.”
Alec whispers to me, “I think I’m falling in love with her.”
I choke on my Red Bull, again. “Geez, could you wait until I swallow to drop these big bombs.”
“Sorry. But it’s the truth.”
“Truth or not, you don’t do love, Alec. Seriously, try to imagine yourself married to Bridgett.”
Now it’s Alec’s turn to choke. “I never said anything about marriage.”
I shake my head. “Alec, if you love somebody, you eventually marry them. That’s how this works.”
“Some people never get married,” he protests. “I am definitely one of the non-marrying people.”
“That’s fine, for you. But Bridgett is definitely pro-marriage, as is the majority of the female population. So before you make a move on her, you need to think long and hard about it. If you break her heart, it would put a big damper on our friendship. She’s my twin sister. If you hurt her, you hurt me.”
Alec now looks deep in thought, which makes me happy. He does need to think about everything I said.
“What if I took it one day at a time?”
“Alec, you know that I love you, but you can’t think that way. The right now is good and all, but you have to look further ahead. If you live and plan for the right now, that’s all you’ll ever have. But Bridgett would give you a nice future. One day you might want a wife and kids. You’re 21 now, but what about ten years from now?”
“Thirty-one is still young.” He counters.
“Right. Well, do you see yourself with Bridgett in ten years?”
He groans. “I don’t know, Scar. That’s what dating is for, getting to know her… Figuring out if I want to spend the next ten years with her.”
“No. Friendship is for getting to know her. A relationship would be you getting to know her sexually. I think maybe you should continue the whole just friends thing, and once you’re truly ready to commit, then take the next step.”
“Good idea,” Alec agrees finally.
“I know.”
“But what if she doesn’t want to be with me?”
“That’s part of life,” I say, thinking of myself. “Disappointment, heartbreak, and rejection suck, but they make you stronger.”
The doorbell rings, and I look outside to see Bob standing there. 
Oh, thank God.
 
2:51 PM
I’m going to kill her.
 
Bridgett, Alec, and I are all sitting in the living room. Bob is giving us a rundown of the security plan, and apparently each of us are getting our own bodyguard. Bob is mine. Of course I get the scary one. Not that Larry and Ken aren’t scary. They are both muscular and tall, but Bob is bigger, stronger, and taller. Plus he has that tattoo of the dragon on his head, and it freaks me out. I bet he could fit one hand around my waist… And then he could squeeze me like a tube of toothpaste, squashing me in an instant.
I really need to stop watching scary movies.
On top of having personal bodyguards, there is also 24-hour security outside now. So, as if having Peter and the camera crew follow us around wasn’t enough, we now have huge security guys too. Just great.
But then again, maybe Stephan and I can put off our conversation! I am all for that, because I really want to keep him as my boyfriend a little bit longer.
“I’m going to LA on Friday. Do you think I should have security there too?” I ask nobody in particular.
Bob nods. “Definitely. We will all be going with you.”
“I’ll be gone for two weeks. I can just get a security team there… I don’t want to take you away from your families.”
“It is our job to do what you need,” he counters. “Besides, we have to feed our families, and you pay well.”
We all laugh. “Okay, deal. Thanks, you guys.”
Bob, Larry, and Ken all clear out of the living room.
“Bob is scary,” Bridgett whispers to me.
I laugh. “Yes, he is.”
“And Ken looks nothing like a Ken,” she adds.
I look at her, confused. “And what is Ken supposed to look like?”
“Barbie’s boyfriend, duh! He’s supposed to look like a tanned surfer, not an ex convict.”
“Criminals can be sexy,” I joke.
“Ken is definitely not sexy.” She’s clearly not amused.
“I for one am glad that we have them.” Alec’s relief is obvious on his face. “By the way, Scar, did I tell you I booked your favorite director to do the music video?”
“You got Owen?” I ask, smiling. “I love Owen. He’s so nice.”
“No. I got Nancy Hunter.” He smirks.
“Ugh, I hate that bitch! She’s a slave driver! You know I hate her. Why did you get her?”
“Owen is now retired,” he informs me. “But, if you remember, Nancy’s work is amazing. You got video of the year when she filmed you.”
“I also didn’t sleep more than three hours in two days! And the only reason I got to sleep was because I hid in a closet and slept on the floor. She has to be on crack. Nobody is naturally that peppy.”
Alec just shakes his head at me and laughs as he walks out of the room.
“Not funny!” I yell.
“Alec has a house in LA, right?” Bridgett asks after he’s out of earshot.
I nod. “Yep. And he’s definitely not staying at my house.”
“Good. I need some time away from him.”
“Oh? Why is that?” I ask.
“He’s just so…” She pauses, searching for a word. “Persistent.”
“So you don’t like him?”
“Oh, I do,” she quickly says. “That’s the problem. I need to get away from him before I do something stupid… Like fall in love.”
“Love
sucks.”
“Still haven’t talked with Stephan, huh?”
I shake my head. “Nope.”
“Don’t worry. He feels the same way.”
“I don’t know. If he did, I think he would have said something long before now. We always fight about it. He sends me mixed signals, and he confuses the hell out of me,” I admit.
“Alec is the same way. It must be a guy thing.”
I laugh, thinking Alec said the same thing about her. “Maybe you should just be honest with Alec.”
“No thank you. I’d rather avoid him.”
“You and I are both great at avoiding.”
The front door opens, and Stephan walks into the living room where Bridgett and I are. Bridgett laughs and whispers in my ear. “Looks like you won’t be avoiding much longer.” Then she gets up and leaves the freaking room right when I need her the most.
I’m going to kill her.
 
3:22 PM
First class.
 
“Hey,” Stephan greets me. “I see that Bob is back.”
I nod. “Did you see the mobs of people outside when you left for school?”
“Yes. I went out the back and left from my house,” he says. “They never saw me.”
“That’s probably for the best.” Not that it matters. They have hundreds of photos of Stephan and me together.
And cue the awkward silence.
“So…I really have nothing to say. I’m pretty sure the song said it all. Now I just have to wait for him to say something.
“I went to school today so I could skip tomorrow. I was thinking we could leave tonight,” he suggests.
“I’d have to call the pilot.”
“Actually, I bought tickets,” he says, pulling out a couple of plane tickets. “There is a one-hour layover in Vegas. I hope you don’t mind.”
“Commercial?” I ask. I haven’t flown commercial since I was fifteen.
“I hope you don’t mind. It’s first class.”
Great. Now he thinks I’m spoiled. “I would have been fine flying coach.”
“I know. But I wanted to do this for you. We need to leave here in about an hour. Does that give you enough time to pack?”
“I’ve practically lived my whole life from a suitcase,” I inform him. “Give me fifteen.”
“Okay.” He nods. “I’m going to go pack, and I’ll be back soon.”
Stephan comes back after half an hour, and I am packed and ready. I have a closet full of clothes in LA, but I still pack plenty of clothes. My closet there is full of clothes that my dad pressured me into wearing. Here, everything in my closet is all me (Even if my stylist, Monica, was the one who stocked it. She knew what I wanted).
Bob drives us to the airport his black SUV. Alec got him a first class ticket on the same plane as Stephan and me. It feels weird going through the security line. They make me do a full body scan, but they let Bob and Stephan go through the regular line. Stephan told me it was because the security guards wanted to see my boobs.
Not too long after we make it through security, they let the first class board.
“This is so weird,” I say, looking around the small space.
“Much different than what you’re used to.”
I nod. “Definitely. I thought first class would have more room.”
Stephan laughs. “You should see coach seating.”
Bob turns around in his seat. “This is awesome. I’ve never flown first class before.”
“Wait until we fly back on the private jet,” I tell him.
As people board the plane, a few people stop to take pictures of me. Bob forces them to leave and pulls a baseball cap out of his carry-on.
“What’s the big deal?” I ask.
“They could post the pictures online. Do you want paparazzi waiting at the Vegas airport for you?”
I take the baseball cap and put in on my head. “Good point.” I turn to Stephan. “How long is our layover in Vegas?”
“One hour,” he answers.
“Maybe next time we can stop there and spend a few nights.”
“Why? Neither of us are 21, so it’d be boring.”
I give him an ‘are you serious’ look. “I’m a celebrity. I don’t need an ID.”
“Don’t the casinos get in trouble for you being there?”
I nod. “It’s worth the fines they have to pay to have me seen there. But most of the time, nothing is said.  Restaurants started serving me alcohol at fifteen.”
Stephan is about to respond when the captain’s voice comes through the speakers. I sit back in my seat and relax.
 
4:43 PM
Vegas, baby!
 
Once we land in Vegas, we have to walk-run to the other side of the airport so we can board our flight to Los Angeles. It’s at this exact moment that I realize just how spoiled I really am. Being normal sucks.
“Your feet look like they hurt,” Stephan says, about halfway through our journey.
“They do. Next time we decide to use public transportation, remind me to wear flats.” I look down at my four-inch heels and sigh.
Finally, we make it to the correct terminal, only to see a sign that says “FLIGHT CANCELED”. What the fuck? I walk up to the desk.
“Why is the flight canceled?” I ask.
Without looking up, the lady says, “Next available flight out isn’t until tomorrow morning. Go to the service desk to book the flight.”
I glare at her. “I am Scarlett Ryan, and I demand to know why the flight is canceled.”
The lady looks up at me, and quickly straightens her skirt. Her tone instantly changes. “I’m sorry, Miss Ryan. There was a problem with one of the engines on the plane. A bird got caught, and the plane had to make an emergency landing. Unfortunately, there are no other seats available on a flight to LA tonight. I’m sorry. But I can call a hotel for you if you like.”
“No thanks.” I turn to Stephan. “I’ll call Alec. He can get us a room for the night. His friend owns a hotel here.”
One hour later, Bob, Stephan and I are walking into The Palms in Las Vegas. We are staying in the penthouse suite. Stephan and I let the bellhop carry our luggage, but when he tries to take Bob’s bag, Bob just glares at him. The bellhop looks as though he is going to crap himself. Stephan and I both knuckle bump Bob as we make our way into the elevator.
“Maybe flying commercial isn’t so bad,” I tell them as we make our way into our room. I’ve stayed at a lot of nice hotels, and this one is definitely one of the nicer ones.
“If you weren’t… you… it would suck.” Stephan laughs. “We would be sleeping at the airport, or on a bus right now, and our trip would be ruined. But you get us a freaking penthouse suite. This is incredible.”
When I called Alec, he offered to send a helicopter to come get me. I declined, saying a night in Vegas sounded perfect. I didn’t tell Stephan this.
“So what do you want to do?” I ask Stephan.
He looks excited. “I don’t know! We’re in Vegas! What do you propose we do?”
I think for a minute. Alec and I have been here twice a year since we met. Every year, on my birthday and his birthday, we come to Vegas. We’ve done a lot of crazy things, but my most memorable experience was singing karaoke with him at this tiny club. It’s not on the strip, so not many people know about it. We went in there and sang. Not one person recognized us.
“I have the perfect idea,” I say. “Get dressed. A nice pair of jeans and a polo, nothing too fancy.”
I run off to my room to get ready. I take a quick shower, curl my hair, and put on a simple outfit. I find a pair of short Daisy Duke shorts and a dark red top. I start to put on a pair of heels, but instead grab my red Toms… Actually, they’re Bridgett’s. I stole them when I was packing, just in case. I smile at my reflection and come back into the sitting area of our suite.
“Where is Bob?” I ask Stephan.
“He’s napping. He said to wake him when we were ready to leave.”
I look at Stephan and whisper. “Let’s sneak away…”
“Do you really think that’s a good idea?”
“Let me ask you something.” I pause for dramatic effect. “Do you want to wake Bob up?”
He doesn’t have to think long. “No.”
“Do you want my 400 pound security guard tagging along with us your first time in Las Vegas?”
He shakes his head again.
I grab Stephan’s hand, and we run for it.
 
7:57 PM
Karaoke
 
“Karaoke?” Stephan questions when we walk inside.
“Trust me, after a couple of shots you will be dying to get up there.”
Stephan orders us both a shot of tequila. It’s the first time I’ve had alcohol in almost four months. I’d say that this is a well-deserved night out. I lick the side of my hand and put salt on it, Stephan does the same.
“I propose a toast,” he says, holding up his glass. “Here is to new adventures, taking a chance, and having the night of our lives.”
Our shot glasses clink together. I lick the salt off my hand and down the shot. I chase it down with a lime. The alcohol burns all the way down to my stomach, and I remember I haven’t eaten.
“Maybe we should order some…” Before I can say food, another shot glass is in front of me, and I forgot what I was going to say.
Thirty minutes later, Stephan and I are singing a duet on stage. Lucky by Jason Mraz and Colbie Caillat never sounded so good, though that could definitely be the alcohol talking. Stephan doesn’t sound half bad though. I am pleasantly surprised.
I think about the words as we sing them. Stephan picked out the song, and I’m trying hard not to read too much into it, but I can’t help it. My tipsy state of mind over-analyzes everything. The lyrics are so sweet, and they are exactly how I feel about him.
But a couple of shots later, I’m too drunk to think about what we sang.
“We should do another song.” I’m pretty sure my voice is slurred.
“Okay.” Stephan agrees. He doesn’t seem nearly as drunk as I am. He picks the song again, and one more shot later we are singing Marry You by Bruno Mars. Hey — it’s Vegas. It’s fitting. Maybe a couple hears our song and decides to get married because of it.
The crowd is cheering us on, and I get into it. I start dancing around Stephan, and he is smiling at me, shaking his head. He’s never seen this side of me.
After our song is over, I do another shot. I know that I should stop, but the rational side of my brain is currently too intoxicated to care.
“I am really drunk,” I tell Stephan, and then start laughing for no reason.
“I am too,” he agrees. “We should probably stop before we do something stupid.”
“We should get food!” I say, suddenly wanting pizza. “I know the best pizza place!”
“Good idea. We probably should have eaten before we drank so much.”
We get up and leave the karaoke bar. I realize just how wasted I am when I start walking. I trip over my own feet and nearly fall down. I lean on Stephan, who is also wobbly.
“You know…” I start out. “If we would have brought Bob, he could have carried us.”
“I don’t know about you, but I don’t want Bob to carry me.”
“I want somebody to carry me,” I start to whine. “The ground keeps moving, and I don’t want to fall.”
“I’ll carry you,” Stephan offers. “You’re so small, I bet I could carry you with one arm.” He trips, nearly bringing us both down. I laugh as we lean against a building for support.
“If you carried me, you would fall.”
“You know what I’ve always wanted to do?”
“What?” I ask.
“To play poker in Vegas,” he answers.
“Then let’s go!”
 
12:01 AM
Poker
 
I have lost count of the shots I’ve taken. The room has been spinning for the last thirty minutes, and everything is hilarious. Stephan is actually good at poker, though I tell him it’s because I’m with him. I’m his “good luck charm”.
“I think I should stop playing,” Stephan tells me after playing for an hour.
“Why? You’re doing sooooo good!”
He blinks hard a few times. “Well, the table keeps moving. We should probably go back to the hotel.”
“Good idea.”
He cashes out, and we head out of the casino. I’m not sure which way our hotel is, but right now I really don’t care.
“Hey, Scarlett?”
“Yeah…” My voice sounds unnaturally high. I sing just to hear myself. I’m fucking good.
“You know the song you wrote for me?”
“Duh, I wrote it! Of course I know it.” I pout a little bit. “You didn’t like it.”
“I did like it. A lot. I thought that you didn’t love me. You keep telling me that you won’t have sex with me 'cause we’re not in love.”
“I said that because you don’t love me,” I quickly clarify.
“But I do…” He pauses. “I feel like I shouldn’t be saying this when I’ve drank this much, but I love you.”
“I thought you were waiting to tell your future bride. I thought it was something special you were going to say on your wedding day.” Why did I say that?
I love you, too, would have sounded much better.
“Crap. I did say that, didn’t I?” Stephan frowns for a second, but then he smiles. “I’ve got an idea!”


 
 
Friday, November 7
12:08 PM
This cannot be happening.
 
My head is pounding, and the room is spinning. I try to open my eyes, but the light hurts so much. My stomach suddenly feels queasy. Whatever is in my stomach wants out. I get up and run toward the nearest bathroom, which I’m not sure where that is.
Where am I?
I don’t have time to think about it. I find the bathroom and run toward the toilet. I barely make it before I vomit up any remnants of last night’s alcohol. Just as I think I’m almost done, more comes up.
How much did I drink last night?
After I finally stop puking my guts up, I walk to the bathroom sink and splash cold water on my face. It’s then that I notice I have a ring on my left hand. Upon closer inspection, I see that it is just a cheap plastic ring. I sigh in relief. For a second I thought I did something stupid, like get married. Even when I’m wasted out of my mind, I’m too smart to do something stupid like that.
What did I do last night? I have no idea. I remember doing tequila shots and karaoke. I remember we were going to walk back to the hotel, but that is where things got fuzzy.We obviously didn’t make it back to the hotel… I think maybe we played poker, but I’m not sure. It feels like maybe poker was just a dream, because it’s all so fuzzy.
My head hurts from thinking. I decide that I will just have to ask Stephan. Certainly he remembers. Or at least I hope he does.
Somehow I find the strength to walk out of the bathroom. The room that we are in is definitely not the room we were staying in at The Palms. The room is small. There is a flat screen television sitting on a nightstand, and one king size bed. Stephan is currently passed out on that bed. The carpet is an ugly shade of green with patterns of pink and yellow swirled around. There is also half a bottle of vodka sitting on a table in the corner that I don’t remember buying.
I look down at myself. All of my clothes are on, and for that I am thankful. It means that Stephan and I didn’t have sex. I didn’t want our first time to be when I’m drunk. I want to remember every second of heated passion.
I look around the room for my phone, but then I remember I left it at the hotel. I didn’t want Bob to wake up and call me. I didn’t want him to know where I was. I just needed one normal night off with Stephan. Now, I’m kind of wishing that we had brought him with us. If we would’ve, maybe I wouldn’t have drunk so much.
Why do I get the feeling that I did something stupid? What if people took pictures? Ugh, I can already see the headlines. Scarlett is out of control. Scarlett refuses rehab. Fame is too much for Scarlett to handle. Why did I allow myself to drink so much?
I just want my head to stop pounding.
I climb onto the bed beside Stephan, just as he starts to wake up. His eyes are glassy, and I’m pretty sure he’s still a little bit drunk. Maybe I am too.
“How much did I drink last night?” I ask him.
“Inside voice,” he whispers back, and then massages his forehead. “I have never drank so much alcohol in my life.”
I have, but I’ll just keep that bit of information to myself. I’m disappointed in myself. I thought I could do a couple shots and not get shit-faced. I was wrong. I obviously have no self-control. And worst of all, Stephan saw me like that. I never wanted him to see that side of me.
“Do you remember last night?” I whisper to him. I’m hoping that he remembers more than I do, which is basically nothing.
“Somewhat. We did karaoke, played poker… and…and…” He pauses. “It’s a little fuzzy, but I think… Oh my God…”
“What?” I’m scared to ask. If I did something stupid, it could ruin my career. And just when I was finally getting everything I wanted.
“I think we got married.”
I laugh, because what he is saying has to be a joke. And maybe I’m still drunk too. I would never laugh at that under normal circumstances, because it’s not funny. Maybe he’s saying that, because I did something really stupid, and I’ll be so relieved that we aren’t married that it will seem less horrible in perspective. “Yeah, right. I’m hung over and now is not the time to joke. What really happened?”
“I’m not joking,” he quickly says. “It’s coming back to me now. I remember… After poker I told you that I love you, and then you said something like I was supposed to say it on our wedding day, or something… And I agreed with you. We had to fix it. And then I remember going to the chapel, and I bought you a plastic ring.”
I hold up my left hand. “This plastic ring?”
He nods.
My stomach feels sick again.
“I remember paying the Elvis impersonator, and I remember saying our vows.” Stephan runs his hands through his hair. “Scarlett, we are married.”
This cannot be happening.
“Are you absolutely positive? Maybe we just said our vows and didn’t get the actual license.”
Stephan rolls over and grabs a paper off the nightstand and hands it to me. It’s our marriage license issued by the state of Nevada. Both of our signatures are on it. Which makes it very real.
“So we’re married,” I say.
“We are.”
“What are we going to do about it? Do you think that people know?” I am wishing that I had my phone with me so I could check out some gossip blogs.
Stephan thinks for a moment. “I don’t think anybody knows, Scarlett. But I definitely don’t think we should tell anybody. My mom would have a heart attack if she knew.”
“I don’t want to tell Stacy either. Or Bridgett. Or Alec. Ugh, or Anna! They are all going to be so disappointed in us.” I turn to Stephan. “Do you think we should get it annulled?”
“Before we even have time to consummate our marriage?”
I laugh. Even through the severity of our situation, Stephan finds a way to cheer me up… even if it only last for a few seconds.
“I think we should just stay married and not tell anybody. Then in like five years, when we’re actually old enough to be married, we have a big wedding,” he answers.
“But I’m only nineteen, and you’re eighteen. We are way
too
young to be married.”
“That’s why we won’t tell anybody,” he says, like it’s going to be the easiest thing in the world to hide.
For the first time, I smile. “Are we really doing this?”
“Yes, we are really doing this, Mrs. Montgomery.”
Oh my God.
I’m married.
 
The End.
Look for Hated, Book 3, coming SOON!
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