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To my boys, Mike and Tyler.

—J.C.


Foreword: Scene One, Take One

I’m going to let you in on a little HOLLYWOOD SECRET: Movie stars don’t always get along. It’s true. You can’t believe everything you hear during interviews on Access Hollywood . When a star is asked about her costar, she’ll gush about how the two are best buds who go to the Coffee Bean and Tea Leaf every Saturday morning after Ashtanga yoga for a fat-free vanilla Ice Blended. The truth is they probably haven’t seen each other outside work in six months. Celebrities will say anything for good publicity.

How do I know? You’ve probably already guessed. I’m one of them. One of Teen People’s “25 Hottest Stars Under 25.” Number six on Entertainment Weekly’s “It List.” And, unfortunately, I’m as guilty as anyone of the secret I just shared. What can I say? My publicist, Laney Peters, says talking honestly about Sky Mackenzie would be bad for my image.

“You’re America’s newest sweetheart,” she explains with a flip of her $300 honey-highlighted hair during one of our notoriously long lunch meetings at The Ivy. “You don’t bash people — especially your costars. The Kaitlin Burke the public loves would never do such a thing.”

Yeah, well, the real me is having a tough time sticking to that motto. Sky and I have never been friends and we’ve worked together since we were four, when we were cast to play fraternal twins on the nighttime soap Family Affair. I should have known we would have a volatile relationship from our first scene together. Seconds before the director yelled “action,” Sky clocked me over the head with her pink Barbie Corvette. We delayed filming for a week — while we waited for the large bump on my head to go down.

Just like real life, our characters are polar opposites. Sky plays Sara, the scheming bad seed in our TV family. This season alone Sara has crashed our dad’s Hummer, slept with his boss, and been in rehab for her rum and Coke addiction. My character, Samantha, is a bit of a goody two-shoes. In one episode, Sam skipped the winter formal to run a food drive for a local orphanage. Kind of makes you want to gag, doesn’t it?

After twelve seasons, I’ve become a pro at ignoring Sky’s comments. (“Nice zit, K,” she said the other morning in makeup. “Ever hear of Clearasil?”) I’ve even learned to tune out the tantrums she throws when she thinks I have more lines than her in an episode.

But this time Sky’s gone too far. It all started when TV Tome voted me the most popular teen in prime time. Sky was so beside herself she trashed her dressing room and refused to work for days, saying she was suffering from “exhaustion.” Personally, I think Sky was just mad that she ranked number eight.

It was right after those rumors about me began popping up in the tabloids. I’m not talking silly stuff like, “Family Affair’s Kaitlin Burke is an alien!” That I could deal with. These were cruel stories — ones that my mom feels compelled to read (she reads all my press) and show me. The stories said I threw a fit when FA’s new hottie, Trevor Wainright, asked Sky out instead of me. They said my parents were control freaks. They said I was thinking of leaving the show. This week, Mom showed me a cover story Hollywood Nation ran on my supposed downfall: “Is Kaitlin Burke No Longer TV’s Good Girl?” the headline blared. I’m convinced Sky is behind the tabloid frenzy, which is why I marched into her dressing room yesterday to confront her.

“Skylar,” I began, because I know she hates being called by her full name, “Did you see the new issue of TV Tome?”

“Hey, K,” Sky cooed. She was lounging on her reupholstered zebra-print couch, which sits in front of her new leopard-skin rug. Her African safari-themed dressing room is very un-PC. “No, I haven’t.”

“I have it here.” I shoved the worn magazine under her nose. “There’s a story about FA.”

“So?” She snapped the red Kabbalah rubber band she had on, acting all uninterested. “What does it say?”

“ ‘Sky Mackenzie, Family Affair’s favorite bad girl, is heartbroken over rumors that her TV sis, played by Kaitlin Burke, might be killed off,’” I read calmly. “‘Sources say Kaitlin’s lovable character, Sam, may be stricken with a fatal disease, leaving her twin, Sara, an only child. “I don’t know what I’ll do without Katie around,” Sky said sadly when asked about the rumors. “The two of us are really like sisters!”’”

“I was devastated when I heard that.” Sky didn’t look upset to me. Actually she stood up and yawned — keeping one hand on her Lucky jeans so they wouldn’t fall off her bony hips — and walked over to her bamboo dressing mirror. “I had to take two Midol and lie down for a while,” she added. “But not to worry, K — I asked the writers and they said it’s not true.”

“Of course it’s not true! You made it up!” I was getting visibly upset despite my actor training telling me not to.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Sky replied as she examined her long raven hair and overtanned complexion in the mirror.

“So you don’t know where Celeb Insider got that crazy story about me reshooting a kissing scene with Trevor to make you jealous either, huh?” I asked. “What did it say again? Oh, that’s right. ‘Kaitlin Burke made Sky Mackenzie fly off the set in tears.’”

“Someone must really not like you around here, K.” She squinted her big brown eyes at me. “Come to think of it, I just read another story about you. Online. Something about your mom being a total Hollywood wannabe.”

That was the last straw. I wanted to lunge at her. I pictured an insane catfight like Paige and Krystal always get into on our show (you know the type — someone always winds up pushed into a pool wearing an evening gown), but then I remembered Laney’s plea. So instead, I turned on my heels and slammed the dressing room door.

“Don’t be a stranger, K!” Sky called out in a singsong voice.

I CAN’T STAND HER!

I love my job, but between us, times like this make me want to buy a one-way ticket out of Los Angeles. I feel like everyone I know lives and breathes Hollywood 365 days a year. Whatever happened to a little downtime? You know, talking about something other than movies, curling up with a good book or going to the beach? Laney and my parents don’t know it yet, but I’ve been thinking about making some serious changes when Family Affair wraps for the season. Like finding a remote island and clearing my head for a while….

Who am I kidding? When your face is on TV every Sunday night at 9 PM, how do you disappear without people noticing?


One: On the 101

“Kates. Katie? KAITLIN! Get up!” Nadine’s muffled voice calls as I lay motionless beneath my heavenly 600-thread-count comforter. “You’re supposed to be at the shoot at eight-thirty, and it’s already seven AM.”

I hear Nadine frantically searching through piles of my unread magazines and clothes, looking for my cell phone. “You know how bad the traffic is on the 101. Get up!”

“Alright, alright,” I groan as I throw back my Star Wars bed sheets. “It’s just that we wrapped so late last night.”

“At least you didn’t have an hour drive home at one AM,” she says with a yawn. I watch groggily as Nadine finds my cell lying on top of a still-packed suitcase I took to New York for a press junket last weekend.

I feel bad for Nadine, but the person I really feel sorry for is my makeup artist, Shelly. She’s going to have a tough time covering my dark undereye circles for today’s Teen People shoot.

“Throw these on.” Nadine tosses me my favorite pair of worn boot-cut faded denim jeans. “Paul and Shelly are going to do your hair and makeup when you get there, so don’t worry about that,” she adds sharply. “Just wash your face.”

I nod. I’m more concerned with finding my Sidekick, which has everything I need: my overbooked calendar, friends’ digits, and e-mail to help me stay in touch even when I’m on location in remote Kauai. I scan the top of my cluttered dresser, then drop down on the cherry-wood floor and look under my custom-designed canopy bed. “Gee, you’re in a great mood!” I yell. “Any chance it has something to do with my mom?” I spot my green bejeweled Sidekick peeking out from under my Dodgers cap and grab it. I pull myself out and stand up to face Nadine. Her pale white face turns as red as her pixie-length hair at the mention of Mom’s name. She folds her lanky arms across her chest, which bears the words WILL WORK FOR FOOD across her army green Urban Outfitters t-shirt. “Forget I brought it up,” I say quickly.

Last night Mom claimed she had a fever and bailed the FA set at seven, leaving Nadine to play chaperone. (Since I’m only sixteen, I need a guardian on set with me at all times. Not that I ever really think of Nadine as a guardian. She’s only 23 herself.) I have a sneaking suspicion that Mom slipped out so she could go to that John Travolta dinner at the Beverly Hills Hilton, but if I tell Nadine that, she’ll blow her top. She already thinks my mom is “vicariously living through her daughter’s good fortune.” She tells me this whenever we catch Mom flirting with my male costars in one of her PB&J Couture suits.

“Why are you up so early anyway? I thought Mom was taking me today,” I ask as I race into my bathroom to brush my teeth with my Han Solo toothbrush.

“Your mom forgot about her tennis lesson,” Nadine says wearily. “Rodney picked me up on the way. Thankfully I printed out your itinerary when I got home last night.”

I spit out the toothpaste and dash over to my walk-in closet to find something to wear. I’m totally a jeans-and-t-shirt kind of girl when I’m not working, but since today is a business thing, I settle on my vintage tweed blazer and green suede size 9 Pumas. I think they make my feet look smaller. Which is a good thing since my younger brother Matt calls me “Bigfoot.”

As I tie my shoes, I watch Nadine whip today’s itinerary out of her brown leather binder. Nadine calls it her “bible.” She keeps a list of my bra size, favorite designers, food likes (pork fried rice and veggie dumplings from Chow Mein’s in Santa Monica) and dislikes (the smell of tuna makes me gag) and DVD must-haves for downtime on the set (Star Wars box set? Check. Legally Blonde? Check), plus a phone list of casting agents, talk show producers, and studio heads that I might need to call at any given moment. Basically Nadine likes any excuse to use a spreadsheet.

“Okay, so the shoot is supposed to end at two, and then you have that fitting at So Chic at two-thirty for the Off-Key premiere,” Nadine tells me as she pins her thick red hair back with a Hello Kitty barrette. “On the car ride over you have two phone interviews. One with E! and one with Weekly Entertainment.”

“Is that all?” I joke. I grab my Sidekick and shove it in my denim messenger bag. Several green jewels pop off the unit and fall to the floor. Next time I should just have my Sidekick bejeweled professionally, instead of attempting to Bedazzle it myself.

Nadine ushers me out the bedroom door and down the spiral staircase, into our family room. “Don’t blame me,” she mutters. “Your mom is your manager. She’s the one who sets your schedule.” Nadine opens her mouth to say something else, but stops. Mom’s entered the room in her tennis whites and a pink PB&J Couture hoodie.

“Sweetie, you’re up. I was just going to wake you,” she says, giving me a quick peck on the cheek. My mom’s birth certificate says she’s forty, but looking at her, you wouldn’t think she’s a day over thirty-five. Platinum blond (kudos to Sergi, her colorist), bronzed (thanks to Fergie at Mystic Tanning), and in fantastic shape (daily training with Logan), she sometimes gets mistaken for my older sister. She loves when that happens.

“I was thinking,” my mom begins, towering over me. (I inherited Mom’s emerald green eyes, but not her statuesque height.) She grabs a clump of my naturally honey blond hair. “When Paul does your hair today, tell him not to pull it back,” she says, eyeing the strands closely. “It should be down and curly, like Mina Burrows in this month’s Vogue. I hate when your hair is pulled back. Your head looks too small.”

Nadine mumbles something under her breath.

“I also want you to promise me you’ll at least try on some couture stuff,” Mom continues. “It makes you look more grown up and sophisticated. That’s how you get the older roles, sweetie. Look older.”

“I’m sixteen,” I say as I untangle myself from her and make my way into our spacious kitchen. I open the Sub-zero fridge and toss Nadine a water, then grab a cinnamon raisin bagel for myself. “I like looking my age. I hate how Sky’s always trying to be twenty-five instead of sixteen. She looks ridiculous.”

“You may think so, honey, but Sky’s going for an image. We’ve got to take yours to the next level too if you want bigger and better roles.” Mom raises her eyebrow at me — never a good sign — and grabs the bagel out of my hand. She hands me a peach instead.

I know I could be grounded for life for saying this, but sometimes I wish my mom could be a lot more like my TV one. Paige Stevens always lets Sam cry on her shoulder. There was this one episode when Sam lost out on homecoming queen to the foreign exchange student from Bosnia. Paige canceled her business trip to Paris and consoled Sam by baking a double batch of brownies and renting The Notebook to watch together.

If I lost a movie role to Sky, I don’t think my mom would be baking me brownies. I don’t think she even knows how to turn on the oven.

“We should go. Rodney is going to have a fit if we make him wait any longer,” Nadine announces.

“Okay, have fun, Kaitie-Kat,” Mom coos. I cringe. I don’t really like it when she calls me that. “Sorry none of us could make it to the shoot today. I couldn’t possibly cancel tennis with Paris’s mom, and Dad is busy playing golf with Matt and that casting director from New Line. Those episodes of ER Matty did gave him a lot of buzz.”

HOLLYWOOD SECRET NUMBER TWO: Everyone — and I mean everyone — in Los Angeles is in the biz. From the studious-looking Chateau Marmont bellhop who confides that he’s writing a screenplay to the checkout girl at Bristol Farms supermarket with the two-inch-long fake nails who asks you how she might break into modeling, it’s hard to find anyone who isn’t obsessed with the glitz, glamour, and piles of cash Hollywood attracts, including my family. Ten years ago, my mom left her job as a receptionist at a cosmetic surgery office in Malibu to manage my career. (“No one will look out for you the way I could, Kate-Kate.”) Three years later, Dad quit his salesman gig at Beverly Hills Auto to become a movie producer. So far, he’s only worked on my films. (“If I help make decisions on all your movies, sweetums, we can rev up your earnings!” Dad exclaimed, using one of his terrible car expressions.) I guess it was only a matter of time then before my thirteen-year-old brother aspired to be the next Ashton Kutcher.

Nadine seems to be the exception. As she taps her frayed Birkenstocks impatiently, I notice she’s carrying her GMAT prep book. Having graduated summa cum laude from Princeton, her goal is to stay in L.A. for a few years, make a ton of money, and then go to Harvard Business School. Nadine wants to be CEO of the world — or at least a Fortune 500 company. She’d be good at it too.

“Don’t worry about it, Mom.” I glance nervously at Nadine out of the corner of my eye. “I’ll see you later.” Nadine grabs my arm gently and we hurry out the front door. Lately it seems like all I do is run. We sprint down the long brick walkway and jump into the black sedan, where Rodney is waiting.

“Morning, Kates,” Rodney mumbles, his mouth full of his usual breakfast, a bagel and veggie cream cheese. “Oversleep again?”

At six feet four inches and weighing in at almost three hundred pounds, Rodney looks like he could lay the smack down on any wrestler in the WWE, but the truth is, he’s a big teddy bear. Rodney’s been my bodyguard for the past two years. My parents hired him after I was mobbed at a Virgin Megastore in the Valley while buying a John Mayer CD. Rodney’s real career goal is to be an action star — he’s appeared as a bouncer in some club scenes on Family Affair — but the security gig, plus chauffeuring me around, must be good money in the meantime.

I settle into the comfy black seats and stare groggily out the window as the car winds down the long driveway and Rodney punches the security code on our wrought-iron gates. We bought our house in the Los Angeles suburb of San Marino three years ago, when I re-signed my FA contract. I wish I could say I helped pick out the mammoth Spanish-style hacienda, but the truth is Mom and Dad went house hunting without me.

I close my eyes for what feels like a minute when the car comes to a sudden stop.

“Um, Nadine?” says Rodney calmly. I sit up and peek out the tinted windows. The freeway is totally backed up. “Unless you want to radio a chopper, we’re going to be late for this shoot.” Nadine frowns. “But think of it this way — they can’t start without us.” Rodney lets out a big, bellowing laugh.

Since we’re not going anywhere for a while, I pull out my Sidekick to text-message my best friend, and only nonceleb pal, Liz Mendes. I know better than to call her house before 10 AM on the weekends. Mr. Mendes doesn’t rise before noon. He’s an entertainment lawyer who usually wines and dines his celebrity clients (like moi, which is how Liz and I met a few years ago) into the wee hours of the AM.

PRINCESSLEIA25: R U up?

POWERGIRL82: Yes. Got kickboxing.

PRINCESSLEIA25: Y??? U took class yesterday!!!

POWERGIRL82: I have 2 work on my roundabout kick for competition.

PRINCESSLEIA25: U R obsessed!

POWERGIRL82: Cute. U should take a class. Then U could kick Sky’s butt.

PRINCESSLEIA25: Not a bad idea.

POWERGIRL82: Want to meet at A Slice of Heaven? 4?

PRINCESSLEIA25: K. I’ll be done by then.

POWERGIRL82: C U then!

“Before we get there, Laney wanted me to go over a few things about the interview,” Nadine announces when she notices the traffic letting up. “She won’t be there.”

“Okay.” I put away my Sidekick.

“Number one, make sure you talk about the Family Affair finale,” she reads off the printed e-mail from Laney.

“Piece of cake.” I stifle a yawn.

“Number two, make sure you don’t reveal too many details about what’s going to happen at Krystal’s wedding.”

“No major plot leaks,” I agree, shaking my head.

“And most importantly,” she finishes, “downplay the animosity between you and Sky.”

I pretend to be fascinated by the shiny Mercedes and Porsches whizzing by the window.

Nadine eyes me suspiciously. “Seriously, Kaitlin. Tell this Zara chick you don’t want to talk about Sky or Trevor.”

“That’s all she’s going to want to talk about,” I protest.

“We went over this with Laney,” she recites smoothly. “You and Trevor are friends. You’re happy for him and Sky. Whatever you do, don’t ramble on about the whole thing. You think every reporter is your friend, Kaitlin, but they’re not. They just want the story.”

“I can’t help it.” I look over at Rodney. I can tell he’s trying not to laugh. “They get me going about Sky, and I find myself coming up with excuses about why we don’t hang together. I mean, I can’t tell them she’s positively evil, right? That would make me look bad. And the Trevor thing — I don’t like him! Not that way. I feel bad he’s been hypnotized by Sky, but…”

“You’re doing it again.” Nadine wags a finger at me. “You’re rambling.”

“Sky’s a sore subject with me.” I fold my tanned arms across my chest.

“When you’re nervous, you ramble,” Nadine says sternly. “I don’t care if Zara claims to be president of the Kaitlin Burke fan club. Don’t say anything negative. Let Sky bury herself.”

“Okay,” I agree wearily.

“Well, whatever you plan to say, figure it out quick,” announces Rodney as we pull into the tiny parking lot at Fred Segal on Melrose. “We’re here.”


Two: Schmoozing at Fred Segal

When Teen People told me they wanted to shoot my cover story at my favorite store, I immediately thought of this sci-fi shop on La Cienega where I buy Star Wars memorabilia. I know it borders on geekdom, but I’m obsessed with Star Wars. Not only is it the best good vs. evil story ever, with the cutest heroes (don’t even get me started on my “it boy,” the charmingly cocky Han Solo), but it also has a butt-kicking heroine. What I wouldn’t give to play Princess Leia, with my hair in wacky bun braids….

But we won’t be talking about my love of all things Star Wars today. Laney nixed the idea. “It’s nerdy. Pick Fred Segal. That store is hip.”

Even if you’ve never been to Fred Segal, you’ve probably heard of this celeb magnet. The two-story shopping mecca on Melrose (there’s another larger location in Santa Monica) houses a maze of mini boutiques that are filled with trendy threads boasting high pricetags. I’m partial to their jean bar, where they shorten all my favorite brands (I’m only 5'3") free of charge.

Rodney, Nadine, and I grab our things and walk up to the vine-covered gray stone storefront at exactly 8:58 AM, where a security guard is waiting for us.

“We actually made it.” Nadine breathes a sigh of relief.

The guard unlocks the doors to the closed building and ushers us inside. It’s weird being here when music isn’t pounding over the stereo speakers and the Fred Segal Beauty boutique isn’t packed. As we pass the shoe department, I hear someone call my name. I turn and see a petite blonde with a tape recorder strutting towards me.

“It’s so nice to meet you,” she gushes. “I’m Zara Connors from Teen People.”

“It’s great to be here.” I snap to attention and give her a big smile. “I love Teen People.”

“We love to hear that. So you know why we’re here then? We want to capture the real you on a shopping excursion. Laney said Fred Segal is your favorite.”

“Yes, I shop here all the time,” I tell her cheerily.

“You have an hour for hair and makeup before the store opens, then we’ll shoot you pointing out your favorite things.” Zara consults the schedule in her hand. “At the end, we’ll go over some other questions. Sound good?” I nod.

Zara leads the way to the small crew. I quickly say hello to the photo editor, the assistants, and the photographer, Marc Bennet — making sure to compliment him on the last shoot we did together, a cover for Lucky — then I head over to my hair and makeup artists, Paul and Shelly. They’ve been my team on FA ever since I can remember, and I adore them. So does Mom. She makes sure they’re hired for all my photo shoots.

“Doll, we’ve got to stop meeting like this,” Paul wails dramatically as I approach the makeshift station of beauty supplies they’ve set up on a Fred Segal counter. “These nine AM call times after a heinous night on Affair are not good for my beauty rest. And let’s just forget about Jacques’s reaction. He was beyond bitter when I told him I couldn’t meet him for breakfast at Joan’s on Third this morning.” Jacques, a fellow hair designer (Word of warning: Never call Paul a “hairdresser”), is Paul’s latest crush. They’ve gone on two dates and already Paul is smitten.

“Oh please, you saw him yesterday!” Shelly punches him on the arm.

“Yeah, but that was more than twenty-four hours ago,” he sniffs.

I swear Paul and Shelly would make a great reality show. He’s a handsome California boy from Venice Beach and she’s a loud-mouthed Southern broad with an imposing chest. They’re complete opposites, and yet they fit great (unlike Sky and me). While Paul only wears designer duds, Shelly is a bargain shopper. She hits all the sales and only buys things if they’re marked down sixty percent off or more. This horrifies Paul, who wouldn’t be caught dead in last season’s anything.

“Okay, Kates, what’s it going to be today?” Shelly asks, giving my face a once-over with toner, then dabbing concealer under my eyes. “How about some sparkly eye shadow to bring out those green eyes of yours? Or maybe some body glitter?”

“Do you think glitter is a bit much?” I wonder. “Real people go to the mall in sweats.”

“Oh, not the real people thing again,” Paul laments, spritzing my hair and pulling it into a low chignon, the way I like it. “Honey, let’s get one thing straight. You’re not real. You’re Hollywood. You’re supposed to look better than those people.” Paul peers into my mirror, checks his curly brown hair for frizz, and gives me a wink.

I swat his face away. Everyone thinks I’m crazy to be so fascinated with “the real world”— a.k.a anything beyond the borders of greater Los Angeles. “People would kill to have enough money to fly their friends to Turks and Caicos for their sweet sixteen,” Liz always reminds me. Yeah, but real people don’t have to worry about someone like Sky talking trash about them on the nightly news either.

As soon as Paul gives me a final spritz of hairspray, Zara appears at my side, ready to start the interview. Our first stop is the perfume counter. (“I love anything with a hint of lavender,” I repeat, just as Laney instructed. She said lavender traditionally evokes luck and trust or something, so Zara will be impressed.) Marc follows, snapping pictures of me posing with various products. Picking up the rear are Nadine and Rodney. Now that the store is officially open, Rodney’s got his “Don’t mess with us” face on. That plus his large frame, shiny bald head, and dark black sunglasses are enough to scare anyone away. Anyone but Fred Segal’s PR woman.

“Kaitlin Burke! Not sure if you remember me; I’m Kathy Sutherland, public relations director for Fred Segal and Fred Segal Beauty.” The tall, thin brunette in a killer tweed pantsuit holds her perfectly manicured hand out.

“Of course.” I smile, shaking her hand. “Thanks for the spa day last month.”

“No problem.” She flashes her perfect pearly whites at me. “Fred Segal is all about taking care of their special customers. And this, by the way, is for you.” She holds out several white Fred Segal shopping bags stuffed with products. “There’s one for you and Nadine, of course, and I packed some of your mom’s favorites as well.”

“Thank you.” I take the bags slowly. “That’s so nice.” If Kathy could only see my bathroom. It’s exploding with free products. I could run a small spa out of my house.

HOLLYWOOD SECRET NUMBER THREE: Big stars get a lot of free stuff. Small stars get zippo. Okay, maybe they get a small discount or a free handbag now and then, but not often. This secret has no logic, I know. Once you can afford things, free stuff starts showing up at your publicist’s office on a daily basis. Mention that you can’t live without a certain moisturizer on Live with Regis and Kelly and they’ll ship a box out the next day.

Kathy joins our posse as we hit the jeans bar. Marc has me pose with several pairs of denim while Zara fires off questions like, “What’s your favorite thing to wear on your day off?” (“My Princess Leia t-shirt with cut-off green sweatpants. I find green soothing.”) “What did you spend your first paycheck on?” (“When I was seven, I bought a massive trampoline for our backyard.”) “How much is your current handbag?” (“I splurged on thousand-dollar cream canvas and green leather Prada bowler bags for my friend Liz and me — but I had to ask my mom’s permission first.”)

As we make our way to the shoe department, I notice our group has grown. A lot. Several girls are following us, even though they’re trying not to make it obvious. “Isn’t this cute?” one pipes up, holding up a pink sequined top and showing it to her giggling friend. Another tries to take a picture with her camera phone, but Rodney puts the kibosh on that. “Can Kaitlin take a picture?” she begs. Rodney takes another bite of his Almond Bar and says “after the shoot.”

By eleven-thirty we’ve hit every department in the store. For the final shot, Marc gets the group of girls following us to pose for a picture of me “leaving” with dozens of Fred Segal bags. Most of the bags were actually mine since Kathy kept trying to give me anything I said was cute, including a pair of funky banana-yellow pumps.

Once I’ve signed autographs and posed for pictures, I finish my interview with Zara. After a few softballs (I told her my most embarrassing moment was when I accidentally spat food on Julia Roberts at a party), Zara wants to know the real dirt.

“Everyone in our office is obsessed with Trevor Wainright.” She sighs. “We love his character, Ryan. What’s it like to kiss him?”

“He’s a great kisser. He has really soft lips,” I giggle. Hey, it’s true. Not that I have so many guys to compare him to.

“I’m sure it’s awkward though,” Zara comments, “since Sky has a thing for Trevor.”

“You’d have to ask her about that.” I calmly dodge the ticking time bomb.

“So there’s no guy in your life right now?” Zara prods. I watch as she slides her tape recorder across the perfume counter where we’re standing and closer to me.

I shake my head and smile. “Sadly, no. Between FA and my homework and charity obligations, I don’t have a lot of free time.”

“You seemed to make room last year, when you were spotted around town with Drew Thomas.”

“We didn’t date,” I explain firmly. “We just had a few dinners. We were in talks to do a movie together.” What I want to say is that Drew is an egotistical muscle head who is more concerned with how his famous dates can advance his career than having an actual relationship. I found that out the hard way, and I’ve had no desire to date anyone since. Of course, I truly haven’t had the time to either.

“This week’s TV Tome has a story about you and Sky fighting over Trevor,” continues Zara. “Want to comment?” I look at Nadine, who motions for me to wrap things up.

“I think someone on set must be drinking too many lattes.” I laugh. “They’re hallucinating if they think we’re fighting over Trevor. It couldn’t be further from the truth. He’s Sky’s if she wants him. Trevor’s a great guy, but he’s a bit quiet for me. I like more assertive guys, you know? Trev’s better suited for someone like Sky, who can walk…”

“TIME’S UP!” Nadine blurts out. Zara jumps. “Sorry,” Nadine apologizes efficiently. “We’ve got to go.” I look at my watch. It’s 1:55. I had hoped to run into Mauro’s Café & Ristorante, which is inside Fred Segal, to grab a strawberry smoothie, but there’s no time. My stomach rumbles in protest. Sorry, buddy. Let’s hope the So Chic store has a yummy Chinese takeout menu handy.


Three: A Slice of Heaven

Liz is waiting in our usual rickety wooden booth in the back of A Slice of Heaven when Rodney and I arrive at 4:15. As we weave through the crowded tables, I pull my Dodgers cap down low so that no one recognizes me. Not that I don’t stick out like a sore thumb with an intimidating dude trailing me everywhere I go. Liz sees us coming and taps her watch.

“Sorry.” I cringe as I slide into the booth. “Rodney and I got stuck on Robertson.”

“Autographs?” Liz asks knowingly.

“Camera guys,” Rodney explains through a mouthful of pepperoni. Hey, how’d he get that already? “They were like a swarm of wasps.”

“It’s no wonder. You’re big news this week, Kates,” Liz offers, her long-lashed brown eyes sparkling. “You’ve been spotted all over town crying over losing Trevor Wainright to Sky.” She grabs my worn hat and yanks it up to examine my annoyed expression. “I don’t see any tears though.” She laughs, her curly dark brown hair swinging.

“Cute,” I comment sarcastically. “Real cute. Can we order? I’m starving.”

“Sorry. I couldn’t resist. Dad had the new Hollywood Nation in the bathroom.”

“Did you use it as toilet paper?” Rodney takes another large bite oozing with cheese.

“I’ll have to try that.” Liz grins, then spies something behind us and whistles loudly. “Now that’s what I call service!”

I turn to look. A Slice of Heaven’s owner, Antonio, shuffles towards us, carrying our usual — a Sicilian pie with extra cheese, peppers, and broccoli and three Sprites. “Here you go,” he announces gruffly. “Anything for my favorite girls — and Mr. Rodney, of course.” He places the steaming pie down, and we scramble to get a slice.

There’s no comparing other pizza to A Slice of Heaven’s. It’s the best pizza in Los Angeles, maybe the entire West Coast. (Antonio says the key is the water he uses to make the pie dough. He has tap water bottled and shipped from New York.)

There’s another reason Liz and I are fond of this place: No one bothers me here. The restaurant is this totally no-frills pizza joint with almost vintage booths and unfashionable checkerboard tablecloths, in a strip mall in the Studio City section of L.A. Celebrities, and the paparazzi for that matter, would never think to come here. Most stars dine at other star-owned hot spots or hang at security-tight clubs like Star. I spend too much time in that circle as it is, which is why I favor A Slice of Heaven. When Liz and I sit in the back booth nursing our pie and Sprite refills, no one notices. It really is heaven.

I jump up and plant a kiss on Antonio’s cheek. “Thanks, Tony. I’ve been dying for this all day. And today was pretty hectic — even for me.”

He blushes. “You’re lucky Liz told me you were coming. We were almost out of broccoli. I saved it for you.”

“You’re the best,” I mumble, taking a big, juicy bite.

Antonio motions to Rodney. “Come on back. Rambo: First Blood Part II is on TV.”

“You think you could whip up some meatballs while we’re back there?” Rodney gets up quickly, knocking over the napkin holder. “Holler if you need me, Kates,” he says before following Tony away.

“So how was the shoot?” Liz asks. I nod up and down, since my mouth is full. “And lunch the other day with Laney and your parents?” She grins slyly. I stop chewing and look down at my greasy plate.

“You’ve been dodging that question for days now! You haven’t told me what happened when you brought up taking the hiatus off.” I blink rapidly and stifle a sigh. Liz takes a monstrous bite of pizza, the oil dripping down her chin, and shakes her head.

“Let’s just say I didn’t make much progress,” I answer slowly before filling her in on my ill-fated convo at the Ivy.

Between my parents’ long-winded speech about my future acting plans, Matty being signed by Laney, and Laney’s signature name-dropping stories about her other clients (“I spent all morning with Reese and the kids,” she’d drawled as my family listened intently. “She wanted my help picking out a dress for the Erase MS event this weekend”), I could barely get a word in. And when I did meekly suggest taking a vacation this hiatus, instead of doing the Kaitlin Goodwill press tour they were suggesting, my parents, Matt, and Laney acted as though I was certifiably insane.

“Take…the…hiatus…off?” Laney repeated slowly, tapping her long French-manicured nails nervously. “That’s NOT a very good idea.” She trained her almost-black heavily lined eyes on me. “The tabloids are devouring stories of you and Sky. If you disappear for a few months, she’ll win.”

“It’s time to get in gear!” Dad gushed like a cheerleader. “Work, work, work, Kaitie-kins. It will pay off.”

Matty was the only one on my side. Well, sort of.

“Laney, I could go on Ellen for Kaitlin.” Matt flipped his blond mop top, green eyes glowing with excitement. “I don’t need media training like Kaitlin does. I could be her cute younger brother who sticks up for her. And talk about my next project, of course…once I get one.”

Matt’s still never gotten over the fact that I could only get him a walk-on role on FA. He was so mad about it that he barged into the writers’ room one afternoon and demanded a bigger part. I’m lucky the writers were good sports about my 13-year-old brother’s outburst. They could have shipped Sam off to Cambodia to build schoolhouses out of mud.

“This is your career we’re talking about, Kate-Kate.” Mom smiled sweetly, sealing my fate to a hiatus full of TV appearances, interviews, and social events from the day FA shooting ends next week till I arrive back on set in August. “If we want your career to be a long one, we have to protect your image and squash these rumors pronto. You can take a weekend off, but then it’s back to work. Understood?” She raised her right eyebrow at me scarily. Again, that’s never a good sign.

“Understood,” I had agreed quietly.

What I should have said is that I’m exhausted. Completely and utterly flattened from the gossip hounding, fights with Sky, and nonstop schedule. And if I don’t take a break from all things Hollywood, I might wind up having a breakdown that prompts me to dye my hair a scary shade of platinum blond, stop consuming anything but Jamba Juice, and begin partying till four AM like some other young stars I know, but am too discreet to name.

“So I’m taking it you didn’t bring up Cabo?” Liz jokes. The two of us were hoping to jet down to Cabo San Lucas for a little sun while I’m off from work, but I don’t think that’s part of Laney’s schedule.

“Not even close,” I say, eyeing another slice of pizza. Liz catches me.

“Go on.” She grabs a second slice for herself. “It won’t kill you.”

I look around, almost thinking Mom will swoop in at any moment and have a fit, and pull another piece from the tray.

“Thatta girl,” she encourages me. “First step is pizza, second is reminding your entourage who is actually in charge of your career.”
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