

[image: Cover]



Copyright © 2007 by Alloy Entertainment

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

Little, Brown and Company

Hachette Book Group USA

237 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10017

Visit our Web site at hachettebookgroupusa.com

First eBook Edition: September 2007

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

ISBN: 978-0-316-04160-7


If you have to ask, you’ll never be on …

THE A-LIST

Be sure to read all the novels in the New York Times bestselling A-LIST series

THE A-LIST

GIRLS ON FILM

BLONDE AMBITION

TALL COOL ONE

BACK IN BLACK

SOME LIKE IT HOT

AMERICAN BEAUTY

HEART OF GLASS

BEAUTIFUL STRANGER
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And keep your eye out for the tenth novel, coming April 2008.

Be sure to read all the novels in the #1 New York Times bestselling GOSSIP GIRL series

Gossip Girl

You Know You Love Me

All I Want is Everything

Because I’m Worth It

I Like It Like That

You’re The One That I Want

Nobody Does It Better

Nothing Can Keep Us Together

Only In Your Dreams

Would I Lie To You

Don’t You Forget About Me
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And keep your eye out for the Gossip Girl hardcover prequel, It Had To Be You, coming October 2007, to find out how it all began. …


A-List novels by Zoey Dean:

THE A-LIST

GIRLS ON FILM

BLONDE AMBITION

TALL COOL ONE

BACK IN BLACK

SOME LIKE IT HOT

AMERICAN BEAUTY

HEART OF GLASS

BEAUTIFUL STRANGER

If you like THE A-LIST, you may also enjoy:

Bass Ackwards and Belly Up by Elizabeth Craft and Sarah Fain

Secrets of My Hollywood Life by Jen Calonita

Haters by Alisa Valdes-Rodriguez

and keep your eye out for

Betwixt by Tara Bray Smith, coming October 2007


To Dianne.

Loyalty is everything.


New York was real and California was not.

T’was ever thus.

—Lauren Bacall


Black Silk Christian Dior Gown

There were many things that Anna Percy loved: classic novels written in the nineteenth century, the antique diamond stud earrings handed down from her grand-mother, the idea that a person could, if she really wanted to, reinvent herself. But at this moment, she wondered if the thing she loved most of all might not be slow dancing with Ben Birnbaum.

The orchestra was on a raised platform draped in white and gold, built for this very occasion. The music was smoky and jazzy—very retro. Anna had never heard the song before, but she didn’t care. It was the first slow number since she and Ben had arrived at the lavish wrap party for Ben-Hur, and the first time she’d been in his arms all night. Transnational Pictures—the studio behind the Ben-Hur remake—was hosting the affair at one of its soundstages in its studio complex in Culver City.

“Maybe we should blow this off and go somewhere else,” Ben murmured in her ear. His breath sent shivers up and down Anna’s spine. Said spine was quite visible, in a black silk Christian Dior gown that appeared modest in front but slid below the waist in back. If Anna had been the type of girl to give much thought to what clothes said about the girl underneath them, she would have mused that the dress was much like her on this particular August evening: modest on the surface, offering only a glimpse of the heat beneath. The reason she knew about that heat had everything to do with the boy with whom she was dancing.

“I can’t do that to Sam,” she whispered back, which was true. The star and director of Ben-Hur was Jackson Sharpe, America’s best-loved action hero, and his daughter, Samantha, was the closest friend Anna had made since she’d come to Los Angeles seven months before. Anna couldn’t very well duck out on her.

Besides, going somewhere more private with Ben was not in her game plan for the evening. She intended to take things slow. They had fallen for each other too hard and too fast, right after Anna arrived in Los Angeles from New York. In fact, it had happened on the plane from LaGuardia to LAX. She’d come to California to spend the second half of senior year of high school, to live with the father she’d barely seen since her parents’ divorce in middle school. She’d come here to try something new, to—here was that word again—reinvent herself.

Anna Percy, of the old-money, Upper East Side Manhattan intelligentsia, had wanted something more.

She’d gotten something more. She’d gotten Ben Birnbaum. Ben was the first and only guy with whom she’d ever made love. From the very beginning, the experience had been whatever was two steps higher than fantastic on the Bliss-o-Meter. In fact, it defied every scale of measurement Anna had ever known or even imagined.

For one, Ben was knockdown, drag-out, take-your-breath-away handsome. Every feature seemed at once chiseled and effortlessly boyish, adding up to nothing short of a six-foot, blue-eyed, tousle-haired Adonis. She still remembered how her stomach had flip-flopped the first time she saw him, in the first-class cabin of that same NYC-L.A. flight, when he’d stood to take off his Princeton sweatshirt. For another, he radiated confidence unlike any other guy Anna had met: he was comfortable in his own skin—or whatever his skin was in. Tonight, that was a vintage Armani tuxedo with purple-tinted cummerbund and breast handkerchief. Anna found his looks, and pretty much everything about him, devastating.

Yet their relationship had been plagued by secrets, and at the end of July, Anna had made a momentous decision. She’d taken a step—five steps—backward, and told Ben she wanted to roll back to “dating.” She wanted them to really get to know each other, without sex getting in the way. Ben had been her first, and being with him was so good she feared the constant flood of endorphins in her cardiovascular system was clouding her judgment.

To be honest, there was another guy involved too. During the latest off-again patch of the on-again/off-again cycle of Anna-and-Ben, she had met Caine Manning, who worked at her father’s international investment firm. Anna had boldly told Ben and Caine that she wanted to date both of them at the same time. Somewhat to her shock, they’d agreed to her plan. She was proud of her decision—it wasn’t the kind of decision she would have made back in New York. It made her feel much more in control of her love life than she had in a long time. In theory, at least. When she was within a few feet of Ben, the idea of being in control was just that: an idea.

Anna tore her eyes away from Ben’s perfectly chiseled jawline and looked around her. Transnational had transformed the soundstage, a cavernous building only slightly smaller than an aircraft hangar, into a huge, 1940s-era speakeasy. This had nothing to do with Ben-Hur and everything to do with what the studio hoped would be Jackson Sharpe’s next project for them, a remake of the 1940s Humphrey Bogart classic Casablanca, about an expatriate speakeasy owner in Nazi-occupied Morocco, considered by many to be the best motion picture of all time.

Only a movie star with the clout and box-office appeal of Jackson Sharpe would consider remaking Casablanca and taking the starring role.

In keeping with the speakeasy theme, there were small tabletops, banquettes lining the walls, and cigar and cigarette girls circulating. The orchestra played Gershwin on its risers, and most everyone was dressed formally. A number of people had affected 1940s couture in honor of Jackson’s next project. It was supposed to be “top secret,” as was breathlessly noted on every entertainment TV talk show and industry rag and mag. In Hollywood, Anna had learned, there were no secrets.

Sam was dancing nearby with her handsome Peruvian boyfriend, Eduardo Munoz. He wore a black Ralph Lauren three-button tuxedo; she’d chosen Chloé black chiffon and lace trousers with a fitted white silk Dolce & Gabbana plumed jacket that flattered her pear-shaped figure. Anna knew how Sam worried constantly about her size ten or twelve (depending on the day, and often depending on the hour) figure, which by Beverly Hills standards was considered massive. Anna found this ridiculous, and she’d told her friend so. Sam’s smiling response was that since Anna was naturally lithe and slender, with more than a passing resemblance to a younger Gwyneth Paltrow or a taller Sienna Miller, she needed to shut the fuck up.

Sam caught Anna’s eye and waved one arm as she and Eduardo danced. Anna waved back, thinking she’d never seen her friend look so radiant. Eduardo was good for her—and for her self-confidence.

The song ended and some people applauded. Marty Martinsen, the head of Transnational Pictures, stepped to the tall, forties-style microphone in front of the orchestra. Martinsen was a barrel-chested bear of a man, with bushy eyebrows and a trim goatee. He wore a standard Hollywood I’m-sorta-dressing-up uniform of black jeans, black T-shirt, and well-tailored black jacket. He didn’t bother to introduce himself, seemingly announcing that if you didn’t know who he was, you didn’t belong on this party’s guest list of the thousand or more people who had something to do with Ben-Hur.

“Thank you all for joining us tonight. And now, ladies and gentlemen, it’s a pleasure to introduce to you the star and director of Ben-Hur—which we believe will be the most important movie of the decade—Mr. Jackson Sharpe!”

The enormous crowd applauded and cheered wildly.

“Make way, make way, make way!”

Anna heard deep male voices calling above the applause and watched as the crowd parted. Two by two, a dozen blond, silicone-enhanced young women in mini-togas strew rose petals as they walked toward the stage. Behind them, another dozen buff young men dressed as gladiators carried a gold-leaf-covered platform, upon which Jackson Sharpe lolled and waved laconically to the onlookers. Jackson himself wore jeans and a gray T-shirt. He seemed taller than his six feet, and was in rock-hard shape. His jawline was as sharp as a straight-edge razor, and sandy hair fell over one of his blue eyes. When you were America’s best-known action star, and the camera loved you as much as it loved Jackson, you dressed to please yourself and no one else.

Sam sidled up next to Anna as the throng cheered her father, who was now clasping his hands overhead like a victorious heavyweight champion after a knockout.

“I have to hand it to dear old dad,” she told Anna over the noise. “He knows how to make an entrance.” Sam stood on her tiptoes and tried to gaze over the heads of the crowd. “Have you seen Cammie?”

Anna shook her head. Not only had she not seen Cammie Sheppard, she didn’t want to see her. Just because Sam and Cammie were best friends since forever didn’t mean that Anna had to like Cammie, too—especially since Cammie had taken an instant dislike to her from the moment they met. Anna suspected it was mostly because Ben was Cammie’s ex, and if Cammie couldn’t have something she wanted, she didn’t want anyone else to have it either. Recently Anna and Cammie had been sentenced to do community service together over a trivial trespassing-on-a-private-beach regulation. Anna had almost kind of started to appreciate Cammie’s moxie and charm.

But then Cammie had made it quite clear that if she broke up with her current boyfriend, Adam Flood, she was going after Ben. And in general, what Cammie Sheppard wanted, Cammie Sheppard got. She would have no qualms about jumping into bed—table, locked bathroom stall at a trendy club, whatever—with Ben. Every time Anna thought about it she felt as if she couldn’t breathe.

“There she is!” Sam suddenly exclaimed.

Anna looked over to see Cammie sashay over to Ben, wrap her arms around his neck, and give him the softest, tiniest of kisses on each cheek. Ben looked amused. Anna forced a tense smile, though she wished a movie extra in a gorilla suit would come in with a coconut cream pie and apply said pie directly to Cammie’s freshly powdered and lipsticked face. But in the world to which Anna had been born and bred—the gracious world of the This Is How We Do Things Big Book (East Coast WASP edition), displaying any kind of negative emotion publicly was simply Not Done, even with the help of a costumed extra. See Chapter Eleven: “The Art of Ignoring.”

The whole thing would have been easier to shrug off if Cammie didn’t look like … well, like Cammie. Crowning her tanned, toned, curves-in-all-the-right-places five-foot-eight body, Cammie’s strawberry blond locks shone with the same luster as her yellow satin Maison Martin Margiela sleeveless gown. Its loosely plunging V neckline left just enough to the imagination, which is to say it boldly featured the best breasts available on today’s market. Anna thought the whole Camilla Sheppard package should come with a warning label: BEWARE: HIGHLY FLAMMABLE. She took a step back to make room as Cammie edged toward her and Sam.

“Wake me when that’s over,” Cammie said without preliminaries, tossing her curls off her face as she nudged her chin toward the stage. Having hugged Marty Martinsen, Jackson was now going through an off-the-cuff but seemingly endless list of thank-yous to various people who had worked on the two-hundred-million-dollar epic that was his Ben-Hur. Anna thought it would be impossible to remember the names of every key grip, best boy, gaffer, wardrobe assistant, dolly operator, assistant director, assistant to the assistant director, and truck driver associated with his movie, but Jackson seemed to tick the names off effortlessly. It was a remarkable, if verbose, performance.

“Where’s Adam?” Sam asked. Eduardo slid his arms around her waist from behind, and Sam beamed.

“He’ll be here,” Cammie replied confidently. Anna knew that Cammie had given Adam, who was in Michigan on vacation with his parents, an ultimatum: He needed to be back in Los Angeles in time for the wrap party or their relationship would be toast. However bitchy this sounded, Anna recalled that it was an extension of an earlier dictum that Adam “get his ass back” to her two weeks ago. Anna couldn’t imagine forcing someone she loved to make that kind of decision. But then again, she couldn’t imagine being Cammie Sheppard at all. Only Cammie would look at an ultimatum extension as generous. And only she would decide ahead of time that if things didn’t work out with Adam, she was going after Ben.

“There’s Dee.” Cammie waggled her fingers in the direction of Dee Young, who was just arriving with her boyfriend, Jack Walker. Jack and Ben had both just finished their freshman years at Princeton, where they’d quickly become friends. Jack was in Los Angeles for a summer internship in the Fox reality TV department. Anna recalled how they’d met. Dee had just been released from an upscale psychiatric institution and needed a date for senior prom. Cammie had promised that she’d find Dee a date. The date turned out to be Jack. The rest was history.

Diminutive Dee wore a petal pink dress so short that Anna hoped she had on more underwear than Britney or Lindsay—even Anna, no fan or follower of pop culture, knew about their ventures into no-panties land. Instead of a tux like Ben or Eduardo, Jack—who bore a passing resemblance to music icon Beck—sported a retro pink-and-black sports shirt from the forties and black peg-legged pants. He’d recently grown a small soul patch like so many of the young guys who worked in the world of TV.

“You guys, hi!” Dee cried in her breathy voice.

She was tiny and adorable, with shaggy blond bangs that covered her eyebrows. After spending time at the Ojai Psychiatric Institute near Santa Barbara, she seemed like an entirely different person. While Anna had found the old Dee just a bit too cosmic for her tastes, it couldn’t be easy to go through what she’d gone through, and Anna really liked the new and improved Dee. “Hey, guess what? Jack got time off from Fox and we’re going to Hawaii. Evolution is working on their new album at my dad’s studio in Maui.”

Anna was surprised. Last she’d heard, Dee was feeling crowded by Jack’s talk about marriage and their future together in New Jersey. Apparently, Jack had been getting dangerously close to the M word with her: Marriage. And now they were going to Hawaii together?

“When are you leaving?” Anna asked politely.

“Tomorrow,” Dee answered with a grin that didn’t mar her pink lip gloss. “Hey, I’ve got a great idea. Why don’t you and Sam and Cammie come visit me?”

While the idea was tempting, Anna knew she only had a few more weeks here in Los Angeles before going back east to start college at Yale. She was about to make the most polite demurral in history when Ben came to her rescue.

“Want to get some air?” he asked, gently touching her elbow. “There’s a buffet outside.”

“Go ahead, you guys.” Sam nodded. “My dad’s still just getting started with his thank-yous. Check it out. There goes Parker.”

Sam pointed to the stage, where her father had moved on to introducing his cast, and inviting them up to the stage. One of those actors was their friend Parker Pinelli, who looked like a cross between James Dean circa Rebel Without a Cause and a young Brad Pitt in his Thelma & Louise period. Tonight he was wearing jeans and a red Windbreaker to heighten the hey-he-looks-like-James-Dean comparison. Anna had to smile at that. Parker was the only guy there besides America’s Most Beloved Action Hero who was casually dressed, and it made him stand out—in a good way. Up onstage, Parker shook Jackson’s hand warmly.

“He should be shaking my hand,” Sam joked. “He got that part because of me.”

Anna grinned as Parker edged in next to Jackson. Parker had played the part of a stable boy who helped prepare Jackson for the big chariot race, and Sam had reported that Parker’s scenes were excellent.

“How ’bout we take a break?” Ben repeated. He moved his feet restlessly. “We can come back when the speeches are over.”

A break seemed like an excellent idea now that Anna had paid her requisite respects to Sam. Anna told her friend she’d see her in a little bit, and then she and Ben snaked through the crowd to the rear exit of the sound-stage. From there they walked across the Transnational lot—a collection of low-slung buildings, streets with false storefronts used for filming, warehouses, and one ultramodern structure that was the company’s corporate headquarters—and then out the main gate and onto the scruffy streets of Culver City.

Los Angeles was full of über-hip neighborhoods. Culver City wasn’t one of them. It was better known for auto-body repair shops and used furniture outlets than Porsche dealerships or designer storefronts.

“Sorry to drag you away back there,” Ben commented as they walked arm in arm. “A little dose of Jackson Sharpe being charming to his cast and crew goes a really long way. Same thing for industry parties. You know those girls who were throwing the rose petals? I think my father did them all.”

Anna laughed. Ben wasn’t talking about sex. He was talking about plastic surgery. Ben’s father was plastic surgeon to the stars, responsible for the good looks of most of Hollywood’s talent over the age of thirty—both male and female—and quite a few under that age who probably didn’t need any work to begin with.

Ben had grown up around show business, and had told Anna many times how unreal that world was to him. When people wanted something from his father, they were his dad’s best friends. After they got what they wanted, they were gone. That was one of the many reasons he’d decided to attend Princeton rather than a school in Southern California. Anna, who’d been accepted early decision to Yale, had thought quite a bit about how much fun it would be to meet him in Manhattan when they were both at school in just a few weeks, as it was about the same distance from New Haven as it was from Princeton. On weekends, she’d hop on the train and be there in an hour and a half. Ben would be waiting for her at Grand Central, where he’d whisk her into a taxi, and they’d fly uptown to her empty Upper East Side town house, where they’d—

“I’m thinking about not going back to school.”

Anna stopped walking and gazed up at him. “What? Why?”

“Well …” he began. His voice seemed strangely loud, until Anna realized it was because there was so little traffic in this neighborhood. An orange-blossom-scented breeze ruffled his thick, dark hair. “You know how I started the Monday night thing at Trieste?”

Anna nodded slowly. Trieste was the club of the moment. Located on Hollywood Boulevard not far from the corner of Vine, a line of hopeful partygoers snaked down the block on a nightly basis, eager to be admitted. Ben had a summer job there and recently he’d started a Monday night event where the pounding sound system was turned off, drinks cost half their usual price, there was no dancing, and poets, playwrights, and various other artists could perform in a decidedly nonclub atmosphere. Trieste Mondays, as he called them, had already become quite successful.

He took her hands in his. “Don’t laugh at what I’m about to say.”

“Never.”

“I’ve been thinking that I’d like to open my own club.”

Anna looked at him wordlessly. A club? He wanted to drop out of college and open his own nightclub? But Ben was so smart. And he hated Hollywood. He’d just said he was sick of industry parties. Running a Hollywood club would be like doing industry parties seven nights a week.

“So … when did you get this idea?” she asked cautiously.

“I’ve had it for a while.” He let go of one hand and tucked his own into the pocket of his tux pants. “I get really excited about it, you know? Not another beautiful-people, let’s-keep-out-everyone-from-the-Valley bullshit kind of club. Something entirely different. One that’s accessible and just … cool.”

Anna couldn’t help but notice the enthusiasm in his voice—he was livelier than he’d been all night. Still, you didn’t just throw away an Ivy League education. She waited to see what else he would say.

He ran a nervous hand through his hair. “I sit in class at Princeton and my mind is a million miles away. I study, take exams, write papers, and I just don’t even know why I’m doing it. Being there doesn’t make any sense.”

“But maybe it doesn’t need to make sense right now,” Anna put in. “Maybe becoming an educated person is a goal. In and of itself, I mean.”

“But I just don’t feel it, Anna,” he insisted, his bright blue eyes shining in the dark night. “The best thing I’ve done in … well, in forever is to start the Monday night series at Trieste. That I care about. And when’s the last time you saw me excited over something that isn’t you?”

Anna nodded. She knew how hard he’d worked to do something different at the hip club du jour. And he’d succeeded. But still, how could opening a nightclub compare to going to one of the best universities in the world?

“Ever since my dad started Gamblers Anonymous he’s been an entirely different person,” Ben continued. “He took me out to dinner last week and told me he wanted us to make up for lost time. He said that whatever my dreams were, he was going to back them one hundred percent. That came after a twenty-minute monologue about how my grandfather made a lot of money in the rag and junk business back in Syracuse, New York, but never backed him in anything, of course. How everything he’d achieved he’d achieved on his own. He even paid for med school on his own.”

Anna nodded. She was happy to hear about Dr. Birnbaum wanting to reconnect with his son. But what did that have to do with Ben leaving Princeton?

He stopped and turned to her, running his hands under her wispy blond hair at the nape of her neck. “College will always be there. I can go later. But right now … I really want to do this. And with my father’s backing, I can. I know he’ll support me—he’d never want to repeat what his dad did to him.” His eyes bore into hers. “So what do you think?”

What did she think? She thought he should probably go back to school, but could she possibly be the one to dim the light she saw in his eyes? Besides, this was probably just one of his idle fantasies, like the plans she’d made in her imagination for weekends in Manhattan with him. She knew that if anything, Ben probably just needed to talk it through. Eventually he’d realize that dropping out of school wasn’t a realistic plan.

“I think it’s fantastic,” she finally pronounced, and was rewarded with Ben’s wide, dimpled smile. “Maybe you could do it someplace no one else would think of. Not Hollywood Boulevard, or Los Feliz. Someplace different. To show that the club would be different.”

“Right, because you’re such a club kid,” he teased, kissing her neck softly. They were standing in the driveway of a small frame house, on a street with a dozen other small frame houses. It was a world away from the estates and mansions of Beverly Hills and Bel Air, but the location didn’t matter. When she was close to him like this, she tried to remember exactly why it was she’d decided they should rewind their relationship to “dating,” because all she could think about was his body and her body and—

No. That was not a productive train of thought.

The lights in the house flicked on, and Ben suggested that they turn left onto Venice Boulevard and loop back to the Transnational lot. As they strolled, they joked about club locations and names. “How about … an old hospital?” he asked. “We could call the club Lovesick.”

She laughed, happy that Ben hadn’t yet brought up the fact that if this club idea actually came to fruition, he’d be here in California and she’d be three thousand miles away at Yale. If he hadn’t come to that realization yet, he couldn’t really be serious, which made it easier to play along. “Gee, I don’t know of any old hospitals that are for rent. How about …” She closed her Chanelmascara’d eyes as she tried to think of the wildest place for a new nightclub. But as she opened them again, she spotted an abandoned auto repair shop, its wall covered in faded murals of ancient taxicabs. There were two gas pumps in front so old that they listed the price of a gallon in cents, not dollars. Through the broken windows, she could see hydraulic lifts, long neglected.

“How about … the Body Shop?” Anna joked, pointing a slender finger at the weedy, garbage-strewn property.

Ben rubbed the stubble on his chin. “How about it?”

She’d seen that look on his face before. “You’re not serious.”

“Why not? It would certainly be unique. Of course, the name sounds like a strip joint. But maybe that could work in our favor.”

“You are serious.”

“Maybe I am. It would take a ton of work but …” He looked at her earnestly. “But I’d be willing to do it. I really want this, Anna. Maybe it’s crazy, but … all I can say is, I never feel this rush when I’m at school. And don’t say it’s because I’m only going to be a sophomore.”

Anna looked at Ben’s pleading eyes and realized this wasn’t idle fantasy. He was dead serious, and he’d thought it through. She managed a weak smile. She was not about to be the one to say no to his dream, even if she hadn’t ever realized that that dream would be opening a club. Hadn’t she come to Los Angeles to reinvent herself? Well, maybe that’s what Ben wanted to do, too. Who was she to judge what he wanted to reinvent himself into? Besides, just because an Ivy League education was right for her didn’t mean it was right for him.

She leaned close to his ear and whispered, “Like I said, I think it’s fantastic.”

His lips met hers in the softest of kisses. Then he kissed her again, harder, drawing her in close and holding her tight.

But as their lips met, the small part of her brain that was still functioning couldn’t get beyond the fact that if Ben did stay here to open a club, in just three weeks she’d be starting college three thousand miles away. From Yale to Princeton might have been doable, especially for a couple that was just “dating.”

But from Los Angeles to New Haven? Many a relationship had died over less. The thought made her feel truly lovesick.


Thanks to Good Genes and Just the Right Amount of Silicone

“Never ask me about a guy when I’m doing downward facing dog,” Cammie quipped, arching her slender back as her knees dug into her purple Styrofoam mat. She and Sam were in the last few minutes of an extreme yoga class at Yoga Booty on La Cienega Boulevard. The class had been Cammie’s idea, but she didn’t want to go alone. Getting Sam to agree had involved nothing more than a pointed look at her best friend’s thighs, an arched brow, and five little words: “Are you putting on weight?”

Actually, Sam was looking really good these days. Not that she’d dropped a pound, because she hadn’t. But there was a sparkle in her eyes and a confidence in her step that Cammie had only ever seen in Sam post-Eduardo. That was what love did to a girl.

Not that Cammie would know about love. Sure, she’d thought she loved Adam Flood. She’d thought he brought out a side of her that no one else ever had.

But look what that had gotten her. Stood up. Fucked over. Alone.

Damn him.

He hadn’t shown up at the Ben-Hur wrap party last night. That he would choose to extend a camping trip with his parents up in Michigan, where there were more mosquitoes than mojitos, rather than be with the hottest girl ever to graduate from Beverly Hills High—namely, her—was unfathomable.

Not only had he not shown up, he hadn’t even called. Hadn’t texted. Hadn’t anything. It was mortifying. When the night had come to an end and Adam was a no-show, even Parker had looked at her with something resembling pity. Dee had given her a tight hug and said that if Cammie wanted to talk before she left on her vacation with Jack, she’d be there. Sam had suggested a triple Flirtini.

The nerve. Cammie was a girl who pitied other girls. They never pitied her.

She’d thought she’d feel better if she sweated out her anger. Yes, she was quite sweaty in a hundred-and-ten-degree yoga studio. But the class was ending, and even though she was probably five pounds thinner she didn’t feel better at all.

“Exzellent work!” Zazu, their instructor, called. She was a coltish eighteen-year-old brunette model wannabe, a recent arrival from Marseilles with an almost indecipherable accent and an astonishingly lithe body under tan muslin yoga pants and a white cotton top. “Breez deeply and let all ze tension leeve ze body.”

“We’re outta here.” Cammie scrambled to her feet and beckoned Sam to follow her. She was in no mood to “breez” deeply with Zazu, thank you very much. In moments, she and Sam were stripping down to shower in the locker room.

“I can’t imagine Adam not even calling you,” Sam commiserated. Yoga Booty had custom terry cloth towels for their clientele, and Sam wrapped herself in one. “I mean, maybe something is really wrong.”

“It doesn’t matter.” Cammie threw her sweaty clothes into her pink and green floral Kate Spade gym bag and caught a glimpse of herself naked in the full-length mirror. Her body was ideal, thanks to good genes and just the right amount of silicone. A recent Brazilian wax at Pink Cheeks in Sherman Oaks had left her smooth and hair-free where she wanted to be smooth and hair-free. Her high-cheekboned face and pouty red lips were set off by a halo of sexy strawberry blond curls.

Even sweaty, she was fucking luscious. How dare Adam blow her off! And what the hell was he doing that could be better than being with her? Fishing for walleye? Chopping wood? Mixing up a batch of delicious Tang?

Minutes later, Cammie let her anger simmer as the steamy water beat down upon her from twin showerheads. When she stepped out, she found Sam already dressed in new high-waisted Chloé jeans and a red sleeveless cashmere tank, blow-drying her shoulder-length straight brown hair at the large mirror that ran the length of the dressing room as she hummed to herself. Sam Sharpe. Humming? Looking into a mirror and evidently feeling okay with what she saw there? While Cammie was on a slow burn? That never happened. It was always the other way around. And she liked it that way.

Cammie quickly dressed in CK white linen shorts and a T-Bags silk-screened white T-shirt of Marilyn Monroe holding hands with Marilyn Manson. Instead of drying her hair, she twisted it into a makeshift bun and secured it with a silver Cross pen. Nor did she bother with makeup. Cammie always bothered with makeup, so of course Sam noticed. Looking perfect was at the top of Cammie’s to-do list every single day.

“Why don’t you just call him?” Sam asked, as she finished her hair and opened her H. Couture Beauty cosmetics case.

“That reeks of desperate. I’m never desperate.” As if to illustrate that fact, Cammie whipped out her limited-edition Razr and turned it off.

Fifteen minutes later, they made a pit stop at the first-floor juice bar for the fresh-squeezed ten-fruit concoction of the day with a double shot of vitamin B for energy. Cammie considered taking a vegan walnut brownie, but she was sure it tasted like ass, like all the other healthy baked goods. Why waste the calories? As for Sam, Cammie was shocked to see her ordering a slice of baklava that oozed honey and nuts. It had to be a sign of the apocalypse.

“Eduardo doesn’t care about whether he can serve tea on your ass?” Cammie asked. She knew it was a low blow, but she was feeling too terrible about herself to be nice to anyone else right now.

“Actually, he loves my ass,” Sam replied, seemingly unfazed. She was actually chewing her baklava with gusto.

“He’s an exceptional guy,” Cammie muttered.

“I still think you should—” Sam was interrupted by the chime of her new Motorola Razr V3. She pulled it out of her oversized, studded white leather Zac Posen bag, checked caller ID, and then winked at Cammie.

“Hey, handsome,” she purred into the platinum phone.

Cammie gritted her teeth so hard that her jaw hurt. Eduardo, obviously. Meanwhile, her own phone was so not ringing—it wouldn’t have made a difference if she had left it on. She had had more boyfriends and flirtations than she could possibly count. Guys lusted after her all the time—all types, all ages. They called and e-mailed and texted. They sent her cards and flowers and gifts and she didn’t give a flying fuck. Only twice in her eighteen years on the planet had she really, truly cared about a guy.

And it now appeared that in each of those two instances, the guy had dumped her.

First had been Ben at the end of junior year. Oh, she had never let on that she really cared when they were together, lest he think he had any kind of power over her. But when he’d come to Jackson Sharpe’s wedding on New Year’s Eve with an unknown blonde on his arm, Cammie had wanted to shave Anna Percy’s naturally blond, perfectly shaped head. How could he possibly prefer that snotty, skinny, boring, over-intellectual ice princess to her?

Now there was Adam. They were the most unlikely couple in the world. He was nice, sweet, smart, caring, a genuinely good guy. No one would use any of those adjectives to describe her. That much Cammie knew. He’d brought out vulnerability in her that she hadn’t even allowed herself to feel since before her mother died years and years ago.

And this was what she got for it.

“Yeah, tomorrow is good,” she heard Sam tell Eduardo.

Hmmm. She wasn’t looking as radiantly love-struck as she had been a few minutes earlier. What was that about? Then she hung up with barely a goodbye.

“Everything okay?” Cammie asked, hoping against hope for the worst.

Sam’s face was white, her eyes huge. “He said we need to ‘talk.’”

“Oh, shit,” Cammie breathed. Everyone knew “we need to talk” was code for “I’m breaking up with you but I’m too evolved to do it by text.”

“I thought everything was fine!” Sam picked up what remained of the slice of baklava and hurled it into the nearby trash bin. “I bet he’s seeing that bitch Gisella, remember her? The fashion designer friend of his from Peru? The one he got involved in your fashion show? I saw how she looked at him. She wanted him. Correction. Wants him. Correction. Has probably got him. Let’s get out of here.”

They gathered up their stuff and headed for the door.

“No need to jump to conclusions,” Cammie counseled, although it made her feel a hell of a lot better to have Sam join her in romance misery.

“God. What am I going to do?”

Sam fished her oversized white Chanel sunglasses out of her bag and popped them on her face.

Cammie would have answered, but she was struck numb when she saw who was leaning against the white concrete building, sipping from a Starbucks cup in his right hand.

“Umm …” For once, even Cammie Sheppard was at a loss for words.

“I’ll go take a sauna and call one of our drivers,” Sam told her. At least she knew how to handle the moment. Without another word, Sam headed back into the Yoga Booty building.

Her words barely registered with Cammie. All she could think was, if Adam was going to just show up, why did it have to be the one time she didn’t look her best?

He stood tall and lanky with his short-cropped, spiky brown hair. As he turned his face away from the sun, Cammie could see just a hint of the star tattoo behind his left ear. He wore baggy jeans and an old Ramones T-shirt, and he was much tanner than the last time she’d seen him. There couldn’t be a whole lot of shade out on a lake in the wilderness of the upper peninsula of Michigan.

“One of your housekeepers told me you were here,” he explained. Still leaning against the building, he put down the Starbucks cup and extended his arms in an unspoken invitation. Come and hug me, they were saying. Her first instinct was to accept the invite. The thing about Adam was, he always managed to melt her tough exterior, to somehow get to her softer core. With him, she was actually nice. She couldn’t decide if that was a good thing or a fatal flaw, but, in all honesty, she liked the girl she was with him. But Cammie stayed where she was, balling her hands into fists at her sides. She was not about to throw herself at a boy who professed his love and then stood her up.

“When did you get home?” she asked stiffly, carefully keeping her distance from him on the sidewalk. His arms dropped to his sides, but his palms faced her. That was almost worse than the offered hug.

“Late last night.”

Suddenly, a wave of fury swept over her. He was trying to play her. No one played her. She narrowed her eyes angrily. “I told you to be back for the party.”

He scratched the tattoo behind his ear, something he habitually did when he was nervous.

“Yeah, well, here’s the thing about that. I don’t respond well to ultimatums.” He shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans. “You want to go somewhere and talk?”

Cammie took the pen out of her hair so that the curls fell around her face. Even though they were still wet, she knew she looked better that way. She ignored his question about going somewhere. Whatever needed to be said could be said here. “You think it’s fine to just waltz in here the next day without even a phone call? You expect me to say that’s okay?”

He shrugged. “I guess I’m tired of you thinking you can lead me around like I’m your pet pooch, deciding where I have to be and when.” He reached out and touched her arm gently, oblivious to the traffic passing by on La Cienega. “I don’t even think it’s what you really want.”

She shook him off. “I told you to come back days ago. Weeks ago. So actually, you’re the one who’s leading me around like a dog. Taking a week of vacation a month before you start college is fine. Two weeks, even. But three? Come on.”

“You seem to be missing the point, Cam. Jeez, I mean, you sound like your father lecturing some sycophantic underling. I don’t want to be that guy.” He took two steps across the sidewalk toward her, slid his arms around her waist, and gently pulled her to him. She didn’t resist. “C’mon, let’s not do this. I missed you,” he murmured. “So much.”

His words, though, belied his arms. He hadn’t shown up in time for the party, and hadn’t called either, as some kind of power play. How dare he? She wasn’t the daughter of the most powerful talent agent in Hollywood for nothing. If anyone was ever going to make a power play and get away with it, it was sure as hell not going to be Adam.
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