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LAGUNA BEACH THE REAL ORANGE COUNTY



INTRODUCTION

Welcome to Laguna Beach. Brace yourself for hookups and heartbreak, cliques and crushes, parties, players, drama queens, hot guys, and mean girls. Gossip spreads like wildfire, and the seniors rule the school.

And don’t forget the money—outrageous amounts of it. Or the beach—if you live in Laguna, you live at the beach. Thank God Louis Vuitton purses look awesome with Roxy board shorts.

Despite all this fabulousness, Laguna Beach still feels like a small town. Sometimes it feels way too small. By senior year, everybody knows all the details of your personal life and your past, no matter how embarrassing—and some of it is horribly embarrassing. Even the early years of the guys and girls of Laguna Beach were filled with heartbreak, gossip, and drama…



LAUREN, STEPHEN, AND KRISTIN
The Showdown at the St. Regis

As Lauren got dressed and put on her makeup to get ready for her friend Jen’s birthday party at the St. Regis, in the fall of their senior year, she mulled over the Stephen situation. Things were weird, but hopefully she’d finally gotten them under control.

After the night she’d kissed Cache, a junior, in front of him (big mistake; what was she even thinking?), things had looked hopeless with Stephen. But then Stephen went on vacation and when he got back he forgave her.
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Things were really good between them for several weeks. But then these annoying little rumors started flying around. So-and-so had seen Stephen hooking up with Kristin, his old girlfriend, behind her back at such-and-such a place. So-and-so was pretty sure they were getting back together. A few of her friends had gone so far as to tell her, “They’re back together. You should forget about him. You two are better off being friends.”

Did everyone in Laguna Beach have to know every detail of your personal life and give you advice about it? Why did they all seem to think they knew what was best for you better than you knew it yourself?

That afternoon Lauren had confronted Stephen. “Are you with Kristin again?”

“No, no, no. Who told you that?” he said. “I swear, I have not hooked up with Kristin.”

Even if he was new in the boyfriend department, Stephen was one of her oldest guy friends. He would never lie to her. Or cheat on her. Would he? Besides, lately he seemed like he was more serious about the relationship than she was.

On the other hand, why would rumors about Kristin keep popping up if there was no truth behind them?

When Lauren walked into Jen’s party there was no sign of Stephen. She hung out with Talan for a while, then spotted Kristin on the other side of the room.

To say the two of them had never been best friends was an understatement. Still, Kristin was the one person who could answer the question she was dying to ask. And there would never be a better time than now to ask her.

“Can I talk to you for a minute?”

Kristin looked up, surprised.

Lauren didn’t know a delicate way to phrase it, so she just asked point blank if Kristin had been hooking up with Stephen.

“Yes,” Kristin said. She couldn’t believe Lauren was asking her this. For a month now Stephen had been assuring her that it was over with Lauren. He just wanted to ease out of things slowly, he said, to avoid breaking Lauren’s heart. Kristin had been patient against her better judgment, because Lauren and Stephen had known each other forever. She knew he’d be devastated to lose her friendship. Now Kristin was furious.

“He told me things were over between you two!” Kristin told Lauren.

“He told me the same thing about you!” Lauren said, her voice rising.

Just about then Stephen walked in. They didn’t give the guy a chance to take off his coat. Both Lauren and Kristin cornered him, yanked him into an empty room, and demanded to know the real story.

Soon the three of them were screaming at one another at the top of their lungs. Separate room or not, the whole party was in on the fight. There was no doubt tonight that everybody knew every detail of Kristin, Stephen, and Lauren’s personal lives.

“All right,” Stephen admitted. “I am hooking up with both of you! But …” He paused and turned to face Lauren. “I don’t like you, Lauren. I like Kristin.”

Lauren felt like someone had punched her in the stomach. It seemed like all the music and conversation had drained away on the other side of the door. Was everybody out there waiting to see what she’d do next? She couldn’t bring herself to look at Kristin or Stephen. She couldn’t bear to see Kristin’s smug smile or Stephen’s pathetic I’m-sorry-don’t-hate-me look.

Why hadn’t she listened to her friends’ advice about him?

She turned and ran out of the room, tears already welling up in her eyes. “Sorry,” she mumbled as she brushed past Talan on the way out into the hall. She sat down on the floor and cried. And cried.

She was still crying when Stephen walked up and sat down next to her.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t know how to tell you. I didn’t want to hurt your feelings.”

“Oh, and this way was better?” she snapped sarcastically. “You should’ve just told me what was going on.”

“I still want to be your friend,” he ventured.

“I don’t want to be your friend!” Lauren shouted at him.

But no matter how much she wanted to hate him, Stephen was her friend. He always had been. Maybe they were better off that way. Maybe hooking up had been a mistake in the first place.

Finally, Stephen convinced Lauren to go back to the party. She was almost too embarrassed to show her face again, but she tried to make the best of it.
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She and Stephen were better as friends, she assured herself, wiping away the last of her tears. Besides, there were a lot of other hot guys around. Maybe it wouldn’t turn out to be such a bad night after all.

Lauren spotted Talan standing across the room. She did a quick, covert makeup check in a nearby mirror. No streaks of mascara running down her cheeks. No smeared eyeliner.

She strolled up to him.

“Hey, Talan,” she said casually. “What’s up?”

“Oh no,” he said, taking a step backward. “Don’t even try, Lauren. I know what you’re doing. It’s a bad idea. Not tonight.”

Lauren sighed in exasperation. She could deal with having everybody know the details of her personal life. It was just part of growing up in the Bubble. But did they really have to know what was best for you better than you knew it yourself?

And if you thought the good stuff didn’t start until high school, think again. Like we said, there’s always been drama in Laguna Beach. Read on and see for yourself …



STEPHEN AND LO
Heartbreak in the Hallway

“Go for it, man,” one of Stephen’s friends urged, nudging him down the hallway toward Lo. “I totally think she might say yes.”

Stephen ventured a glance in Lo’s direction. She was chatting away outside her classroom, surrounded by a cluster of friends. She seemed completely oblivious to the fact that he was staring at her.

He swallowed hard. At age 11, he was still new to this dating thing, and the thought of asking a girl to go out with him was terrifying. It didn’t help that you always had to do it in the hallway of junior high school surrounded by her friends, your friends, and what seemed like the entire sixth grade.

He felt someone’s hands against his back, pushing him forward. “The bell’s about to ring,” one of his friends whispered. “You gotta do it now!”

The next thing Stephen knew, he was standing in front of Lo. Suddenly, he forgot what he was supposed to say. He just stood there. Out of the corners of both eyes he could see her friends peering at him curiously, expectantly. He had to say something, didn’t he?

Lo raised her eyebrows. “Yes?” she asked politely.

“Willyougooutwithme??” It came spilling out in a jumble.

“What?”

“Will you go out with me?”

“Oh,” she said, taken aback. “Um. Thanks. But, no. I don’t think so.”



STEPHEN AND LAUREN
Golf, Otherwise Known As the Dating Kiss of Death

After being shot down by Lo in the school hallway last year, twelve-year-old Stephen was more cautious. He was dying to ask Lauren to go out with him, but he didn’t want to risk another public humiliation. So he had come up with a new strategy: He would wait until she was alone. Then he’d spring the question.

But catching a seventh grade girl alone is no easy task. Everywhere Lauren went she seemed to be flanked by friends. If he waited until the coast was clear, he’d be waiting forever.

When he saw her dressed as Superman at school on Halloween, he decided she looked too cute to wait any longer. He tried to block the memory of Lo out of his mind as he hurried over to Lauren before lunch. He ignored her giggling friends, took a deep breath, and blurted it out. “Will you go out with me?”

Lauren smiled. She’d known Stephen for years. They even went to the same church. And he was pretty cute, despite being so skinny and having that bowl haircut.

“Sure,” she said. “Okay.”

Stephen beamed and breathed a sigh of relief.

“You will?” he said eagerly. “Great.”

There was a moment of awkward silence.

“Um … okay then. Well, see ya later.”

“Yeah. See ya later.”
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As she headed off to lunch with her friends, Lauren couldn’t keep the grin off her face. How things had changed. Just a year ago, she’d been a total dork with braces and friends who were way too into The Lord of the Rings. Back then the guys weren’t interested unless you were one of the Foxy Roxies, as Lo and her gang of girls called themselves for the Roxy clothes they wore every day. Lauren, who was on a strict budget imposed by her mom and didn’t own a shred of Roxy clothing, couldn’t stand Lo. What kind of a girl would call herself a Foxy Roxy anyway? (Neither girl dreamed that a few short years later, when high school started, they would become the best of friends.)

Now Lauren was giving the Foxy Roxies some competition. Just recently a boy named David had tried to kiss her on the cheek in home economics class. “Eeewww!” she’d screamed and pushed him away. She’d had a friend relay the message that she was not that kind of girl before the end of the school day. Still, judging from David and now Stephen, guys were definitely attracted to her.

During the week that Stephen and Lauren went out they talked on the phone every night. Mostly it was dumb stuff about school and friends and which teachers dressed the weirdest or gave the hardest tests. But it was fun anyway.

Stephen thought about his new girlfriend all that Saturday on the golf course. He’d recently discovered the sport thanks to his older brother John and he loved it. He spent hours practicing. The number one item on his Christmas list was a set of clubs.

When he got home from the golf course, Stephen bolted for the shower in the bathroom he shared with John and their sister. It was a well-known fact among the Colletti kids that the hot water lasted just long enough for two consecutive hot showers. Whichever kid got there last was the loser who got stuck taking a cold shower. This time, Stephen won.

Later that evening, he picked up the phone, looking forward to hearing Lauren’s voice and seeing her again at school on Monday.

“Oh, hey,” she said. “So, what did you do this afternoon?”

Stephen instantly launched into an enthusiastic recap of his day on the course, ending with “it was totally cool!”

There was silence on the other end of the phone.

“Hello?” he said. “Are you still there?”

Across town, Lauren was staring at the walls of her bedroom. She’d recently ripped down the Justin Timberlake posters that once covered them and had taken to painting and repainting the walls in whatever bright color struck her fancy. Right now there were three shades of green on different walls and one white wall covered in stripes. She was trying to picture Stephen standing on a golf course in a funny cap, pants, and a sweater of roughly the same blinding shades of green as her room.

“You … you play golf?” she asked hesitantly.

“Sure,” he said, puzzled.

“Do you have to wear a hat and plaid pants? No, wait. Do you wear white shoes like the old guys on TV?!” Lauren couldn’t help herself. She burst out laughing at the idea of Stephen in a getup like some retired guy in Palm Springs would wear, zooming around on one of those little carts.

“No, no,” he said, trying to explain. “It’s not like that at all. It’s—”

“I’m sorry,” Lauren said, cutting him off and wiping away tears of laughter. “I don’t think I can go out with you anymore if you play golf.”

And that was the end of Stephen/Lauren, round one.



STEPHEN AND LO
Pucker Up, Baby

Ha! thought Stephen as he watched Lo smoothing her costume and reading over her lines. Now I get to kiss you whether you want to or not!

Even after she’d embarrassed him in front of all his friends by refusing to go out with him last year, Stephen still had a crush on Lo. He couldn’t help it. He’d gone so far as to draw little hearts all around her picture in his yearbook along with an arrow and a scrawled note reading “She’s going to be my wife!”

Now the two of them had landed starring roles in their seventh grade drama class play, Silver Linings. One of their many scenes together called for them to kiss. On the lips.

Stephen got a little jittery just thinking about it. Sure, a tiny part of him wanted to get revenge by making her kiss him. But another, much bigger part was worried about making a good impression. He still wanted her to like him. Or at least to think he was a good kisser.

But there was a problem. Since his kissing experience had been limited to a three-second kiss in fifth grade with his thengirlfriend during a game of truth or dare, he wasn’t actually sure that he was a good kisser.

He figured the best thing to do would be to lick his lips. He’d make sure they were nice and wet and juicy for her. That’s what a good kisser would do … wasn’t it?

The teacher instructed them to start the scene. Lo said her line. Stephen responded with his. And on it went until the moment when they had to kiss.

Stephen readied himself and moved in.

“Ick!” Lo screamed, wrenching herself away and wiping her mouth on her sleeve.

He heard a few classmates snicker.

“You’re not supposed to make your lips all slobbery,” Lo told him in disgust. “That’s not how you do it! Don’t you know how to kiss at all?”

After that Stephen gave up. There was no way he was ever going to impress Lo. He did notice, though, that once he got the hang of things after a few more tries, she didn’t seem to mind rehearsing their kissing scene quite so much.



LAUREN
The Catch

Lauren was used to being the only girl and the only little kid on the charter fishing boat trips she took with her father. It meant sleeping below deck in a room full of grown fishermen in threelevel bunks, like sailors in the navy, but she didn’t mind. She loved fishing and she loved spending time with her dad.

Nobody else in the family came along on the trips. Not her mom or her aunts and uncles or even her younger sister. The overnight outings off the California coast were just for Lauren and her father.
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They always followed the same routine. Lauren’s dad would bait the hook and throw out the line while she watched. Once they had a bite, Dad would work the fish until it got reasonably close to the boat. Then he would hand the rod over to Lauren, who would finish the job by reeling the catch in.

Lauren and her father were lucky when it came to fishing. When she was six she’d caught a tuna almost as big as she was. The charter boat operator snapped a photo of her standing proudly on deck showing off her catch. She had her arm stretched out, the line clutched in one small fist, while the enormous fish dangled next to her, its tail brushing the deck. The company liked the photo so much they put it on their promotional brochure. Her parents were thrilled. They showed a copy of the pamphlet featuring their daughter the fisherman to everybody who came over to the house to visit.

But one goal kept eluding Lauren when it came to fishing. On every trip, the fishermen would put ten dollars each into a pot, Whoever caught the biggest fish won the jackpot. Lauren wanted more than anything to walk off the boat holding that jackpot.

“We’re gonna win it this time,” she assured her dad as she leaned against the edge of the boat, watching him bait the hook.

“We sure are,” her dad agreed, “This is our lucky day.”

Lauren squinted out at the blue waves sparkling in the dazzling sunlight. Somewhere out there was her fish. The winning fish. She smiled, then turned her attention back to the boat. “Dad, that line is too thin,” she told him.

“It’ll be fine,” her dad said, casting the line out into the shimmering water. “Don’t worry.”

Lauren leaned contentedly against the edge of the boat. Today was definitely their lucky day. Suddenly she saw something tug on the line.

“Dad, you got a bite!”

Her dad was already wrestling with the fishing rod as the line stretched taut and the tip of the rod bowed. Something on the other end was tugging and wriggling frantically.

“It’s something big!” Lauren told him, peering out to the point where the line disappeared below the waves. “I really think that line’s too thin to hold it.”

Snap! No sooner had she said the words than the line broke. The reel spun with a disappointing whir and the remaining length of line trailed lazily on the surface of the water, Somewhere below the waves the giant fish, Lauren’s winning fish, was swimming away.

Her dad repaired the line, but few interesting bites came their way after that and Lauren turned her attention instead to watching the other fishermen, A man not too far away from where they were standing looked like he was wrestling some enormous sea creature. With a giant splash, Lauren saw the fish burst out of the water. Her heart sank. She knew it would be the winner.

Her dad followed her gaze. “That’s okay, Lauren,” he said. “There’s always next time.”

At the end of the trip everybody gathered around to weigh the catches and award the jackpot. Sure enough, the man Lauren had noticed earlier took the honors. As the other fishermen congratulated him, she stepped up for a closer look.

“Hey!” she cried out. “That fish has a second hook in its mouth! Somebody already caught it, but it must have broken the line.”

She didn’t say anything because nobody would have believed her, but somehow she knew it. That was her fish. The one that got away.

As they headed back to their car, sunburned and tired, salt from the sea air sticking to their skin, Lauren helped her father load the fishing gear and overnight bags into the trunk.

“So, did you have fun?” Lauren’s dad asked as they climbed into the car and began the drive home.

“I had a great time. Thanks for taking me fishing, Dad,” she said. “But I told you that line was too thin,” she couldn’t resist adding.



LO
High Pointes

Lo’s parents offered to redo her bedroom for her when they moved from Fuiterton, California, into their new house in Laguna Beach, but nine-year-old Lo loved the ballet-pink paint that already covered the walls. It was just the right color for an aspiring ballerina. Once her mom helped her add pretty curtains and a few delicate, flowery accents it was the perfect room for any little girl, in Lo’s opinion.

In fact, everything about her new house was perfect. It was big enough that Lo and her older sister and younger brother could each have their own rooms. It was surrounded by a big yard with a huge tree, perfect for climbing. And Three Arch Bay, the private gated community where their new house was located, had lots of other kids Lo’s age, many of whom soon became her friends.
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Best of all, the community had its own private beach. Every weekend Lo’s family and their neighbors would line up chairs in the sand so that the adults could spend their afternoons chatting and enjoying the sunshine while the kids swam, surfed, or splashed in the waves. On warm nights, they would all traipse back down to the beach for barbecues and bonfires. Sometimes people even brought takeout pizzas or appetizers they had made to share with their friends from Three Arch.

The only thing that rivaled the beach in Lo’s heart was ballet. She took lessons every week at Tyne Dance Academy, along with many of the other little girls from Laguna. For as long as she could remember, Lo’s dream had been to get pointe shoes so that she could dance on her toes like the real ballerinas did. She spent countless hours flipping through the big art books on her parents’ coffee table, admiring the paintings of dancers in pink ballet slippers with satin ribbons. She wanted to be just like them. Everything about ballerinas seemed graceful and beautiful. She tried again and again to perch on the tips of her toes to practice, grasping a doorknob or chair to balance herself and wishing desperately that she had genuine pointe shoes with hard, molded toes and ribbons that wound around her ankles.

At last when Lo was in seventh grade, her ballet teacher gave the class the news Lo had been waiting for almost all her life. The girls were ready to go en pointe. It was all Lo could do to sit still in the car while her mother drove her to a ballet shop in Huntington Beach to buy her very first pair of toe shoes. The saleswoman took the shoes out of the tissue paper-filled box and handed them to Lo to try on. Lo thought they were the most beautiful shoes she had ever seen. She ran her hand lovingly over each of the pink satin slippers, admiring them, before slipping them on for the first time. She had expected them to make her feet ache, but the gel pads in them made balancing her weight on the tip of her big toe almost comfortable. She looked at herself in the store’s mirror, marveling at how the shoes made her look nearly as beautiful and graceful as a real ballerina.

The minute she got home Lo ripped the box open, put on her shoes, and started practicing.

“Lo, what are you doing?” her mother cried when she saw her. “You can’t wear those around the house.”

“Why not?”

“Your teacher hasn’t approved them yet. What if we have to return them? You’ll get them all dirty.”

Disappointed, Lo dutifully took off her new shoes and placed them tenderly back in the box until later that week when her ballet teacher would give her the go-ahead. Once she did, Lo barely took her shoes off. She practiced all the time. At last she was a real ballerina, just like the ones in the paintings.

It wasn’t until almost a month later that Lo came home after ballet class, peeled off her tights, and noticed that one of her toenails was bruised-looking and loose. She barely touched it and it fell off.

“Gross,” she said, gingerly touching the raw skin underneath.

As Lo soon discovered, ballet dancers’ toenails fall off all the time. They also develop rough, unsightly calluses on their feet from all the hours they spend in pointe shoes.

Lo danced until she was a sophomore in high school. By that point, cute polished toes and visits to the nail salon had become a priority for all the girls, and Lo would often joke that her feet were a pedicurist’s nightmare. She still thought going en pointe had been worth it for the sense of accomplishment and the sheer joy of dancing. But who would ever have dreamed that underneath that beautiful exterior ballerinas had the ugliest feet in the world?



STEPHEN AND DIETHER
Tap, Tap, Kiss, Kiss

Stephen and Dieter had developed a system. Since it was impossible to read a junior high school girl’s mind and therefore impossible to know when the best time to kiss her would be, you had to have a wingman, and Stephen and Dieter had decided to be each other’s.
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