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Evie Gomez woke up on Saturday morning with two things on her mind. The first was that her best friend, Raquel Diaz, was definitely no longer just that, a best friend. Raquel had proven herself to be, as of 10:32 A.M. that late September morning, a 100 percent pinche beyachee. And why? Because after two weeks of no phone, no friends, basically no life, Evie wasn’t under her mother’s house arrest anymore for coming home a piddly-ass twenty (okay, maybe it was forty) minutes past her curfew. Her ankle bracelet had been officially clipped off, but did her girl Raquel bother to call so they could celebrate Evie’s first night of freedom? No. Raquel hadn’t even had the decency to return any of Evie’s phone calls, text messages, or the desperate IMs Evie had sent to SexyMexy08. Raquel was no Sexy Mexy, Evie decided, but she was definitely a bitch.

The second thing Evie realized was how light her head felt. She ran her hand from the back of her neck and, yup, her long, dark brown hair was much shorter. All of it. She pushed up from her pillows and got a look at herself in her closet mirrors—her hair was now short, chopped in haphazard fashion with streaks of uneven blue. Cancún Blue No. 32 to be exact. But it should have been called Abuelita Azulita because it had come out the same exact blue tint you see on, well, abuelitas.

What had she done? She yanked down at the sides but they barely reached her shoulders. Who the hell cuts their own hair? Is this what happened to prisoners in solitary confinement? After being isolated from their peers for too long, did they eventually go mad and commit self-inflicted acts of hair assault with Ginghar craft scissors too? Evie looked hideous and she had no one to blame but … yes, Raquel. It was her fault that Evie had gotten grounded in the first place. Raquel had insisted they go to Tracy Tankerson’s party two weeks ago. It was the first party on the first Friday of the new school year and Raquel promised she’d have Evie home by her curfew. But, as Evie should have known, by the time it was time to leave, Raquel was just getting her drink on. There was no way she was gonna get Evie home by her curfew, and she didn’t.

Evie glowered at the sight of her reflection. Why, why hadn’t Raquel just called her back last night? As a best friend, she owed it to her. When nine o’clock rolled around, it had become painfully obvious to Evie that she was going to spend another long night at home alone. And after clicking from one reality makeover show to the next, she realized it was she, not another midwestern housewife, who needed a change. She wanted something that demanded attention, respect. She wanted … hair the color of the Cancún ocean! And that’s how The Reinvention of Evie Gomez, Mex-treme Makeover, Friday Night Home Edition came to be.

But as of now, Saturday morning, it was sadly evident that she had truly lost her senses the night before. Her rookie dye job screamed beauty-school flunk-out. The bleach she’d used to strip her brown wasn’t dispersed as evenly as it should have been and now her head looked like a patchwork of beige, white, and blue, the national colors of … whatever country’s flag was beige, white, and blue. She looked like crap.

“What do you think, Meho?” She toed her male tabby, nestled at the foot of her bed. “Punk rock, or goth-metal dork?” But Meho couldn’t care less about her state of blue disrepair. He lifted up his hind leg and started to lick behind it.

“Cla-see,” Evie smirked as she gave him a slight tap with the rest of her foot.

She heard Lindsay, the Gomez’s housekeeper, turn up the volume of El Mercadito on the kitchen radio downstairs. Other than that, the house was quiet. She was sure her father, Ruben Gomez, had left hours ago for one of his several panaderías and her mother, Vicki, was probably in the pool doing her obligatory fifty laps.

Evie pulled her Dean Miller sheets up to her chin and looked blankly up at the ceiling. From her sister, Sabrina, who took eighteen credits a semester while maintaining presidency of the most prestigious Latina sorority at Stanford University to big ol’ dopey Molesto (given name: Ernesto)—the Gomez’s black Labrador, who demanded his pre-poop walk around the perimeter of the block every morning at 6 A.M.—the Gomezes were a very focused, ambitious family. They accentuated the Go in Gomez, all of them, that is except for Evie, who felt more of a personal connection to the lagging z as in Gomezzzzzzzz…. She yawned, lifted her Roxy T, and scratched her belly. It was now 10:45 A.M. Yeah, she could sleep a little bit more and deal with las dilemas later.

Just then the buddy alert on her computer dinged, signaling to Evie that one of her online buddies was available to chat. Raquel? … Finally.

Evie pushed off her blankets and went over to her desk. But it wasn’t Raquel. It was Shaggy, who had already instant-messaged her.

ShaggyMA (10:46 AM): Hey, U up?

RioChica (10-.46 AM): Yup. U just wake up, too?

ShaggyMA (10:47 AM): No. Just got in from surfing. Did Dawn Patrol this morning. Crazy. Surfer magazine was there and took photos of us.

Evie felt jealous. Did everyone have a more exciting life than she did? During her period of home internment, she had met Shaggy via a chat room for MASA. No, not masa, as in dough, but MASA as in the Mexican-American Surfing Association. Evie hadn’t even known such a thing existed, but ever since she’d caught Blue Crush on cable with Raquel over the summer, she had become a mad active surfer. On the Internet, that is. Raquel wasn’t so hot on independent study after seeing the film, so Evie researched all things surf on her own. How could she live in California and not surf? All those years as a kid at the beach and not once ride a wave? As a fourth-generation Cali girl she at least looked the part, from her sixty-dollar Hollister Ts to her Roxy hibiscus-print board shorts. Evie had even gone so far as to buy a surfboard, a white nine-foot, five-fin custom long board, especially shaped for her by the one and only Max of Santa Barbara. But truth was, Evie had yet to even get the pricey stick wet and, to be dreadfully direct, she could barely even manage a boogie board in waist-high white water. Qué scandalous, no?

RioChica (10:50 AM): What do you think of the color blue?

ShaggyMA (10:50 AM): One of my sticks is blue.

RioChica (10:51 AM): Cool enough.

ShaggyMA (10:51 AM): Hey, gotta go.

RioChica (10:51 AM): Sure, TTYL!

Sigh. Evie was alone, and bored, again.

Suddenly the latest Moz (Given name: Steven Patrick Morrissey) download, blared from her cell phone. Evie got up from her desk and grabbed the phone off her nightstand. She saw Raquel’s face on the screen, her long hair pulled over in front of her shoulders and her chin drawn down. Ugh. Evie reluctantly flipped open her phone.

“Hello?”

“Heeey,” drawled Raquel’s gravelly voice. Apparently Raquel had gone out the night before. Without Evie. WTF?

“Oh, hey,” Evie said trying to sound just as casual.

“So …,” Raquel started. Evie could sense a smile on the other end. “You got your phone back.”

“Uh, yeah,” Evie said. “I actually got it back yesterday, as of five P.M.”

“Oh, yeah.” Raquel paused. “That’s right.”

“So what happened?” Evie asked. “You said we were gonna do something, go out. I left you like a gazillion messages.”

“Yeah.” Raquel let out a moose-sized yawn. “Sorry about that. I completely spaced. My parents went out and then Jose came over with a six-pack. We ended up kicking it, watching Fuel all night. Boring.” The moose yawned again.

“Oh.” Evie tried to sound calm, but she was burning up inside. “That’s cool. Did Alex or Mondo go out?”

“Nah,” Raquel said. “Nobody did nothing.”

Evie relaxed. At least she hadn’t missed anything, but that didn’t really surprise her. The five Flojos—herself, Alex, Mondo, Raquel, and her boy, Jose—shared one thing in common, and that one thing was the absolute, all-consuming, unending desire to … do absolutely nothing. Was it the cliché teenage rebellion against their workaholic fathers? Too many spins (and lyric interpretations) of Cypress Hill on Mondo’s Technics turntable? Wherever they were, be it poolside or oceanside, and whatever you called it, trifling or chilling, the Flojos did nada together. Never mind Generation Y. The Flojos were in a generation of their own—Generation YBother?

Coincidentally, flojo (correct Spanish pronunciation: flo-who) means “lazy” in English, but it’s also what you call flip-flops (correct South Cali pronunciation: flow-joe) and as everybody knows, flip-flops are a pretty lazy excuse for a shoe. But the Flojos were hard-core when it came to their flip-flops and wore them 24/7/365. From high-end Havaianas ($118) to low-end plastic bin specials from Savon (true flojos, Alex claimed), nothing came between Flojos and their flojos.

But it wasn’t just attitude or a common footwear philosophy that had brought the Flojos together. Evie and Raquel had been friends since growing up in Rio Estates and last year when they were freshmen, Raquel hooked up with Jose. He was a tall, lanky sophomore with the Mars Volta ’fro and black titanium chin labret piercing that gave him a devious look. Raquel fell for it hard. Once they started dating, his sidekicks, Mondo (he who had a “delivery job”) and Alex (he who actually did some surfing), came automatically included in the package. Of course, it was pure prestige points for Evie and Raquel to hang with upperclassmen. Besides, few students at Villanueva Preparatory High School were like them—rich kids whose family crests—that is, if they had crests—contained the letters x, y, or z (read: Latino).

Evie’s family had a crest, sorta. If you counted the small, peach-tinted seashell logo for her father’s successful business, Conchita’s Bread. Years ago her father started Conchita’s and thanks to his hard work (along with Evie’s great-grandma Conchita’s secret pan dulce recipes), the Gomezes had arrived where they were now: a big ol’ Spanish-style house with a swimming pool in the back and her father’s Escalade in the front. Not quite ransom-worthy rich, but the Gomezes, like a lot of the families in Rio Estates, were pretty well off.

“So,” Evie continued. She took a deep breath. “I chopped off my hair.”

“What?” Raquel said.

“My hair,” Evie repeated. “It’s gone.”

“What do you mean?”

“I hacked it off. And …” Evie paused for dramatic flair. “I dyed it blue, sorta.” Evie felt proud and a bit smug. She liked the idea that she’d done something so radical, on her own, and without consulting Raquel. It was so un-Evie of her.

“Yeah.” Raquel yawned. “I dyed my hair blue one time.”

“Really?” It was so Raquel of Raquel to try to outdo Evie. And Evie wasn’t sure she was buying it. “When?”

“One time when I was up in the Bay Area, like two summers ago. It totally clashed with my complexion. Brownies can’t be sporting blue. I changed it back the next day.”

“You never told me that,” Evie said, still suspicious.

“’Cause it was really no big deal.”

Evie felt herself getting annoyed. “So,” she said, changing the subject. “What’s the plan for tonight?”

“Um.” Raquel yawned again. “Jose heard about some party out near Bard. You in?”

“Definitely,” Evie said. Actually, she had hoped they would drive down to L.A., do something covert, crazy. Rio Estates was just sixty miles north of Los, but it was still suburbia and, of course, painfully uneventful. Even though she was a Flojo, Evie had always felt the slight tug of wanting something more, wanting to do something outside of the 805.

But Raquel did say that the night’s party was “out near Bard,” so that could mean anything.

“As long as I’m home by twelve thirty,” Evie reminded Raquel. “I mean, not even twelve thirty-two in the driveway. My mom will freak if I’m late again.”

“Yeah, and we don’t wanna freak out ol’ Vicki,” Raquel said in a tone meant to show she was so over mothers and curfews. “She must have crapped bricks when she saw your hair, huh?”

“Not really,” Evie lied. “Like you said, it’s really no big deal.”

But Evie was starting to worry. What would her mother say about her hair? Vicki Gomez was known for possessing the legendary Gomez fury, unleashed when something didn’t go her way.

Just then, someone knocked on Evie’s bedroom door. She sank into her bed and quickly pulled the sheet over her head. Well, at least she wouldn’t have to wait any longer—she was about to find out how her mother felt about having a Smurf for a daughter.

“Evelina?”

Whew. It was only Lindsay. “Are you awake?” she asked from the hallway.

“Sí, sí, Lindsay,” Evie called out, making sure to keep her head covered. “Come in.” She told Raquel she had to hang up.

“Oh, hey,” Raquel started. “One last thing.”

“Yeah?” Evie asked.

“Did you dye your pubes, too? ‘Cause if you’d done your shrub, now, that woulda been real crazy ass.”

“Good-bye, Raquel.” Evie rolled her eyes and flipped her cell phone shut before tossing it onto the floor. Yup. No doubt about it. Raquel was definitely a bitch.
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“Oh,” Lindsay said as she came into Evie’s room and saw her in bed. “You’re still sleeping.”

“No, I’m awake,” Evie answered, peeking out from under the covers. “I’m just laying here.”

Lindsay looked around Evie’s room and sighed. “Ay, Evelina. This is not good. Let me clean in here today. It would make your mother so happy.”

“Lindsay, I really don’t care what makes my mother happy. So,” Evie changed the subject. “Did you buy anything off of El Mercadito?”

“¡Ay, no!” Lindsay took a seat at the edge of Evie’s bed. “There was a foot ¿cómo se llama?” Her wrinkled hands made a rubbing motion across her Aerosole slip-ons. “A massager? But the lady wanted too much for it. No way.” She turned around and looked above Evie’s bed. “Why is all that scribble around that boy?”

Lindsay was referring to Paul Rodriguez, Jr. Evie had Sharpied elaborate red hearts on a poster of him skateboarding. So, he didn’t surf, as far as she knew, but he did skateboard, which was close enough, and he did have a z in his name. Oh, come on, who was she kidding? P. Rod was FAF. She crushed him hard.

“Oh, that’s—,” Evie started to explain as she turned to look up at the poster. But when she did, her sheet slipped down, exposing her head.

“¡Ay!” Lindsay stood up. “Evelina, what did you do? Your hair!” She nervously fondled her gold chain necklace as though it was a rosary, protecting her from all decisions evil.

“Oh, I cut it.” Evie nervously tugged at the sides, but it was no use. They remained short and stringy.

“Yes, I see that.” Lindsay’s face remained shocked. “But the colors. It’s … does your mother know?”

“Well.” Evie tousled her hair nervously. “She’s always going on about money. So she should be happy that I saved her a hundred bucks by doing my own hair.”

Lindsay’s eyes widened. “You pay a hundred dollars to have your hair done?”

Evie immediately felt embarrassed and tried to explain. “It’s not just for a cut. I mean, I get it washed, and they give it a blow-dry and style. Plus I sometimes get a one-on-one consultation, a lot of times with Viggo—he’s the salon owner.” But the more she said, the more Evie knew how shamelessly VH1 Diva it all sounded.

“Ay, Dios.” Lindsay shook her head. “I just can’t imagine what your mother will think.”

“Think about what?” Vicki Gomez asked as she entered Evie’s bedroom. Just out of the pool, Evie’s mother looked effortlessly stylish in her magenta one-piece with a plush beige towel wrapped around her wet hair. There was no time to duck and cover.

“Oh, my God!” Evie’s mother clasped her hand over her mouth. “Evie! What the hell did you do to your hair? You’ve got to be out of your mind! Did you forget that school photos are next week? Do you expect your father and me to fork over two hundred dollars to document this?” She towered over Evie and picked over her hair, like a grade-school nurse searching for head lice.

Evie looked shamefully over at Lindsay. Yes, Lindsay, we also drop a few hundred for some measly school photos. Oh, but that does include wallet size!

“What the hell were you thinking?” Evie’s mother was furious. “I have a good mind to ground you for a month for this stunt!”

“What?” Evie pulled away from her mother. “Why? Just because I wanted to do something different to my hair?”

“No, because you don’t think. That’s the problem, Evie. You don’t think about how your actions affect other people.” She looked at Evie’s bed and pulled the pillow out from under her. “Great. You stained the pillow, too. Did you even think to rinse out your hair or put down a towel?” Vicki Gomez looked around. “Oh God … look at this.”

Evie looked beside her bed. Sure enough, a trail of small blue blotches stretched across the cream-colored carpet from her bathroom to her pillow. She hadn’t noticed them before. There was even dye on the precious Dean Miller plastic-grass bed skirt she had begged her mother to buy her for her last birthday.

“Don’t worry, Señora Vicki,” Lindsay said, wiping the spots on the sheet as if they would magically go away. “I can get the stains out.”

“Your father is going to be pissed!” Evie’s mother continued to rant. “Do not make any plans this evening until he gets home and we can discuss this.”

“You mean tonight?” Evie was horrified.

“Yes, tonight.” Her mother knelt down and rubbed the stained carpet with her fingers.

“But Dad usually stays late on Saturdays and I told you I was going out with—”

“You’ll just have to wait.” Vicki Gomez stood up and handed Lindsay the pillow. After telling her in Spanish to work on it immediately, she stalked out of Evie’s room. Lindsay followed silently.

No. There was no way that Evie planned to endure another night in the maximum security Gomez Penitentiary. She leaned over her bed, grabbed her cell, and speed-dialed her father.

He’ll listen, she thought. Her father was a reasonable man, definitely much more reasonable than her mother. Evie knew she wouldn’t survive another night of lockdown. I’ll go crazy, and who knows what I’ll do? she thought. Maybe I really will dye my pubes blue.
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Within seconds, Evie was on the phone with her father. She pointed out that there were house rules for her recreational interests—how much time she could spend at Sea Street, the number of hours she was allowed to spend watching MTV2, how much alcohol she was allowed to drink (absolutely none!)—but no mention of cutting her hair and dyeing it blue. No rule, no violation, so no punishment, right? Surprisingly, her father agreed.

“Ay, Vicki.” Evie handed her mother the phone, but she could hear her father talking to her mother through the receiver. “The color’s not permanent and the hair will grow back. What teenager doesn’t experiment with change? Remember when we were dating and you wanted to look like Teena Marie?”

And so Evie was sprung. She would have clicked her heels with joy as she waited in the front driveway for Mondo to go to the party. If only she’d known how she’d finally slipped out of Warden Vicki’s tightfisted control and was soon to be far, far away from the suffocating security gates of Rio Estates.

But eight turned to eight thirty, and eight thirty turned into nine. Evie grew impatient and then angry as she paced back and forth across the circular driveway. Where the hell was that Mondo? Finally, at nine thirty, his black Mercury Marauder slowly eased up the Gomez’s driveway. Evie was ready to pop a fuse.

“What’s the deal?” she snapped as she walked toward his car. “I’ve got a curfew, remember?”

“Oh, you know Mondo,” Jose started to explain as he got out of the front seat and took over the back with Raquel and Alex. “He ain’t called FedMex for nothing.”

“That’s right.” Mondo smiled unapologetically into the rearview mirror. “When you absolutely, positively gotta be there on time, don’t be calling me. Besides, beggars can’t be—” He looked at Evie as she got into the front seat. “Whoa, what did you do to your hair?”

Jose actually snorted. “Hey, yeah. Blue’s Clues!”

“More like Blue’s Clueless.” Mondo laughed. “Why’d you mangle your mane? It looked good before.”

“You guys, shut up already,” Raquel said from the backseat. Her eyes widened in bewilderment at the first sight of Evie’s hair. “You can’t help it if you screwed up your hair.” She leaned over and stroked Evie’s bangs. “Don’t listen to them. We’ll take you to Viggo and hell fix you up.”

“Man, Evie,” Mondo said as he stroked his own long hair that went well past his shoulders. “You ain’t never gonna get a hold of my hair.” He motioned to her safety belt. “Hey, click it or ticket.”

“Oh, like you are so concerned about breaking the law,” Evie said as she fastened her seat belt and crossed her arms.

These were the so-called friends she was just dying to be with? She looked back at Alex and glared. “Don’t even say anything,” she warned him.

“Evie.” Alex sighed. “I really don’t care what you do with your hair.”
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When they pulled up to Bard Beach, Mondo killed the Marauder’s ignition and announced, “Okay, just ’cause I drove does not make me the designated driver. Fulby should already be here and you guys can get a lift back from him if you need to.”

“Dude, we can’t all go with Fulby,” Alex complained from the backseat. “He’s got a truck.”

“Yeah, a truck with a nice, wide flatbed.” Mondo reached under his feet and lifted the floor mat to retrieve a rolled-up baggie.

The party was at Pacifica Abalone Farm, out at Bard Beach, one of the local beaches just west of Rio Estates. While Rio Estates was a planned residential community named to acknowledge the one and only river that ran through the county, Bard Beach was located near the river’s mouth and was just as wild and unpredictable as the river itself. It was a part of town known for its hard living, where dime bags and Hawaiian Tropic were a way of life. This was perfect for Evie. She felt quite the escandalosa spending her first night out at Bard.

“Okay, okay, already.” Evie was getting more impatient. “I’ll take the friggin’ bus back home if I have to.” She pulled her corduroy jacket out from underneath herself. “Let’s just go, already.”

“Whoa, slow down, Blue’s Clues,” Mondo said. “There’s no rush. We got our own party supplies here.” He dangled the baggie in front of her. “And lemme tell you, this mota is mean”

“Yeah, just kick back, Evie.” Raquel leaned into Jose and draped her arm over his shoulders. “We got all night to party.”

“No.” Evie opened the car door. “I don’t have all night, and you know I don’t smoke that shit. Forget it. I’ll just meet up with you guys later.”

“You’re gonna go by yourself?” Raquel’s question sounded more like a challenge than an expression of concern.

“Yeah,” Evie said. “What’s the problem?”

The problem was that the last thing Evie wanted to do was enter some Bard Beach party by herself, scrappy blue hair and all. But of course, she wasn’t going to admit it.

“No.” Alex reluctantly sat up in the backseat. “You can’t be walking around alone, especially out here. You’ve got Rio Estates written all over you. I’ll go with you.”

“I don’t look all R.E.,” Evie snapped defensively. She resented that Alex, who was also from Rio Estates, would say such a thing. Since when was he so “down”?

“You know what?” Raquel suddenly announced. “I’ll go too. I gotta take a piss.”

“What?” Jose looked at her. “But you were the one nagging for the new bud.”

“Well,” Raquel said matter-of-factly, “when you gotta go, you gotta go.”
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Evie followed Raquel and Alex down the sandy path toward the party. It was a typical fall evening in Southern California. The Santa Ana winds were kicking in, but the residue of summer was still in the air. Evie suddenly felt less irritated and more excited. Yes, she thought. Tonight, the switch is ON!

“I think everyone’s at the other end of the farm, past these tanks,” Alex guessed. “I can hear the band.”

Evie stooped over one of the low concrete tanks. “What’s in these things?” In the moonlight, she could just barely make out what seemed to be thousands of brown, rough-looking, quarter-sized organisms clinging to the tank’s walls.

“Abalone spawn!” Alex deepened his voice. “Very dangerous stuff.”

Raquel put her hand into the tank. “Man, this water’s cold—oh my God!” Suddenly her whole arm was pulled into the bubbling seawater. Her expression changed from curiosity to sheer terror. “Oh my God! Evie, my hand!”

“Raquel!” Evie shrieked. “Alex! Oh my God! Help her!” She ran up behind Raquel to pull her arm out.

But Raquel just started laughing and then calmly pulled her hand out. Both she and Alex busted up.

“Man, you’re such a sucker!” Raquel laughed harder and slapped her wet fingers on Evie’s shoulder. “That was a good one!”

“You guys are such jerks.” Evie tried to wipe her shoulder.

“It’s just baby abalone,” Alex said. “Look.” He stooped over and picked something off the sand. It was a shell—small, but iridescent and perfectly intact. “Cool, right?”

Evie took the shell in her hand and nodded. “Yeah, it’s pretty.”

“Let me polish it up for you,” Alex offered. “It’ll look nice on a cord or something, I promise.”

“You don’t have to do that,” Evie said.

“No, I don’t mind. Think of it as a peace offering. Plus it would look good on you.” He took the shell back from Evie.

“Yeah,” Alex went on. “These tanks are like a little nursery  for the abalone. Check it out—it takes like five years just to get one abalone full size.”

“Five years?” Raquel said, looking over the tanks. “Damn, they must crank some bank here! If we got Mondo to cultivate this instead, we’d all be kickin’ it, pimp style.”
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Alex was overreacting about Evie and Raquel needing an escort to the party, but that was Alex, always the overprotective gentleman. He wasn’t as fine or tall as Jose, and he wasn’t as funny as Mondo, but of all the Flojos, Evie guessed she needed someone like Alex around the most.

The crowd was sketchy but far from threatening. The Bard Boys and their crew were more AA than A-list, really just a bunch of tanned homeboys who liked to party. All had done their prerequisite time in either County or rehab, or had spent endless days hustling on the beach. People might picture a California beach party as a bunch of fit, golden-tanned teenagers gathered around a bonfire, but no such postcard existed from Bard.

The three of them filled up at the nearest keg and Evie quickly took a gulp from her plastic cup. She didn’t like beer, and the keg kind was the worst. Still, she felt she had some catching up to do.

“Hey, Evie.”

She looked up. “Mikey?” At first Evie didn’t recognize Mikey Regalado. Evie hadn’t seen him since they were both in grade school.

“Yeah, Mike.” He pumped the keg and directed the spout into a waiting cup. “How are you doing?” He looked Evie over. “Check out your crazy-ass hair and shit.”

“Oh, yeah.” She felt slightly embarrassed. “I sorta messed it up.”

Mikey’s own head was now shaved. Was he part of the Bard Boys? Evie wondered.

“Nah, it looks good,” he told Evie. “You’ve always been so crazy.”

“Really?” She was sort of surprised by his comment. She didn’t exactly feel exciting enough to ever be considered “crazy.”

“Well, look at your hair!” She smiled as she took a reluctant sip from her cup. “Or should I say, lack of. Hey, remember—”

“E-vie,” Raquel interrupted. “I still gotta pee.” She grabbed Evie’s arm. “Come on, let’s go find the little girls’ room.”

“Well, looks like I gotta go.” Evie shifted her eyes toward Raquel to show Mikey her annoyance. “See you later, right?”

“Why not?” Mikey lifted his chin up toward her as he continued to pump the keg.
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As Alex went to watch the band, Evie and Raquel left to look for an outhouse.

“With all the fine boys here,” Raquel scanned the crowd, “I don’t know why you have to flirt with some gang member.”

“Gang member?” Evie raised her eyebrows. “Mikey? Not even. And, I was not flirting.”

“Whatever.”

Moments later, Raquel finally found the Porta Potti. She rattled the white plastic door. “Dude!” she called out. “Come on, already! You got a line out here!”

After a few moments the door unlocked and opened. When Evie looked up, she couldn’t believe who stepped out: Alejandra, as in de los Santos.

While the Flojos were one of many “social groups” at Villanueva, there was actually another group that at least seemed similar to the Flojos. That group was the Sangros. The Sangros (short for sangrona, Spanish for full-blown bitch) were four girls from Mexico City. They were born in Distrito Federal, meaning they were Mexican Mexican, unlike the Flojos, who were born in California and were Mexican-American. While the Flojos were known for their flip-flops, the Sangros were known for their stripes, as in their perfectly calculated highlights—blonde highlights. Not blended or woven, but rather straight stripes the width of a straw that made for a severe contrast to their dark layered hair. Until Evie’s newest look, Evie and Raquel had always thought the Sangros had the tackiest hair imaginable.

Alejandra de los Santos and her ah-migas, Fabiola, Natalia, and Xiomara, were resident students at Villanueva. It took some hearty bank to be a resident student at Villanueva, but the Sangros had fathers who pulled powerful punches down in the distrito, so in addition to their green cards, the Sangros also flashed gold. Between their papás’ piggy banks and the Flojos’s ATM cards, it was the typical struggle between the haves and have más.

Even in the doorway of an outhouse (and even with those horrid stripes), Evie thought that Alejandra looked glamorous, a lighter shade of Beyoncé, ready to give a VMA acceptance speech. She sported the typical femmy Sangro look: knee-high leather boots, a low-cut frilly camisole, and, of course, the hair. In her Sanuk flojos and a tank top that she didn’t quite fill out, Evie suddenly felt, ¿cómo se dice? ¿Sencilla? ¿Mierda? Okay, bland.

“What are you doing here?” Raquel was already up in her face. “Shouldn’t you be home watching Sábado Gigante or something?”

“What am I doing here?” Alejandra carefully stepped down from the outhouse. “Raquel, my second cousin Gabriel owns this farm. He is Pacifica Abalone. Shouldn’t you be reading Let’s Go Mexico and actually go?” She took her last high-heeled step onto the sand. “I’ve been coming to his parties for years.” She ran her white-tipped nails through her blonde-striped hair. “I’ve never seen you here before.”

Suddenly Evie felt nervous. Truth was, none of the Flojos were officially invited to the Bard party. Jose had snagged the info from a friend which, like so many of the evites he’d lifted for pachangas, led the Flojos to Bard Beach.

“Well, I gotta take a shit.” Raquel gave Evie her beer to hold and pushed by Alejandra. “Excuse me.”

She stepped up to the outhouse and shut the door behind her. Evie was now stuck alone with Alejandra. This was a first. Usually it was Raquel sister-necking a Sangro while Evie stood in awe.

“What did you do to your hair?” Alejandra asked. Her almond-shaped eyes were topped with a glittery green eye shadow. She looked straight at Evie.

“Nothing really.” Evie smoothed down the front of her bangs. “It’s no big deal.”

“I guess not.” Alejandra snapped her gum before spitting it into a piece of paper she got out from her pocket. “So, how’s the doughnut shop?”

“Excuse me?” Evie tried to sound as fearless as Alejandra seemed.

“Doesn’t your dad sell doughnuts or something?” Alejandra pulled out a pack of cigarettes from her suede bag.

“No, my dad owns a company.” Evie knew that Alejandra was pretending to be naïve about her father’s bakeries. Everyone in the whole county knew of Conchita’s Bread. “His chain, all four stores, sells pan dulce, not doughnuts.”

“Pan dulce?” Alejandra smirked as she lit her cigarette. “You gotta be kidding.”

“No,” Evie said. “Why would I be?”

“Well, I wouldn’t know anything about fast food.” Alejandra took her first pull off her cigarette. “My family’s more scholarly, I guess. My father’s the VP at U.N.A.M. in Mexico.” She smiled smugly. “La Universidad Nacional—”

“I know what U.N.A.M. means.” Evie’s pride abruptly cut her off.

“O-kay.” Alejandra pursed her lips. “So, as I was saying, I’m going to be doing an internship at Cal State Channel Islands this semester.”

“Good for you, Alejandra,” Evie answered, looking up at the outhouse. What was taking Raquel so long?

“Yeah.” Alejandra blew smoke upward from the side of her mouth. “They’re getting a new chancellor soon, Dr. Frank de LaFuente.”

“Frank de LaFuente?” Evie asked.

“Claro. I might be working with him directly. Then I’m gonna apply for an internship at Yale next summer and—”

But Evie wasn’t listening anymore. When she heard the name Frank de LaFuente, she felt her stomach drop hard. Frank de LaFuente was Dee Dee’s father. Dee Dee had been Evie and Raquel’s best friend when they were young girls growing up in Rio Estates. Raquel was Evie’s official best friend now, but Dee Dee was actually the closest friend Evie ever had. Evie had practically lived at the de LaFuentes’. Evie hated to admit it, but when they were younger, she had always wished Dee Dee’s mother were her own. Margaret de LaFuente didn’t put on airs like her mom, and Margaret was always home, always around to talk, not like Evie’s mother, who was always off chasing department store sales or focusing on older daughter Sabrina’s accomplishments. But when Dee Dee was twelve, Margaret got sick, like, really sick, and died. Then Dee Dee and her father moved out of California and Evie hadn’t heard from her in the last four years. Dee Dee never answered her e-mails or returned her calls. Evie still didn’t understand exactly what happened. Just hearing Dee Dee’s name gave her a stomachache.

Suddenly the Porta Potti door opened and Raquel stepped out, zipping her jeans.

“What,” she said to Alejandra, “you still here?”

“You know what?” Alejandra bent her elbow to her side and held her cigarette out. “I think Gabriel would just love to meet some gate-crashers. Why don’t you and your little blue baya stay put here by the toilets and I’ll go get him?” She pushed by both of them.

As soon as Alejandra took off, Evie snapped at Raquel, “Why did you do that? You’re gonna get us kicked out!”

“Nah.” Raquel took her beer back and drank it calmly. “If it’s the Gabriel I’m thinking of, and I’m sure it is, he won’t kick us out. I’ve partied before with some older dude named Gabriel who said he had a fish farm out this way—it must be the same guy. Besides, I had Mondo get him the stuff and anyone knows that a first-rate delivery is definitely more important than some second-rate second cousin.”
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