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  What readers and bloggers say about Paige’s books…




  ‘One of the most captivating authors I’ve ever read; totally draws you in to the story and you feel like you’re right there with the characters! Love them

  all!’ Emma Bailey




  ‘Hilariously funny, but totally realistic. Each of her books is just as gripping as the next.’ Katie Collins




  ‘BEWARE, you will not be able to put her books back down again until you’ve devoured every single word! Paige creates a world you fall into, with characters you just

  can’t help but root for.’ Lo Marie




  ‘She’s the author I’d been waiting for. Her books inspire me. The male characters are charismatic and flawed but so easy to fall in love with. I devour her

  books in one sitting.’ Stacey Lavender




  ‘Her books make me forget about the real world, and I feel like I’ve jumped inside the stories with the characters. Completely captivating and amazingly

  written.’ Laura Thompson




  ‘Perfect to snuggle up with and escape to another world. Such page-turners, they are always finished within a couple of days. By the end of a book I feel as if I know each

  character personally.’ Abi Webster




  ‘There’s a reason Paige Toon is a Sunday Times bestselling author! I loved her writing style and I read the whole book within two days or so.’

  Emily Underworld




  ‘Yet again with the excitement, ultimate thrill of the chase, magnetic and charming characters and fantastic plot, Paige Toon has shown the YA world that,

  yes, she is still a newbie, but she’s shit hot and they should all be scared.’ Natalie McCormack, NetGalley, five-star review




  ‘With all the pace and wit of a top teen-screen hit, I Knew You Were Trouble is an addictive read with strong rags to riches appeal. But alongside the entertaining

  escapism, and with wit and insight, it also explores the big universal theme of finding yourself and being brave enough to become who you want to be.’ LoveReading4Kids




  ‘Sunshine, rock gods and Hollywood heart-throbs! Swoon… Jessie’s voice is strong throughout the narrative, she takes us on a

  rollercoaster journey and we witness her making some big life decisions, which is enough to make you want to keep turning the pages.’ The Girl in Glasses




  ‘Paige Toon delivers another stunning, thrilling YA novel that will knock your socks off… With a searing hot romance, I Knew You Were Trouble is fun, flirty

  and deliciously addictive.’ Bookevin blog




  ‘Witty, upbeat and entertaining and just perfect to read over the summer holidays… I loved every single second of this book, and read it in a matter of hours, as I

  couldn’t bring myself to put it down.’ Rachel’s Random Reads




  ‘I’m a huge fan of Paige Toon’s novels. They always feature an emotional rollercoaster, hot guys, and international locations and give me a compulsion to keep

  reading until I reach the end.’ So Many Books, So Little Time




  ‘Full of ups and downs, hilarious moments and also sad parts, the perfect mixture and so entertaining. The writing is really gripping, I couldn’t put the book down

  (only when I really had to), such a FABULOUS read!!!’ Sky’s Book Corner




  ‘Paige has proven for the second time that she can write Young Adult fiction just as brilliantly as she writes chick lit. Jessie’s voice remained strong throughout

  the entire narrative, taking us with her on her rollercoaster journey and making some heavy life decisions.’ Emma Lou Book Blog
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  For Pernille Meldgaard Pedersen




  I thought it was about time your name made it into one of my books… Hope it makes you smile x
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  Chapter 1




  I lie on the sofa in front of the television with my head on her lap. Her fingers are cool as they brush across my temple and trail down the length of my light-blonde hair,

  getting caught up in a knot. She abandons her soothing stroking and fixates on unpicking the knot instead.




  ‘Ow, that hurts!’ I complain.




  ‘Your hair is not getting the better of me, Jessie Pickerill,’ she warns, and I know that she won’t be defeated until I’m tangle free.




  So I endure the pain because I love her and I know that she loves me.




  That’s right, I remember. Her hands were always cold.




  I squeeze my eyes shut and sob quietly, muffling the sound with my pillow.




  Today is my sixteenth birthday and I woke up with the sickest feeling in the pit of my stomach. For the last hour, I’ve been racking my brain for the tiniest details, the seemingly

  unimportant ones, the ones that I’m most likely to forget.




  But I don’t want to forget her burning our dinner because she was distracted playing air guitar to Starship on the radio. I can’t bear to lose the memory of her jumping on

  my bed and throwing shapes to my music while I resignedly got ready for school. I’m even clinging to the vision of her discarding another outfit on her bedroom floor and mischievously turning

  her attention to my wardrobe.




  She always woke me up gently, quietly calling my name and stroking my arm.




  Unless it was my birthday and then she’d bound into my room, shouting ‘WAKEY-WAKEY!’ like a lunatic.




  She clambers onto my bed and straddles me, squeezing the air out of my lungs and making me groan.




  ‘Happy birthday!’ She shakes me. ‘I got you PRESENTS!’ she exclaims, and I stare at her blearily as she beams down at me, her light-brown eyes shining with

  excitement. ‘I got you this.’ She places one wrapped package on my chest. ‘And this.’ Another. ‘And this, and this, and this!’ She piles them up all over my

  face. I laugh and try to sit up, but she’s still on top of me.




  ‘Get off!’ I grumble good-naturedly, shoving at her knees. She giggles and complies, then thrusts a present in my face.




  ‘I swear you get more enjoyment out of my birthdays than I do,’ I say wryly, taking it from her.




  ‘Open it!’ she urges.




  That was a year ago. A year ago to the day. And, hours later, my mum was taken from me, never to be returned. My chest shakes violently as I sob.




  I have no idea how much time passes, but a sense of responsibility begins to mingle with my grief at the realisation that my little brothers will be up soon. The thought of them seeing me like

  this is enough to stem the flow of my tears. I push the damp pillow away from my face and reach for my phone. The digital display reads 06:30, so, if they’re not awake now, they will be soon.

  I need to pull myself together.




  My body feels like lead as I drag myself from bed and stumble through to the bathroom. I flick on the light switch, flinching at the brightness and then recoiling at the state of my reflection

  in the mirror. I turn on the tap and reach for a flannel, hoping to cool down my splotchy, puffy face.




  I can hardly believe how much my life has changed in the last twelve months. I thought my mum had taken the secret of my biological father’s identity with her to her grave and, after my

  initial shock and grief had passed, I became angry. I hit out at the only parental figure left in my life: my stepdad, Stu.




  But last summer he came clean. He’d known the truth all along, that my real dad is Johnny Jefferson, the legendary, infamous rock star. Suddenly I had a new dad and a stepmum, Meg, and the

  cutest little half-brothers you could ever imagine in Barney and Phoenix. They’re British like me, but they live here in Los Angeles and last summer I came to stay with them, to meet them for

  the first time. Since then I’ve been back and forth between America and the UK, but now I’m here to stay.




  At least I think I am. I start a new school on Tuesday, and for a few moments nerves battle it out with despair to take control of my stomach.




  I sigh as I press the cold flannel to my face. It’s probably just as well Jack and Agnes are away. They’ve been in Washington State for the last couple of days, visiting their

  grandparents, and initially I was disappointed that they weren’t going to be around for my birthday, but the last thing I feel like doing right now is celebrating.




  Agnes is a friend I made last summer, and her older brother Jack is… Well, I don’t know what he is, actually. Is he my boyfriend? Are we official? Agnes is the only one of my

  friends here who knows about us, and the reason for this is complicated.




  Butterflies swarm into my stomach at the thought of Jack’s blue-grey eyes staring down at me, moments before the last time we kissed. It was in the very early hours of January

  1st, a few days ago, and the memory of his lips against mine is spine-tinglingly fresh.




  I fell pretty hard for him when we met last summer, but things went sour. So, when I returned to start the new school year in England, I tried to forget about him.




  But I failed. Even when I started going out with Tom, the universally acknowledged hottest boy in school, I failed.




  Anyway, within the space of about two months, certain uncontrollable events at home tore me away from my lovely new boyfriend and brought me back to LA.




  Jack plays the lead guitar in an indie rock band called All Hype, and I soon discovered that Eve – the lead singer and Jack’s ex – had quit. When Jack overheard me singing with

  my dad, I found myself being drafted in as Eve’s replacement. I had my first gig three weeks ago in San Francisco – a horrendously nerve-wracking, but ultimately incredible

  experience – and afterwards I kind of lost my head. Jack and I have always had chemistry. I’d been fighting it, but the chemistry won out and I ended up kissing him and, in doing so,

  cheating on Tom, my gorgeous, kind, devoted boyfriend. When I went home for Christmas, I confessed to Tom what I’d done, but it was the end of our relationship.




  I hurt him so much and I still feel sick to my stomach about it. I emailed him the day before yesterday, asking for his forgiveness, but he hasn’t replied. I said that I hoped we could

  still be friends, though I think I’m kidding myself. You don’t let someone down that badly and get away with it.




  I sigh and dry off my face, returning to the comfort of my warm, snuggly bed, but, as soon as I rest my cheek on my tear-sodden pillow, I’m reminded of what today is: the anniversary of my

  mother’s death. And it will be for every single birthday for the rest of my life.




  My throat swells up and tears prick at my eyes, but, before my sorrow takes hold again, I’m diverted by a commotion outside my door.




  ‘Shh!’ I hear someone warn. Meg? Johnny?




  ‘I want to go inside!’ That was Barney. No doubt about it.




  ‘No!’ Meg replies in a loud whisper. ‘Let’s give her until at least seven o’clock.’




  ‘But I’m going to drop her presents!’ he whines at top volume, completely neglecting to keep his voice down.




  ‘Oh, buddy,’ I hear Johnny chide gruffly and my automatic reaction is to smile.




  ‘I’m awake!’ I call, propping myself up.




  The door bursts open and in they spill: the four people I can now call my family, all still dressed head-to-toe in their pyjamas.




  Barney, aged four and a half, comes first, tearing into the room and clambering onto my bed, his arms full of brightly-coloured packages and his grin threatening to explode his face.




  Then comes Meg with a babbling one-and-a-half-year-old Phoenix attached to her hip. ‘DEZZIE!’ he calls, mispronouncing my name and flashing me a mostly toothless smile.




  And finally in follows Johnny in a white T-shirt and crumpled grey PJ bottoms, still looking half asleep.




  Meg once told me that Johnny rarely used to roll out of bed before midday, but having children has changed all that. She used to work as his personal assistant, but they fell in love and the

  rest is history.




  ‘Happy birthday!’ Barney yells, piling presents up on my chest and scrambling back across the bed to retrieve a few more from his parents. They hand them over with amusement and he

  returns to place some more on top of me. My heart pinches as I think of Mum doing the same thing last year, but I try not to let my pain show.




  ‘Hey,’ Johnny says in a deep voice still thick with sleep, as he wanders over to sit on the bed beside me. He reaches across with one tanned, tattooed arm to ruffle my hair.

  It’s several shades lighter than his and quite a bit longer – his comes to his chin and always looks just-slept-in – but our green eyes are practically identical. His are fixed on

  me now and they’re full of concern. He hasn’t missed the fact that I’ve been crying. He squeezes my shoulder consolingly, but stays silent. I’m glad. Sympathy will only make

  it worse.




  ‘Hey, you,’ Meg says gently, regarding me with her warm brown eyes. She and Phee look so alike, but Barney is the spitting image of Johnny – and me.




  Meg doesn’t wish me a happy birthday because she knows that it’s not a totally happy thing, and she also knows better than to mention my appearance.




  Barney has no such qualms. ‘Why does your face look funny?’




  Before Meg or Johnny can speak, Phoenix distracts everyone by squawking and wriggling to get down from his mother’s arms. Meg puts him on the bed and he crawls up the length of my body,

  pushing presents out of the way until he’s pressing his little face to my neck. My arms wrap round his solid, onesie-encased body and suddenly I’m fighting off another very strong urge

  to cry.




  ‘Phoenix, move!’ Barney yells. ‘Jessie wants to open her presents!’




  I can’t help giggling at the rude interruption. Phee sits up perkily and reaches for a rectangular-shaped package in lime-green wrapping paper with a yellow ribbon.




  ‘Yes, you can open it,’ I say, passing Barney a bright pink box tied with a purple ribbon. ‘Come on, you guys can help me.’ We all get stuck in.




  Ten minutes later, my eyes are popping out of my head.




  I have a new laptop (‘for school’), a new iPad (‘for fun’), a pampering voucher for two at a posh spa, a black Burberry lambskin biker jacket that I swear I’ve seen

  modelled by Cara Delevingne, plus other items like photo frames and fairy lights to cheer up my room.




  Now I’m left with one last present.




  Barney has unwrapped it to reveal a small velvet box, but Johnny swipes it at this point and hands it to me.




  I lift up the lid to see a delicate-looking silver charm bracelet resting inside.




  ‘Whoa.’ I take it out of the box. ‘It’s beautiful!’




  There are a few charms attached and I pause at the sight of a tiny, diamanté-studded guitar.




  ‘They’re real diamonds,’ Meg whispers with a smile.




  I gasp. ‘I’ll be so careful not to lose it,’ I vow seriously.




  ‘We thought you could collect charms that mean something to you,’ Johnny says, as I turn the bracelet around in my fingers and spy the number sixteen dangling there. A lump springs

  up in my throat.




  ‘But that’s not the last present,’ he adds quickly, taking the bracelet from me and placing it back in the box.




  ‘Disneyland!’ Barney interrupts with a gleeful shout.




  ‘BARNEY!’ Meg and Johnny bellow at him simultaneously.




  He freezes and then stares at them contritely.




  ‘That was supposed to be a surprise!’ Meg scolds.




  ‘Disneyland?’ I manage to ask, as Johnny tickles Barney’s ribs and makes him squeal with hysteria.




  ‘Where are we going?’ Johnny asks his tiny son as he falls back on the bed, narrowly missing my head.




  ‘Disneyland!’ Barney barks between giggles. Phoenix waddles over to join the fun and Johnny grabs him and tickles him, too.




  ‘VIP access,’ Meg says to me knowingly, amid the mayhem.




  ‘What, today?’ I ask weakly.




  ‘Yeah! Today!’ Barney shouts, scrambling to his feet and proceeding to bounce on my bed.




  Oh.




  That’s the last thing I feel like doing.




  I don’t mean to seem ungrateful. I’d love to go to Disneyland sometime, but I’d planned on staying here and having a quiet one today. I can’t imagine having fun.




  Johnny is completely oblivious to my internal dilemma. ‘Who are we seeing today?’ he asks Barney.




  ‘Mickey Mouse!’ Barney obligingly replies at high volume.




  I glance up at my half-brother’s beaming face and know that my plans to wallow are shot. How can I possibly disappoint him?




  ‘What time are we leaving?’ I ask.




  ‘NOW!’ Barney yells.




  ‘No, not now,’ Meg says brusquely, making a grab for him. ‘We’ve got to eat breakfast first, and get ready.’




  ‘And we still have to give Jessie her last present,’ Johnny interjects.




  ‘What, my last present isn’t Disneyland?’ I ask with confusion.




  ‘Nope,’ he replies, throwing me a key.




  A car key.




  A Fiat car key?!




  I have a sudden vision of the crummy old white Fiat that Stu used to have, but I don’t care! It’s a car! A car! I’m sixteen and in America that means I can get my

  driving licence!




  I leap out of bed and all five of us race down the stairs in our PJs to the front door. I wrench it open and my jaw drops.




  ‘It’s a Fiat 500 Abarth,’ Johnny says proudly.




  The model means nothing to me. All I know is that what sits before me is one of the coolest little cars I have ever seen: matt-black with red wing mirrors and a red racing stripe down the side

  – nothing, absolutely nothing, like Stu’s former old banger.




  ‘I thought it looked kind of cheeky. Like you,’ my dad adds with a shrug.




  I squeal, running out of the house, unlocking the car doors with a button on the key as I go. Meg laughs and Johnny chuckles as he follows me, both of us hopping gingerly over the sharp gravel

  beneath our bare feet. I almost go to the right-hand side of the car, but remember that the driver’s seat is on the left in America. I climb in and Johnny gets in the passenger seat beside

  me.




  ‘Like it?’ he asks, grinning across at me.




  ‘Are you kidding me?’ I gape at him. ‘How soon can I drive it?’




  ‘Aah, well,’ he replies ominously. ‘I’m afraid you have to jump through a few hoops first. You need a learner’s permit before you can drive on the road, under adult

  supervision until you do your actual test, of course. But to get your learner’s permit you have to do a Driver’s Education course – six hours of driving lessons with a qualified

  instructor and a written test. Annie’s told me how it all works over here.’ Annie is his PA.




  ‘No problem,’ I reply with a grin, glancing to my right to see Meg taking the boys back inside. Johnny spies them, too.




  ‘Breakfast,’ he notes. ‘Eddie has made you a crazy big stack of pancakes.’




  ‘Aw,’ I say. I adore their cook. He doesn’t work on weekends so he must’ve prepared them yesterday.




  ‘You OK?’ Johnny asks quietly, all amusement vanished from his expression.




  I nod quickly, tears automatically springing to my eyes. ‘It’s probably best if I don’t talk about it,’ I say in a small voice. I don’t want to lose it again.




  ‘OK.’ He jerks his head towards the house and reaches for the door handle. ‘Come on. Food first and then we’d better go and see frickin’ Mickey, before Barney

  spontaneously combusts.’




  





  Chapter 2




  To my surprise, I had an appetite once I sat down at the table, and now we’re on our way to Disneyland in Johnny’s black Mercedes limousine. The Jeffersons’

  long-term driver, Davey, is chauffeuring us. When I got in the car, I found a present from him between the children’s car seats: a gift bag full of bath goodies. I was so touched at his

  thoughtfulness.




  Johnny may be an A-lister, but he doesn’t have loads of staff. Meg once explained that he likes his team to feel like family, so I’m on first-name terms with everyone from Sharon and

  Carly the maids to Santiago the gardener/pool guy and Lewis, Samuel, Wyatt and Austin, the bodyguards. Samuel and Lewis are currently following behind us in another car and I know them best of all,

  especially Sam, because he looked after me in the UK, when the press found out who I was.




  We tried to keep my identity under wraps at first so I wouldn’t be hounded, but my secret didn’t stay hidden for long. Now everyone knows that I’m Johnny’s daughter and

  I’m kind of glad it’s out in the open, even though it means that my life has changed dramatically. I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to having a bodyguard following me

  around.




  The closer we get to Disneyland, the more excited Barney becomes. I’m still being assaulted by memories of Mum, and I feel like I could burst into tears at any given moment, but one look

  at Barney and Phee has me smiling again.




  I can’t imagine being happy today, though. Not properly. Perhaps it won’t be as awful as I was expecting, and that’s a good thing. Mum wouldn’t want me to be

  inconsolable.




  And then I see her twisting her long, dark, wavy hair into a messy bun and securing it with the biro I was using to do my English homework.




  ‘Oi! Give that back!’ I shout, as she laughs and runs from the room.




  I quickly train my sight on my little brothers.




  I’m a bit hurt that Stu hasn’t called me yet, but I know he’ll be finding today difficult, too. Perhaps he’s just taking a while to get his act together so he

  doesn’t cry down the phone. I’m sure we’ll talk later.




  As soon as we walk through the gates to Disneyland, the air is filled with the sweet scent of popcorn and candyfloss. Barney’s enthusiasm is pretty infectious because my

  excitement is growing by the minute. He can barely contain himself as our effervescent VIP Disney guide, dressed in blue-and-red tartan, leads us down Main Street between the pastel-coloured shops

  and eateries. Sam and Lewis flank us, and people stop to gawp at Johnny as we pass. Wherever he goes, heads turn, women scream and people want his autograph, but I hope he doesn’t get

  constantly harassed today.




  We soon come to a stop in front of a bronze statue of Walt and Mickey. Behind them is Sleeping Beauty’s castle, its towers spearing the sunny sky in all its pink, blue and gleaming gold

  splendour.




  ‘Where first?’ I ask Johnny, smiling at three little girls dressed in princess costumes, passing by with their parents.




  ‘It’s up to you,’ he replies with a shrug.




  ‘Peter Pan!’ Barney shouts, jumping up and down on the spot.




  ‘Are you sure about that?’ I ask my dad with amusement. I think we all know who the boss is here. ‘Can we go straight to Peter Pan, please?’ I ask our guide with a

  smile.




  ‘Sure.’ She doesn’t move, though, her smile frozen on her face as she looks from Mickey and Walt to Johnny and Meg and back again.




  I wonder what she’s waiting for. Are we supposed to show the statue more respect or something?




  And then Johnny’s and Meg’s faces light up at the sight of something behind me. I turn round to see a cart being drawn by a real horse, and then, from behind it, Libby, Natalie, Lou

  and Em emerge! I almost die on the spot as my British friends run, laughing, towards me. And the boys follow: Dougie, Aaron, Chris and – no way – is that Tom? I stare at him in

  shock, and then I spy Stu with who I think are Libby’s and Tom’s mums, but my eyes are so full of tears, it’s hard to tell.




  My friends engulf me and there is so much screaming going on that it almost bursts my eardrums. Eventually I make it to Stu and I’m pretty sure he’s crying as we hug. I can’t

  believe almost everyone I care about is here. And was I dreaming? Did I really see Tom?




  I break away from my stepdad and look around for him and, sure enough, my recently ex-boyfriend is standing awkwardly beside his mate, Chris.




  He meets my eyes and gives me a small smile and then Natalie is accosting me.




  Natalie is a relatively new friend, as are Em, Dougie and Aaron. I started to hang out with them earlier last year when I went through a particularly rough patch. They’re older than me

  – they all go to college now – and Stu wrote them off as a bad influence with their drinking, smoking and late-night partying. I think he now understands that they helped me in their

  own way, even if he didn’t approve of their methods.




  ‘Get a look at Em, would you?’ Natalie whispers in my ear.




  Em’s eyes are bulging out of her head as she stares at my dad. Johnny pretends not to notice. Em’s his biggest fan. I watch Johnny greet my geeky stepdad with a backslap-mini-hug,

  but Stu can’t quite carry the gesture off with the same swag, bless him.




  ‘How did you all get here?’ I ask.




  ‘Your dad flew us over,’ Libby tells me. My oldest friend’s grin is nearly splitting her face in half.




  ‘Business Class!’ Dougie interjects, pumping the air with his fist.




  ‘He’s paying for this whole trip,’ Libby adds. ‘My mum and Tom’s mum came as chaperones.’




  I lock eyes with Tom. I want to pull him aside for a proper talk, but it’s too hard with everyone around.




  ‘Hi,’ I say.




  ‘Hey,’ he replies quietly.




  This is so awkward…




  Chris comes to our rescue, wrapping his arm round Tom’s neck. ‘So where are we going first?’




  ‘Barney wants to go on the Peter Pan ride,’ I tell them.




  ‘It’s your day, Jessie,’ Meg says firmly. ‘You choose.’




  ‘Let’s go on Peter Pan,’ I decide, smiling with affection at my little bro.




  ‘We can always split up later,’ Johnny chips in. ‘He won’t be able to go on Space Mountain, but I can’t wait!’




  He looks even more like Barney than usual.




  I soon find out that my dad got in touch with Stu to arrange this whole thing. They weren’t sure my friends would be able to make it at such short notice, but apparently every single one

  of them jumped at the chance. Everyone except Tom, who Lou tells me took some persuading.




  ‘We knew you’d want him here,’ she says, as she, Libby, Natalie and I board the log ride at Splash Mountain. Em is in the log ahead, staring manically at the back of my

  dad’s head. ‘I hope I was right?’ Lou checks worriedly.




  ‘Absolutely. I emailed him a couple of days ago asking if we could stay friends. I’m so glad he’s here, even if he doesn’t look too happy about it.’




  ‘You should talk to him, reassure him,’ Lou says. She was the new girl at school last term and she goes out with Chris, so I’m sure she knows the inside scoop about his best

  mate.




  ‘I will as soon as I get a chance,’ I vow.




  My opportunity comes not long afterwards, inside the creepy Haunted Mansion. Tom and I find ourselves standing beside each other in the foyer. Suddenly the floor starts to move downwards and I

  press my palm to his chest with alarm.




  ‘You’re wet,’ I notice, patting his T-shirt.




  ‘Log ride,’ he replies stiffly. I quickly drop my hand and edge away a little.




  ‘Nat got the worst of it in ours,’ I tell him.




  ‘Muggins here sat in the front,’ he reveals with a small smile.




  Both of us fall silent, but I force myself to speak.




  ‘I’m glad you’re here,’ I whisper.




  ‘Your email persuaded me,’ he replies in a low voice, glancing down at me, his brown eyes glinting in the darkness.




  The doors open to let us out of the foyer, but we stay side by side as we walk along the spooky corridors towards the ride.




  The prevailing memory I have of Tom right now is of the last time we saw each other, when he was on his knees on my bedroom floor, bleakly staring up at me. He was so gutted that I’d

  cheated on him. His last girlfriend, Isla, did the same, and I’d always thought she was completely mad.




  Tom had told me that he ‘never goes back’, so once it’s over with him, it’s over, period. I didn’t think he’d forgive me, even if I begged him to, but

  I’ll never know for sure because I didn’t even try to stop him from breaking up with me. In my heart, I’d chosen Jack.




  Now that Tom’s beside me, though, I feel a sharp sense of loss.




  ‘How are you?’ he asks as we wait in line for the Doom Buggies.




  ‘Fine.’ It’s not an honest answer to describe how I’m feeling on the anniversary of my mother’s death, but I don’t know what to say to him. It occurs to me

  that if we’re going to be friends, like I want us to be, I need to try harder.




  We’re next in line so when we climb into the buggy together – just the two of us – I turn to him and force a small smile.




  ‘Actually, I’m not fine,’ I admit, swallowing. ‘Today was always going to be hard, but it helps having you all here.’




  ‘I figured you’d need friends around you,’ he says, as our car takes off. His tone is unmistakeably gentle, even over the noise of the spooky voices and old-fashioned

  music.




  ‘You’re right.’ I lean into him instinctively, resting my cheek against his shoulder. He feels achingly familiar and I don’t want to move away, but I do as soon as he

  asks his next question.




  ‘How’s it going with Jack?’ He sounds tense.




  ‘OK,’ I reply edgily.




  ‘I didn’t know if he’d be here today.’




  Oh my God, can you imagine? I’m suddenly incredibly relieved that Jack and Agnes had family commitments.




  ‘No, he’s visiting his grandparents.’ I pause and then turn to Tom with a frown. ‘But you still came, anyway?’




  He shrugs. ‘Some things are more important.’




  The ride whooshes round the corner and I clutch his arm, but force myself to let go and steady myself on the rail in front instead. See-through ghosts are dancing the waltz before us, but

  it’s hard to concentrate on the ride.




  ‘How’s your mum?’ I ask.




  She’s been nothing but kind to me today, though I still feel uncomfortable that she’s here. I dread to imagine what she thinks of me, considering I broke her son’s heart.




  ‘Not great,’ Tom replies. ‘I’m going to see my dad tomorrow so she’s a bit upset.’




  ‘You’re going to see your dad?’ I ask with surprise.




  ‘Yeah. I thought, well, I thought I might as well, seeing as I’ve come all this way.’ He sounds self-conscious.




  Tom’s dad left his mum a year and a half ago and moved to San Francisco to be with another woman. Tom was devastated. He hasn’t seen his dad since, but they spoke to each other

  recently.




  It hurts to lose a parent, even when they’re still living and breathing.




  ‘How long are you going to stay with him?’ I ask, trying not to get sidetracked by thoughts of Mum.




  ‘A week. I’m taking a few days off school.’




  ‘I hope it goes well,’ I say.




  ‘Thanks.’




  I don’t like this. We’re right next to each other, but we’re so far apart. I used to be able to console him, but now I can’t even touch him without thinking twice about

  it. I have no idea how we’re going to be able to stay friends.




  I realise with dismay that our buggy has almost returned to its starting point. This ride has been way too brief.




  ‘I’m sorry,’ I blurt, knowing we’re out of time.




  He glances at me, taken aback.




  ‘I’m sorry. I hope you can forgive me,’ I say urgently.




  ‘No,’ he states, his eyes even darker than usual as he gazes back at me. My heart sinks, but he hasn’t finished. ‘Not yet. But I will one day. And yeah, we can try to be

  friends.’




  I’m so thankful I could cry.




  ‘Don’t,’ he implores, noticing my eyes well up. The safety rail lifts and he touches my cheek before turning to climb out of the car. He offers his hand to help me out after

  him.




  His kindness does nothing to help the rapidly growing lump in my throat, but, as soon as our friends surround us once more, my grief recedes into the shadows.




  There’s so much going on in the next few hours that I barely think about Mum at all. Sometimes it occurs to me to feel guilty, like I should be honouring her memory

  today, rather than enjoying myself, but it’s hard to be glum at the sight of all of my friends having so much fun.




  Eventually my dad rounds us up and tells us that it’s time to go.




  ‘But what about Buzz Lightyear?!’ Barney whines.




  ‘We can come back another time, buddy,’ Johnny tells him.




  ‘YAY!’ comes his son’s ear-splitting reply.




  It’s only late afternoon when we walk out of the park and we’re going to miss the Disney firework show, but I know my friends are shattered. They only flew in last night –

  Johnny is putting them up at a hotel in downtown LA. The time is eight hours ahead in the UK so technically they should be going to bed right now, but there’s no chance of that. They’re

  desperate to see my new pad.




  Pizza, popcorn and a chilled-out evening in my dad’s private cinema would be pretty much perfect.




  ‘I’m assuming you want to travel with your friends,’ Johnny says, as they excitedly pile on to a sleek black bus.




  ‘Definitely.’ I’m about to start after them, but I halt in my tracks and turn round. ‘Thank you so much for today,’ I say sincerely.




  ‘You’re welcome,’ he replies gruffly. ‘See you back at the house in about an hour. Your driver’s going to take you on a mini tour of Hollywood first.’




  ‘Cool!’




  The bus was lent to Johnny by his record company and there’s a huge bench seat at the back, wrapped round a shiny black table. There are crisps, sweets and cans of soft drink already laid

  out.




  Stu, Caroline, Tom’s mum, and Marilyn, Libby’s mum, sit in seats further down the bus, leaving us to it.




  ‘Is it wrong that I’m actually craving a salad right now?’ Libby asks, tucking her ginger hair behind her ears. ‘I’ve had so much sugar I think I’m going to

  take off.’




  Libby was my best friend for most of my life, but she and I drifted apart after Mum’s death when I grew close to Natalie and co. Last term at school, Libby made a new BFF who turned out to

  be a total nightmare in more ways than I care to mention. I’m so glad she and I have come full circle and are friends again. ‘Have you guys had fun today?’ I ask, looking round

  the table at everyone.




  ‘Are you kidding? It’s been the best day of my life!’ Em squeals, making us laugh.




  Natalie cracks open a can of Coke. ‘It’s not over yet,’ she says, her blue eyes sparkling mischievously at me.




  An hour or so later, we’re winding our way up through the hills of Bel Air, home to loads of the rich and famous. My friends try to catch glimpses of the mansions behind

  the high garden walls and neatly trimmed hedges.




  ‘That’s where Charlotte Tremway lives,’ I point out.




  ‘Oh, wow!’ Libby exclaims, whipping round to look at me. ‘Don’t you know her?’




  I nod. ‘We’ve hung out a few times,’ I reply.




  Charlotte Tremway – or Lottie, as her friends call her – is the star of one of our favourite TV shows: Little Miss Mulholland. Lottie’s dad is the executive producer

  and he’s mega wealthy. It was at his fortieth birthday party that I met Jack.




  As I gaze out of the window, I let my thoughts drift to the guy who may or may not be my boyfriend. He’s eighteen, with black hair and blue-grey eyes, and he’s tall and fit and so

  damn sexy that he makes my blood sing. I can’t wait to kiss him again.




  The memory of his fingers in my hair and his body pressed against mine brings on a hot flush, and then I’m jolting with shock as I realise that this same memory is the moment I cheated on

  Tom. I flash Tom a guilty look and try to push Jack from my mind.




  I’m so relieved he’s not here. The thought of him and Tom meeting is too awful to contemplate.




  As we drive through the gates of the Jefferson mansion, everyone sits up straighter and stares out of the windows. It’s getting dark now so there’s not much to be seen, but lights

  from the house are glowing through the leafless trees situated outside my bedroom window.




  ‘What’s that?’ I hear Natalie ask and I look to my left to see a huge white structure in the garden.




  ‘I have absolutely no idea,’ I murmur, confused.




  ‘It looks like a giant igloo,’ Dougie comments.




  Indeed it does. What the hell? And then I see a group of people I don’t recognise lurking in among the trees and suddenly other things register – bam, bam,

  bam – one after the other: the festoon lights glowing in the branches; music coming from unseen speakers; and Jack, Agnes and my All Hype bandmates, Brandon and Miles, standing on

  the drive as the bus pulls to a stop. My mouth drops open, aghast, and then I’m looking at Tom.




  Oh, shit.




  





  Chapter 3




  ‘Surprise!’ Agnes shouts, as I warily step off the bus. She runs forward and, as she embraces me, I gaze over her shoulder at Jack.




  ‘Hey,’ he says, sounding amused as he tugs me out of his sister’s arms. He gives me a hug and releases me so that I can say hi to our bandmates, but, as he withdraws, his lips

  brush against my ear. That small contact alone makes my heart flutter and we haven’t even kissed. We can’t kiss. Not here, not now.




  The reason Agnes is the only one of our American friends who knows about our relationship is because Brandon and Miles would hit the roof if Jack got it on with another All Hype singer. Eve,

  their last lead singer, quit because it didn’t work out between her and Jack, causing all manner of grief. Back in the autumn, when I returned to LA, they were auditioning for a guy so

  history would have no chance of repeating itself – but their attempts failed and they widened the net.




  Jack is known for being… tactile. But he swore to Brandon and Miles that he wouldn’t jeopardise the band by mixing business with pleasure again.




  Whoops.




  We figured it might be a good idea to keep our relationship under wraps for a bit.




  ‘What the hell is going on?’ I gasp, extracting myself from Brandon to look towards the giant white structure in the back garden. ‘And what is that?’




  ‘It’s an inflatable igloo,’ Agnes states nonchalantly. ‘An igloo disco. You’re having a party.’




  ‘But I don’t know enough people to fill that thing!’ I exclaim.




  ‘Agnes has invited half of your class,’ Miles tells me.




  ‘Actually, I’ve invited all of your class and all of the year above, too,’ Agnes corrects him. ‘You don’t want to leave anyone out when you’re

  starting a new school. They’d hate you for it.’




  At this point, Johnny joins us. ‘Did you know about this?’ I ask him, probably resembling a goldfish.




  He raises one eyebrow at me. Stupid question. As if anyone could have got it past him.




  ‘He masterminded it,’ Agnes chips in with a grin. ‘He gave me permission to invite everyone.’




  ‘She’s been on her phone for the last two days solid,’ Jack says.




  ‘But I thought you were in Washington?’




  ‘We were,’ Jack replies. ‘She’s been organising your social calendar from there.’




  They came back early for this? For me? Jack gives me a sexy, lazy smile and my heart skips a beat. Must not kiss him. Must not kiss him.




  ‘Meg’s taken Phoenix and Barney to stay at a friend’s tonight,’ Johnny tells me.




  ‘Speaking of which, introduce us to your friends!’ Agnes cries.




  I come down to earth with a bump. Anxiety racks my stomach as I turn to see that everyone is now off the bus. I point at each of them, saying their names. I feel Jack tense as I get to Tom, and

  Tom has seen pictures of him, so he knows exactly who Jack is. Gulp. If looks could kill…




  I’d give anything for a bolt of lightning to strike a hole in the ground so I could jump into it. Damn LA for being so storm-free.




  ‘Right, ladies!’ Agnes barks. ‘Come with me!’




  ‘Where are we going?’ I hiss, as she drags me away, hoping that Jack will make himself scarce and won’t attempt to speak to Tom.




  ‘You’re not wearing that to your sixteenth birthday party,’ Agnes states, glancing at my jeans and T-shirt. ‘I’ve brought some stuff. For your friends,

  too.’




  This should come as no great surprise. Agnes wants to be a fashion designer and styled me for my recent All Hype gig. She’s always telling me what to wear. Not that I mind. She’s

  brilliant at what she does.




  Sam, my favourite security man, is waiting inside the house. I say hi to him as we head up the stairs to get ready. I assume he’s in charge of making sure the majority of guests stay

  outside tonight.




  ‘I’ve set everything up in your room,’ Agnes tells me.




  I belatedly realise that my friends are not immediately behind us. Coming to a stop on the landing, I turn to see them walking in a daze up the wide staircase, looking around at the house that I

  now call home. The architecture is modern and open-plan and the furniture is designer and minimal. Enormous floor-to-ceiling windows offer a view over our infinity pool to the City of Angels in the

  valley below. I smile at the expressions on my friends’ faces.




  ‘My room is this way,’ I say, turning right at the top of the stairs.




  Agnes has set up two clothes rails in my bedroom and they’re bursting with colourful, shimmering party dresses. ‘Choose anything you like,’ she directs my friends.

  ‘You,’ she says to me, ‘are wearing this.’




  She passes me a long emerald-green dress. It has an asymmetrical strap going diagonally across one shoulder and it’s cut square under the opposing arm, with a thigh-length slit up the

  side.




  ‘I love this colour on you,’ she says, and I’m reminded of the first time I wore a green dress belonging to her. She took me to Lottie Tremway’s house to hang out.

  ‘Try it on.’




  All around me, my friends eagerly strip off and do just that with the glittering array of dresses hanging on the rails. I don’t hesitate to join them. The green dress fits like a

  dream.




  ‘Oh, wow!’ Lou says suddenly. She’s staring straight at me.




  ‘You look amazing!’ Libby exclaims.




  Agnes, appearing pretty pleased with herself, pushes me in front of the floor-length mirror.




  ‘Oh, Agnes!’ I squeak. ‘I love this dress!’




  My American friend is a couple of inches taller than me, at about five foot eight, and her very dark hair has been cut into a blunt bob. Her trademark eyeliner is perfectly applied in its usual

  feline flick. Her reflection briefly smiles back at me, but a moment later she’s serious and businesslike again. ‘Strappy heels,’ she decides abruptly, going to my wardrobe and

  hunting some out.




  Natalie flashes me a knowing smile. I’ve told her Agnes is a force to be reckoned with.




  ‘Did you know about tonight?’ I ask Natalie, remembering her earlier mischievous look and her comment about the night not being over.




  ‘I knew something was happening,’ she admits. ‘I heard Johnny talking to Stu.’




  ‘I didn’t have a clue,’ Libby interjects.




  ‘I bet your dad didn’t trust us not to blab,’ Lou points out with a smirk.




  ‘On that note,’ I say, growing serious, ‘Brandon and Miles don’t have a clue about Jack and me getting together, so please be careful what you say.’ I turn to

  Natalie. ‘Can you warn Aaron and Dougie?’




  ‘Sure.’ She nods decisively.




  ‘I’ll tell Chris and Tom,’ Lou chips in.




  ‘Thanks.’ I flash her a grateful smile.




  Lou and I hit it off straight away when she joined our school last term, but, after I left England, she and Libby became friends. It bothered me initially, the thought of them growing closer

  without me, but hopefully I’ll feel better when I make new friends of my own.




  A flurry of nerves goes through me at the thought of starting school in a couple of days.
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