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Interview with Teagan Phillips re: Upcoming Sweet Sixteen Party Transcript 1


Reporter: Melissa Bradshaw,Senior Editor, Rosewood Prep Sentinel


MB: This is Melissa Bradshaw, reporting for the Rosewood Prep Sentinel. I’m here with Teagan Phillips, sophomore, who is going to chat with us about what may be one of the most anticipated parties of the year, her upcoming sweet sixteen. So, Teagan, tell me, why should the Sentinel run a story about your sweet sixteen?


TP: (pause) You want me to convince you?


MB: Well, Rosewood Prep is an exclusive school, as you well know. We have at least three huge blowouts a month. What makes yours so special? Why should we feature it instead of, say, Donnie Darko’s graduation party?


TP: (clears her throat) Well, Missy, first of all, Donald Moskowitz renamed himself after a cult film character who talks to psychotic murderous bunnies that hang out in his bedroom. So let’s just say that his little fete is likely to include a massive murder-suicide plot, while mine is going to be the most exclusive, the most fabulous, the most intense party this school has ever seen. Which would you rather attend, Missy?


MB: It’s Melissa, actually. So, let me get this straight, you’re claiming that your party is going to be better than, say, Chad Reilly’s all-senior weekend in the Bahamas?


TP: Please. People talked about that cheese-apalooza for what? A month? They’re going to be talking about this one for years.


MB: Interesting … interesting. So you’ve been working on this party for how long?


TP: Over twelve months.


MB: And how many other sweet sixteens have you attended in that time?


TP: Oh, at least fifteen.


MB: And have you been taking notes?


TP: (scoffs) Hardly. Unless you count the mile-long list of things not to do. My sweet sixteen is going to blow those lame fests out of the water.


MB: So am I to understand that all this work you’ve done on this little soiree is motivated by sheer competitive drive?


TP: You bet your [edited for content] it is.





Chapter 1



“Mrs. Natsui!”


Teagan Phillips was thirty seconds into her day and already she was seriously pissed off. She sat up straight in her four-poster bed, her silk rose-colored Calvin Klein nightgown twisted around her size-six body like a straitjacket, and shouted at the top of her lungs.


“Mrs. Natsui! Get your ass in here!”


Teagan jabbed at the buttons on her remote control, flipping the channels on her plasma-screen TV until it finally landed on the Weather Channel. A snarky-looking guy with a clipped white mustache grinned back at her from behind his state-of-the-art weather desk.


“And it’s a washout for the greater Philadelphia area today,” he said as the screen snapped to live shots of the Liberty Bell, the steps outside the art museum, and the Pennsylvania Turnpike. Windshield wipers whipped furiously and raindrops pelted the camera lenses. “We’re looking at record rainfall and possibly some thunderstorms rolling in late today, lasting straight through the night. If you live anywhere in eastern Pennsylvania or southern New Jersey, you’re gonna want to break out your golf umbrellas and galoshes, people. It’s gonna be a wet one!”


Teagan groaned and hit the power button. Slumping over her bunched-up hand-knit cashmere blanket, she stared across her cavernous bedroom to the bay window that overlooked the gardens and pool in the backyard. The sky was so dark it could have been nine at night instead of nine o’clock in the morning. The rain battered the perennials in her window boxes, beating them down. It should have been a beautiful, sunny spring day. The birds should have been chirping. The windows should have been open and a light breeze should have been tickling the gold chiffon curtains that fluttered around her bed. It should have been perfect. It was supposed to be perfect.


Teagan sucked in as much air as her lungs would hold and raised her voice to the rafters. “Mrs.! Nat! Su! Iiiiiii!!!!”


“Good morning, Miss Teagan!” Mrs. Natsui trilled as she padded into the room in her stiff black uniform and black sneakers. There was some sort of yellow stain on her white apron. Her graying hair was clipped back at the nape of her neck and she wore her humongous, red-rimmed glasses attached to her neck by a gold chain. She clutched a huge bouquet of colorful balloons in both hands and had an incredibly wide smile on. “Happy birthday!”


“Yeah, right,” Teagan said, whipping the eight-hundred-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets aside and stuffing her feet into her new sheepskin Coach slippers. “Why the hell didn’t you tell me it was going to rain today?”


She trudged over to the window, yanking at her twisted nightie, and shoved aside the wispy curtain. Outside, the lush green grass was dotted with thick, muddy puddles as far as the eye could see. Budding trees bent under the force of the wind. The pelting rain made pockmarks in the sparkling pool water, which was peppered with white petals ripped from a nearby dogwood. All the lounge chairs had been removed and stashed inside the storage area of the pool house, which meant that at the very least the landscaping staff had known about the downpour ahead of time. Somebody should have warned her. Wasn’t it kind of their job?


“I’m sorry, Miss Teagan,” Mrs. Natsui said. “But what does the weather matter on such a special day? Your sweet sixteen!”


Try soaked sixteen, Teagan thought, just imaging the stupid puns her friends were going to make. This was unbelievable. Today was supposed to be the biggest day of her life. She had been looking forward to it forever. Today was the day she was supposed to have the party to end all sweet sixteen parties. The party that was going to totally kick the butt of Shari Marx’s lame aloha-themed debacle with its pork kabobs and tacky plastic leis. She had spent weeks planning the event all the way down to the very last detail, spending her father’s money like it was tap water in order to make sure everything was perfect. Over two hundred people had RSVP’d, the very crème de la crème of suburban Philadelphia society. Today was the day Teagan Phillips was going to prove to the world that she was the most stylish, wealthy, doted-upon girl in Upper Sheridan, Pennsylvania.


Or at least the one who knew how and where to spend the most cash.


But how was she supposed to have an elegant cocktail hour on the slate patio of the country club if the patio in question was submerged in water?


“Look! Look what that fancy school of yours has sent for you!”


Mrs. Natsui brought the balloon bouquet over to the window. Teagan tore the card from the ribbons and scanned it quickly.


Happy sweet sixteen to one of our top students! Best wishes, the faculty and staff of Rosewood Prep.


Teagan looked up at the balloons. They really were kind of pretty. When she was little, balloons had been her favorite part of any birthday party. Her mother had always ordered so many helium balloons they crowded out the ceiling. Super-long ribbons were attached to each one, long enough for the kids to grab at and twirl around their fingers. Teagan had loved the way the ribbons curled down and tickled her cheeks wherever she walked.


A squishy lump of sorrow formed in Teagan’s chest and she scoffed, letting the balloons go until they bounced up to her cathedral ceiling and got entangled in the whirring ceiling fan.


“They’re just fishing for another donation,” she said, turning her attention back to the deluge outside.


“Oh!” Mrs. Natsui exclaimed, rushing for the switch on the wall to turn off the fan. It made an ominous-sounding squeal and finally sputtered and died. A couple of balloons popped, sandwiched between the fan blades and the stucco ceiling.


“God! Are you trying to give me a heart attack?” Teagan asked, flattening her hand against her chest.


“Of course not, Miss Teagan,” Mrs. Natsui said.


Teagan rolled her eyes, then glared at the clouds outside. She pulled her thick brown hair over her shoulder and examined it. Yep. Just as she suspected. It was already pulling a Chia pet. Why couldn’t her father have settled in LA or Arizona? Someplace arid and far, far away from this nightmare humidity.


Michel better be on top of his game today, she thought, already picturing her stylist’s horrified face when he got a look at her ’fro. He would just have to earn his tip, that was all. There was no way Teagan was showing up at her sweet sixteen looking like a Muppet.


“I will send David up to deal with that,” Mrs. Natsui said, gesturing to the ceiling.


“Think we could refrain from calling in the staff peeping Tom until after I’m dressed?” Teagan asked.


Mrs. Natsui sighed but got to work making Teagan’s bed without another word. Teagan slumped onto the window seat, pressing her forehead against the clear glass, absently picking at her fingernails. She knew she should hit the shower already and get on with her day, but all she felt like doing at that moment was crawling back into bed. What had she done to deserve this? Did the universe really hate her this much?


Her stomach grumbled and Teagan put her hand over it. Not that Natsui would ever notice or that Teagan cared a smidge what the woman thought of her. Teagan just detested bodily functions of any kind and hated being reminded that she even had a stomach. Especially after last night’s peanut M&M fest.


She had known when she tore into that party-size bag that karma would find a way of getting back at her. But what was she supposed to do? It was the night before her birthday, she was all alone, her boyfriend, Max Modell, hadn’t even bothered to call her before going on his underage bar crawl in Philly, and, as always was the case the night before her birthday, she couldn’t stop thinking about her mom. Teagan had responded to all this adversity in the only way she knew how. She had turned on the Newlyweds: Nick and Jessica rerun marathon and downed the whole bag of chocolate before Nick had even once rolled his eyes behind Jessica’s back.


Eating the M&M’s made her feel less anxious. But digesting them was another story. Digesting them made her feel like a fat pig. How many calories were in an entire bag of peanut M&M’s? She could already feel her hips expanding.


But wasn’t that punishment enough? Didn’t she get any sympathy points from whoever was in charge of karma for being a half orphan? Did they really have to hit her with a monsoon? It was just so unfair.


“You should get dressed, Miss Teagan,” Mrs. Natsui said, expertly placing one of a half dozen silk-and-ribbon throw pillows on Teagan’s bed. “Miss Karen is downstairs waiting for you.”


Teagan blew out an exasperated sigh and rolled her eyes. A perfect start to a perfect day.


“What does she want?” Teagan asked, heading for her walk-in closet, her slippers sinking into the plush carpet.


“She wants to wish you a happy birthday, Miss Teagan,” Mrs. Natsui replied.


Alone in the walk-in, which was more the size of a small bedroom, Teagan mouthed Mrs. Natsui’s words, making an irritated face. “She wants to wish you a happy birthday, Miss Teagan.” Wasn’t it against the rules for the help to condescend to her? She shoved aside one designer dress after another, looking for something to wear to the salon.


Why does Karen insist on trying to bond with me? she thought, irritated. You’ve got the rock on your finger! Congratulations! You don’t have to pretend to like me anymore!


Finally Teagan grabbed a cashmere V-neck sweater by Nicole Miller—black to match her mood—and her favorite Seven jeans—the ones that downplayed her butt and made her look super-skinny. She opened one of her dozen lingerie drawers and took out a set of lacy black La Perla underwear. Expensive, sophisticated lingerie always made her feel more elegant and sure of herself. At this point, she could use all the help she could get. Before she walked out of the closet, she slid her fingers down the silk paisley Gucci scarf that hung on a hook next to the door—an old ritual.


On her way to her private bathroom, Teagan grabbed her pink cell phone from her vanity table and turned it on. Immediately the phone beeped, indicating she had a message. Teagan dropped her clothes on the velvet-covered bench inside her bathroom and hit the message button.


She smiled for the first time all day when she heard Max’s voice.


“Hey, Sweet Bottom! Just calling to say good night! Miss you already,” Max said as his friends cackled and hooted in the background. The smile faded when she realized he was totally trashed and way beyond confused. Somewhere nearby a siren wailed. He lowered his voice. “I love you.”


Teagan shook her head and smirked. He must have called last night after she turned her phone off, somewhere in the middle of his bar crawl. Max and his friends prided themselves on knowing all the bars in Philly that didn’t card. They went on these road trips once every month, crashing at Trey Duncan’s brother’s dorm suite at Temple to sleep it off. Max must have been seriously sloshed if he had called her after 11 P.M.—her absolute latest bedtime if she wanted to get her proper beauty sleep. Plus he had called her “Sweet Bottom,” which was so not her nickname. Max knew she hated anything that called attention to what she considered her massive posterior.


But she could forgive him since he said he loved her. He barely ever said that. And never in front of his friends.


Teagan dropped the phone and turned on the water in her marble shower full blast. She would have loved to have taken a soak in the Jacuzzi instead, with its ten high-powered jets and her new Philosophy Pina Colada bath bubbles, but there just wasn’t time. She was going to need to get to the salon early if Michel was going to have time to work his magic. She looked in the mirror and grimaced. From the look of things, she should have been there an hour ago.


Interview with Teagan Phillips re: Upcoming Sweet Sixteen Party Transcript 1, cont’d.


Reporter: Melissa Bradshaw, Senior Editor, Rosewood Prep Sentinel


MB: How many people are we expecting at this fabu party of yours?


TP: Oh, over three hundred.


MB: Will many Rosewood students attend?


TP: I’m inviting the entire sophomore, junior, and senior classes. Plus a few select freshmen. I’m sure everyone will show. Unless they want to miss the event of the season.


MB: Any friends from outside Rosewood?


TP: (laughs) Really, Melissa, who outside of Rosewood is worthy?


MB: I see your point. And how about family? Any family attending?


TP: (back-of-the-throat grumble) Only my father and his fiancée. And only because he’s paying.








Chapter 2



Teagan froze when she saw her stepmother-to-be hunched at the kitchen counter, poring over the morning newspaper. The woman had her curly blond hair twisted into a poof ball on top of her head and was wearing some kind of muumuu garment. It was black and gold with red slashes all over it, like a jungle cat had ripped into the fabric and drawn blood. Obviously it was from a thrift store. She wore two clunky wooden bangles on one wrist and a hundred skinny gold ones on the other. The gold earrings she was sporting were bigger than her head. Well, at least bigger than her ears.


It took all of Teagan’s willpower not to cut and run. But her morning smoothie was in the fridge. Unless she wanted her stomach rumbling all the way through her salon appointments, she wasn’t going anywhere without her smoothie. Teagan stepped into the room and strode across the gleaming tile floor directly to the refrigerator.


“Teagan!” Karen exclaimed, her eyes wide with excitement. “Happy sweet sixteen!”


Karen swooped over and enveloped Teagan in a death grip of a hug, assaulting her nostrils with the scent of a thousand burned incense sticks. All Karen’s pointy bones jabbed into Teagan at odd places, reminding her of just how skinny the woman was. What was a perfect size zero doing wearing a king-size bedsheet anyway? Didn’t she know how lucky she was?


“Thanks,” Teagan said grudgingly, trying to breathe. “And ow.”


“Oh! Sorry! I guess I’m just excited for you,” Karen said, releasing her.


The second Teagan was free, she yanked open the door of the state-of-the-art Sub-Zero and grabbed the travel cup full of protein smoothie. At least she could always count on Natsui to have her shakes and smoothies made and ready to go. Drinking the smoothie tasted like licking a tractor tire, but with zero carbs, minor calories, and lots of protein and fiber to fill her up, it was worth it. Sort of.


“Oh, you don’t want to drink that,” Karen said, taking the cup out of Teagan’s hands. She grabbed Teagan by the shoulders and steered her into the dining room. Teagan thought about struggling, but the woman was freakishly strong. One of these days she was going to have to ask Karen about her workout regimen—maybe if and when Teagan stopped resenting her very existence. Like that was ever going to happen.


“Look!” Karen announced. “I made us breakfast! You like?”


Teagan’s stomach gave a loud grumble as she took in the incredible spread before her. Karen laughed. Teagan wanted to die.


God, stomach! Have a little decorum! she thought, flushing.


“Sounds like you like!” Karen said, delighted. She flitted into the room and started making up a plate. Teagan could hardly believe her eyes. She hadn’t seen this much food in her house since her father’s last client dinner party three years ago. The calorie counter in her brain instantly whirred to life, adding up the colossal numbers. Laid out on the hand-carved, Italian-imported table for twelve was a huge array of pancakes (140 calories each), muffins (240 blueberry, 220 banana, and, oh dear God, were those chocolate chips?), breakfast meats (35 calories per bacon slice. She didn’t even want to think about the sausage), and juices (hello, carbs!). Watching Karen pile it all up on the Lenox china made Teagan want to boot. Inside her mind, a digital readout tallied up what Karen was about to consume, scrolling higher and higher.


“Come on in! Sit!” Karen said, pulling out a high-backed chair.


Teagan wanted to scream. Didn’t the woman see how huge Teagan was? What was she trying to do, prep her for fat camp? Get her out of the house for the summer so she could redecorate in the crappy Pier-One-meets-National Geographic style she seemed to love so much?


She better not be wearing that outfit to my party tonight, Teagan thought, watching Karen fold up the excess of cloth underneath her tiny frame. Doesn’t she realize a photographer from the Who’s Who? page is going to be there?


When Teagan didn’t take her up on her offer, Karen sighed and looked at her all doe-eyed. “You should try to eat a real meal,” she said, growing serious. “Your father worries about you.”


Teagan raised her eyebrows and leaned one shoulder against the door jamb, crossing her arms over her chest. Her large Natalia crocodile hobo bag bumped against her hip. “Oh yeah? And where is my dad this morning, exactly?” she asked.


This should be good.


“You know he had an important meeting with the developers this morning,” Karen said, slathering butter—real butter—onto a blueberry muffin. “He’s working on that low-income-housing project.”


Absent as always, Teagan thought, feeling numb. Happy birthday to me.


“Riiiight,” Teagan said, gliding past Karen’s chair and lifting her smoothie cup from the corner of the table where Karen had left it. She popped the top and took a sip. “Sounds lucrative,” she said with an eye roll. “You know, it’s interesting. Before he met you, he was building high-rise hotels and raking in millions. Now it’s homes for the homeless.”


Karen placed her butter knife down with a clang and Teagan smirked behind her cup. Was Saint Karen going to get all worked up? Maybe a feather would fall off her angel wings.


“Your father has come to a point in his life where he’s able to reevaluate his priorities,” Karen said patiently. “He’s decided that he would like to give something back to the society that has been so kind and generous to him.” She turned and looked pointedly at Teagan. “I’d think you would be proud of him.”


“Oh, of course,” Teagan said, leaning back against the sideboard. She reached over and toyed with one of the fresh lilies in the arrangement that was delivered each day. One of many that were scattered throughout the house.


Teagan would have been proud of her father’s charity if he had started up a project like this all those years ago when her actual mother had suggested it. Or even after her mom had died—if he had started some kind of foundation in her honor. But no. He had just gone on making money hand over fist, catering to the vacationing “needs” of the wealthiest one percent and jetting off on business trip after business trip, leaving Teagan alone on every conceivable holiday known to man. Not once had he expressed any kind of interest in slowing down and taking on more modest projects. That was, until Karen had come along, clutching her philanthropy awards. Dear old Dad had snapped to when Karen had suggested he take a long, hard look at his life. Now suddenly he was Mr. Habitat for Humanity or whatever. Puh-leeze.


“He left you a gift,” Karen said, pointing toward the far end of the table with the buttered end of her knife.


Much to her chagrin, Teagan’s heart skipped an excited beat when she spied the small, glossy red box and white card near the edge of the table, next to a stack of colorful envelopes. She quelled the stirring immediately. Whatever it was, her father had undoubtedly commissioned his assistant, Kevin, to pick it out like he always did. And while Kevin had exquisite taste, opening gifts from him always left a bittersweet taste in her mouth. Well, mostly bitter.


Teagan walked over, picked up the box, and dropped it unceremoniously into her bag. She saw Karen avert her eyes as she did it and was happy the step-whatever had seen. Let it get back to her father. It wasn’t like he was going to care anyway.


On top of the stack of cards was an orange envelope addressed to her in familiar handwriting. Teagan smiled slightly and tore into it, dropping the envelope on the table. Inside was a cheesy, bright yellow card shaped like a 16. The inscription inside read, Hope your day is “sweet”! Underneath, her old friend Emily had written, Dear Teagan, Happy sweet sixteen, birthmate! Hope you have a fabulous day planned. Have some Cheetos and OJ and think of me! Love always, Emily.


Teagan grinned, remembering the Cheetos-and-OJ day. When she and Emily were about eight years old, they had come home after a long day of school and playing in the park to find Emily’s house dark and quiet. Her mother had left a note saying that she had to work an extra shift at the hospital and would be home in time for dinner. Starving from all the swinging and sliding, Teagan and Emily had raided the fridge and cabinets, but Emily’s mom hadn’t had time to shop in days.


“All I got is a bag of Cheetos. Crunchy,” Emily said, crawling down off the countertop.


“And all I got is orange juice,” Teagan said.


They looked at each other and stuck out their tongues, just imagining what the orange-on-orange concoction would taste like.


“Well, there’s people in Africa who don’t even have that!” Emily said, repeating one of her mother’s favorite mantras.


“Okay, but if I get poisoned, it’s your fault,” Teagan replied.


They sat down at the kitchen table and laid out their snack. When Teagan washed down her first mouthful of chewed-up Cheetos with OJ, she thought she was going to puke. “Ugh! That’s gross!”


“Ew! Mondo gross!” Emily agreed.


“It’s grosser than gross!” Teagan laughed, grabbing another handful of Cheetos.


“Grosser than worm pies!” Emily put in.


“Grosser than worm pies with mucus icing!”


“Grosser than worm pies with mucus icing and ant sprinkles!”


And in this fashion they finished the entire bag and carton, laughing the whole way. Teagan chuckled now just thinking about it.


“Who’s it from?” Karen asked.


“My old friend Emily,” Teagan responded without thinking.


“What? What’s funny?”


Suddenly Teagan felt caught and she frowned, stuck in a private moment with a person she definitely didn’t want to be sharing private moments with. “You had to be there,” she said, shoving the card into her bag.


Emily and Teagan shared the same birth date. Back when they were little, their parents threw a joint party each year, inviting all the kids in their class. They would blow out the candles on one huge cake together and trade presents after everyone went home. (Teagan would hand over any tomboyish items to Emily and Emily would happily relinquish makeup sets, ballerina shoes, and the like.) They lost touch around the ninth grade, when Teagan had started at Rosewood Prep and Emily had continued on to the public high school. Still, every year, like clockwork, Teagan received a birthday card from Emily. It always made her feel nostalgic. Sometimes it even made her feel a little guilty. She never sent Emily anything. If she did that, then Emily might expect something—like for the friendship to start all over again. And really, Teagan didn’t have the time for that. What did she and Emily have in common anymore? Aside from the birthday thing.


“Emily, huh? Yeah. Your father told me about her,” Karen said. “Today is her birthday too, right?”


Teagan looked up, surprised. No way did her father remember Emily’s existence. He barely even remembered Teagan’s.


Luckily her cell phone beeped, saving her from having to formulate a response. Teagan whipped the tiny phone out of her purse. The little text message icon had appeared. Teagan hit the button and read:


Happy birthday, princess! Luv, Max


She rolled her eyes and shoved the phone back in her bag. What kind of boyfriend sent a text instead of calling on the morning of his girlfriend’s birthday? He was probably still so hungover he could barely lift his head. Very attractive.


But at least this morning he had remembered her actual nickname.


“Well, I’m outta here,” Teagan said. “I have to get to the salon.”


She had used a lot more than the recommended dollop of Aesop Violet Leaf hair balm to get her mane into a reasonably sleek ponytail so she wouldn’t be mistaken for some crazy off the street when she walked into Michel’s. At this point she was practically salivating for the professional shampoo and scalp massage and a nice dose of warm cucumber conditioner and sealant. Any day was better with a fabulous head of hair. That had to apply even to a father-forsaken, guilt-ridden, motherless sweet sixteen. A rumble of thunder sounded outside as if to remind Teagan that it was still raining on her parade as well. Like she needed a reminder.


“Are you going to eat something before you go?” Karen asked.


Teagan opened her mouth to retort, but Karen looked so crestfallen and small, sitting there at the end of the huge, deserted table in her tent dress, that Teagan snapped it shut again. Another twist of guilt tightened her stomach and she sighed.


“Fine,” she said, grabbing a mini-muffin and a piece of bacon. She wrapped the muffin in a linen napkin and tossed it in her bag, then took a bite out of the bacon. “Happy?”


Karen’s smile was huge. Suddenly Teagan missed her mother with a new and disturbing ferocity.


“Later,” she said, turning around before Karen had a chance to notice the change in her expression—the random tears filling her eyes.


“Have fun!” Karen called after her as she hurried through the living room and drawing room and into the foyer, her heeled Miu Miu boots clicking against the shining marble floor.


Teagan grabbed her cherry-colored limited-edition Betsey Johnson umbrella and her Ralph Lauren trench from the coat closet and slammed the door. By the time she had gotten herself all belted in and covered up and was outside, she had squelched the inner drama and was back to her normal, composed self. Controlling her tears was one of her prime talents. It had taken years to cultivate, but today she had it down to a science.


Hurrying under the carport, Teagan waited for her father’s two Doberman pinschers, Rodney and Dangerfield, to come racing over to her as they always did. They barked and wagged and jumped around but never touched her, highly trained purebreds that they were.


“Good boys!” Teagan said in her baby voice, bending at the waist. “Now sit!”


They both sat down immediately at her feet. Teagan tore the piece of bacon she’d snagged from the table and tossed one half to each of them. They swallowed the morsels without letting the meat so much as pause on their tongues. She did the same with the muffin and whipped the rumpled napkin back into the foyer, where it fluttered to the floor. Natsui would find it and pick it up. That was what she was there for.


At the end of the steps on the circular drive Teagan’s silver BMW Z4 Roadster waited for her—top up, of course—purring away like a kitten, gassed and ready to go. As she approached, Jonathan, her father’s staff mechanic, pool guy, and all-around guy Friday, opened the door for her.


“Happy birthday, Miss Teagan,” he said, flashing his Hollywood-worthy dimples.


“Thank you, Jonathan,” Teagan said, gracing him with a smile as she slid onto the leather seat. Karen was one thing. For Jonathan and his butt-hugging chinos, she could muster a smile.


Interview with Teagan Phillips re: Upcoming Sweet Sixteen Party Transcript 1, cont’d.


Reporter: Melissa Bradshaw, Senior Editor, Rosewood Prep Sentinel


MB: So, where will this end-all-be-all party take place?


TP: At the Upper Sheridan Country Club, of course. My father and I have been members there for years.


MB: Oh, I love that place! The golf course is outstanding! Have you ever seen the view from the sixteenth tee?


TP: I’m not into sports. Real women don’t perspire.


MB: Oh, well, I wasn’t there to play golf, if you know what I mean, (snickers) But there was sweat involved.


TP: Do tell.


MB: Sorry. That would be a story for another time. And without a tape recorder running. Now, there will be music, I assume?


TP: No. We’re using the dance floor for pottery lessons, (pause) Of course there will be music.


MB: Band or DJ?


TP: DJ. I’ve hired Shay Beckford, actually.


MB: Reeeaallllly? Rosewood’s own fallen and resurrected angel?


TP: You sound surprised.


MB: I wasn’t aware that he did private parties.


TP: Well, he doesn’t, normally. But when I want the best, I get the best. You should know that about me, Missy.


MB: It’s Melissa.





Chapter 3



“Oh my God! Learn to drive!” Teagan muttered as the light turned green up ahead and no one in front of her moved. Nothing but brake lights as far as the eye could see. She slammed on her horn to no avail. Her windshield wipers beat back and forth like they were in a panic, slapping the waves of rain aside. “Move!” Teagan willed the cars in front of her. “It’s just a little water. If it bothers you so much, stay home!”
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