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From Showbiz Spotlight




Snap Network Takes a Gamble on COVER BAND

Brand-new teen network Snap is unveiling its flagship series “Cover Band.” The one-hour premiere of the undercover detective show will launch the net’s aggressive slate of programming targeting the edgier market left behind by the Disney Channel.

Internet sensation Chloe Gamble will headline the series about a teenage rock band that rocks by night, solves crimes by day. The network snatched up Texas native Gamble after her YouTube music video became an overnight hit. Details on the show are being kept under wraps, but the viral vixen is expected to sing in each episode. The entire “Cover” band will tour to pro-mote the show, with musical stage performances to play in twenty cities. The Snap Network already has a bustling online social networking site and expects gains in various new media markets including an online crime-solving game component to the show. Gamble is represented by Nika Mays of the Hal Turman Agency.










chapter one

Nika Mays’s Manuscript Notes: Overnight Success

Hurricane Chloe. That’s what I called Chloe Gamble in the weeks after she landed her first starring role. The girl wasn’t even on the airwaves yet, but Hollywood knew her. And Hollywood wanted her. That’s a heady thing for a sixteen-year-old girl. Hell, it was a heady thing for me, and I’d been out of Stanford for three years already.

Here’s the thing about Hollywood: It can change your life in a single second. One day an actress is a waitress who owes two months on her rent. The next day she’s a star, with four magazine covers scheduled and a shiny new BMW. One day a writer is an office drone answering phones in some cubicle at a nameless corporation and the next day he’s got a studio deal and a blurb on the front of Variety. One day a director is renting out pornos at a video store and the next day he’s Quentin Tarantino.

It doesn’t happen all the time. It doesn’t even happen very often. But it happens. Maybe an actress has had four hundred awful meetings—meetings where she’s told that she’s too fat, too old, too green, too talentless, too washed-up, or just “not right.” Four hundred meetings that led nowhere. And then, for no reason other than luck, the four-hundred-and-first meeting goes well. The actress meets the right casting director with the right project at the right time, and that’s it. Before the actress gets to her car, her agents have been contacted. Negotiations begin. Other projects come pouring in, just because the formerly available actress is now completely unavailable. The gossip columns and the paparazzi hear about it and start making up stories. Boom! The actress is famous. Life changed.

All of my classmates from Palo Alto thought I was crazy for putting up with the sexist, low-paying, and old-school atmosphere at the Hal Turman Agency. But every time one of them asked me why I didn’t leave Hollywood and get a normal job, I would tell them: Normal is the last thing I want. I want to wake up wondering if this could be the day. That’s what keeps us all in show business.

It happened for me the day Chloe Gamble got cast on Cover Band. That morning, I was still a nobody, an assistant at a Ventura Boulevard child talent agency with one sixteen-year-old unproven client on my roster. Then I closed the deal: Chloe to star in the flagship show for the new Snap Network. One deal—a few phone calls back and forth, a little hardball negotiation, and done. Life changed.

By the time I arrived at the office the next day, my world was transformed. The assistants at the agency had started answering my phone for me, even though I’d been one of them just a day before. Hal’s top agent, Bonnie Uslan (who hated me), asked me to lunch. And I had twenty-three calls on my call sheet—not Hal Turman’s call sheet, mine. Some of the calls were talent managers, wanting me to agent their clients. They’d heard I made a deal for Chloe Gamble. I’d somehow managed to resurrect her career after she made the apocalyptically bad decision to crash a network test at NBC. Now these talent managers who I had never met before wanted me to work my magic for their stable of young actors and actresses.

Chloe was the newest thing, and that meant everybody wanted a piece of her. A few were music managers, wanting to handle the recording side of Chloe’s career, and there were one or two songwriters trying to send me demos that were “perfect” for Chloe. I spent the whole morning working the phone, feeling my way through the first flush of Hurricane Chloe.

“Nika! Do I have you to thank for this?” Hal Turman bellowed from his office. I figured that was his way of calling me in for a chat, so I grabbed my sweater from my cubicle and went into his office. I’d learned long ago that Hal had a very specific reason for keeping his inner sanctum as cold as a meat locker. So I made sure to cover up so Hal could look me in the eye.

“I just got a call from some rag about my hipness quotient,” Hal said. He stared at me, his bushy eyebrows drawn together in confusion. “Now what in the hell is a hipness quotient?”

“Who called?” I asked.

“Something called H Meter.” Hal waved the pink message paper around. “Must be one of those new magazines.”

“Hal, H Meter is a Hollywood blog,” I told him, snatching the paper so I could read the message for myself. “They’re saying that the agency’s hipness rating just went up because of Chloe’s new show.”

“Honey, you can call it a quotient or a rating and I still don’t know what it’s supposed to mean,” Hal said. “Don’t try to tell me that there are Nielsen ratings on what’s hip.”

“Well, no.” I smiled. “It’s just a blog that tracks the Business and decides who has good buzz or bad buzz, who’s getting more famous, who’s in disgrace, you know …”

“What is this blog garbage?” Hal asked. “I hear them talking about it on CNN, for God’s sake.”

I thought about trying to teach him a little about the digital age and the Internet, but what would be the point? Hal still referred to the computer on his desk as the “word processor.”

“Tell you what, I’ll handle our New Media department,” I said.

“You’ll handle it?”

“I’ll create it,” I said. “For a twenty-five thousand dollar raise.”



Hal’s eyes narrowed. He’d been in the business a long time. He was a dinosaur, but he was a dinosaur who knew how to negotiate.

I might have overplayed my hand. Hal had given me a raise just the week before. But he looked at me now, his old eyes calculating. The long silence was a technique I had watched him use countless times. It was designed to make the other party feel “greedy” and cause them to lower their price. I knew that I had to stay quiet, no matter how uncomfortable I felt.

“This ‘New Media’ department, it’ll help us keep our hip quotient?”

I nodded.

“Fine. You’re Head of New Media. You earned your ten-thousand-dollar raise.” Hal motioned me toward the door.

I knew I had asked for way too much money. I had expected Hal to lecture me or laugh at me, or both, but I had not expected him to give me a ten-thousand-dollar raise. That’s when I knew how important Chloe was to the agency. Hal felt he was making a comeback. I hadn’t overplayed my hand at all—I had underplayed it.

“I’ll need an office. And my own assistant,” I said.



Hal narrowed his eyes again, but this time I could see angry lines forming on his brow.

“Have them clear out the break room; you can turn that into your office,” Hal said. “And you can share an assistant with Michael. And for your information, there was nothing wrong with the old media. It built this fucking building.”

He turned away, and I walked out with a new title, new digs, and some more money. Life changed.

And it wasn’t just me.

Travis Gamble had a new life too. About twenty minutes after Chloe landed Cover Band, word leaked out that Travis was her twin brother. Video grabs of his guest shot on the sitcom Shallow People, shirtless and hot, were up on YouTube almost instantly. Before, he was just a cute male model. Now, he was part of a hot acting family—a young, hot acting family. The tabloids love that. Look at Britney and Jamie Lynn, or Lindsay and Ali. Hell, even Paris and Nikki.

Travis wasn’t even officially my client when Hurricane Chloe hit. But right away the calls started. I had serious bookers calling me about modeling jobs in New York and these weren’t just for underwear catalog shoots. I had casting directors calling about TV and film auditions. Travis had always struck me as a kid with his feet on the ground, but when McG’s company wants you to read for a role, even the most sensible teenager in the world is going to jump at the chance. I rushed over agency papers right away. My client list had doubled!

The next thing I had to do was find a reputable modeling agent for Travis, so that I could focus on his acting career. That’s Hollywood—one week you’re just a high school soccer star. The next week, you’ve got two agents and a dual career. Like I said, life changed.

Then there was Chloe Gamble herself. From the biggest screw-up the town had ever seen to the star of a shiny new TV show in record time. Chloe’s life went from zero to sixty overnight. No more school, no more general meet and greets, no more lurid horror movies—she was past all that in the blink of an eye. As soon as she closed on Cover Band, Chloe’s life became a whirlwind of photo shoots, magazine interviews, wardrobe and makeup tests, music rehearsals, and must-be-seen-at parties. The struggling girl who’d clawed her way out of Spurlock, Texas, was now Chloe Gamble, the star.



She was enjoying every moment of it. But she still kept a very keen eye on the bottom line.

“How much do I get paid?” Chloe asked me three days after she’d started work on the preproduction of Cover Band. “For all the extra stuff, I mean.”

“What ‘extra stuff’?” I asked.

“The photo shoots and the network promos and all those interviews with websites! I mean, it’s a lot of fun, but how much do they pay me for that?”

I had to laugh. In some ways Chloe was the shrewdest person I’d ever met and in many ways she was still a sixteen-year-old kid.

“They don’t pay you anything extra,” I said. Chloe’s eyes went wide with surprise.

“The Snap Network isn’t paying you all that money just to act in the show. They’re also paying you to sell the show. Your job—your only job—is to sell the product known as Cover Band. That means acting, but it also means promoting,” I explained. “We have to get your face on every single blog, gossip site, magazine, and TV show that will have you, because that gives the show a chance to be successful. People will want to see more of you, so they’ll watch the show, and the show will stay on the air. Good ratings equal survival in TV. Think of it as investing in yourself.”



Chloe understood, but her mind was focused on only one thing. “But I need to pay the rent and the bills. And I have to buy a new outfit for every single party and interview. If I wanted to invest, I’d rather do it with somebody else’s money.”

“Well, I can help with the clothes,” I said. “Head over to wardrobe at the studio and get Amanda to lend you an outfit whenever you need one.”

“The producers agreed to hire Amanda?” Chloe’s eyes brightened.

Chloe had asked me to help her friend Amanda Pierce get a job on the show. It wasn’t difficult; Amanda was a fairly well-known costume designer who lived at the Oakwood Apartments where Chloe lived with Travis and their mother, Early. Amanda had taken a risk and hired the hard-drinking Early as a minimum wage seamstress and Chloe wanted to repay the favor by having Amanda be the costumer on Cover Band.

“Not only did she get hired, but she’s already been out shopping for you. You’ll have plenty to wear for all the interviews and promotional stuff.”

“My agent rocks!”

“Remember that when the really big agencies come after you,” I said as Chloe breezed out of my office (my own office—with a door and everything!). I knew I’d avoided a potential storm. When it came to money, Chloe was fierce. She saw each dollar she made as an insurance policy against ever having to go back to Spurlock, Texas, and her rat of a father. That’s why I’d been avoiding telling her that she didn’t even have a real contract yet. And without a contract, Chloe would have no paycheck. I was hoping to solve this problem before Hurricane Chloe had turned into F5 Tornado Chloe.

Chloe’s Cover Band papers were on my desk, waiting for signatures. Hal thought I’d taken care of the whole thing already, but I was holding the contract back, waiting for my insanely handsome new lawyer friend to look it over. I had questions, and Sean Piper would have the answers. I hoped.

He was an associate at Webster and White, a huge entertainment law firm. He was doing me a favor by looking over these contracts and I hoped to return the favor by delivering him a new client who was the star of her own hit TV show. Maybe signing a hot new actress would give Sean an edge, bring him to the attention of the partners of his firm. Maybe it would change his life.

And maybe that would change mine.

It could all change in an instant. That’s what I knew, and right then I thought it was a good thing. Of course, that was before the police got involved.

Testing

“I love playin’ dress-up and all, but how come we have to go through all this?” I asked. For the last three hours I had been in and out of makeup and wardrobe trailers and had tried on about a dozen outfits (lots of short skirts and skinny jeans) and an equal number of hair styles and makeup choices.

“You the star, girl. If you look good, we all look good! Then we can all have us a nice long run and make us some money!” Keesha laughed as she applied coal-black liner to my eyes.

“Amen to that,” I said, and laughed along with her.

Keesha, who was listed as the “head of the makeup department” on the call sheet, was from Baton Rouge. Maybe that’s why we got along so well; we were two Southern girls who said whatever the hell we were thinking.

It was a real luxury not having to do my own makeup. Back on the pageant circuit in Texas, I always had to do it by myself. I suppose my mama could have helped, but help is not something my mama gives, only receives. But now I had the head of the makeup department to do my face, the head of the hair department to do my hair, and the head of the wardrobe department to do my costumes.



I noticed the rest of the actors who had been cast on the show had assistants do their hair, makeup, and wardrobe. I had all the department heads. I also noticed everyone—the producers, the writers, the network executives, and the crew—treated me just a little bit better than they treated everyone else. When I was around they smiled more, laughed harder at my jokes, and ran to find me Fiji water. Sure, it felt great to be treated like royalty, but it felt kind of odd, like everyone was acting phony.

Even my friend Amanda had changed. Amanda had been kind enough (or desperate enough) to hire my mama to sew when we really needed the money. So I owed her big-time. But on her first day of work she arrived with a box of T-shirts that had “Team Chloe” printed on the fronts—pink for women, blue for men. Everyone on the crew put one on. I know I should have enjoyed it more, but I felt sort of pressured, like everyone was depending on me to pay their bills or something.

“Do you like them, Clo?” Amanda had said.

“They rock. That was so sweet of you!” I said.

“Thank you for the job!” Amanda said and gave me a big hug.

How did this happen? How did I go from the NBC security “watch list” to someone who helped people get actual jobs? Truth was, I had no idea. But I knew for sure that I never wanted it to change. I had to make myself a success, especially now that so many people were depending on me.



“You seem a million miles away, girl,” Keesha said. “Homesick?”

I laughed. “You’ve never been to Spurlock.”

“But I been to Baton Rouge and I’m here to tell you, bigger ain’t better.”

“That’s not what I’ve been told,” a guy’s voice said from the doorway of the makeup trailer. I swung the chair around to get a good look. He was thin, but broad-shouldered and ripped. His hair was thick and dark, his eyes were big and blue, and suddenly, I totally knew who he was.

“Junior Junior!” I said. For years, he’d played the oldest boy on The More the Merrier, a show about a family with five children and a dad named Junior.

“I’m praying this show makes people stop calling me that,” he said. “I was Junior Junior from the time I was three. They had to keep telling me my real name was Jonas.”

“Huh,” I said. “Am I supposed to feel sorry for you now, Mr. TV Star? Because I totally don’t.”

His eyes widened in surprise, and then he laughed.

“Chloe Gamble,” I said.

“How you doing, Ms. YouTube Star? Jonas Beck.” He came over to shake hands. Up close, I could see that his skin was perfect. And he had the straightest, whitest teeth I had ever seen. I wondered if he used those Crest whitening strips like they advertised on TV. Hell, the guy had been on TV his whole life, even though he was only a year or two older than me. He could probably afford the kind you get at the dentist’s office. I couldn’t believe I was sitting around in a makeup trailer shooting the shit with Jonas Beck! He was totally cool and really relaxed, I guess because he had so much experience and everything. All of a sudden a weird thought popped into my head—why was Jonas Beck in the Cover Band makeup trailer?

“You visiting someone on the lot?” I asked Jonas.

He looked stunned. “Didn’t anyone tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“I’m joining the cast of the show.”

I was floored. “Junior Junior” Jonas Beck was in my show? Or maybe it wasn’t my show anymore; maybe Jonas was now the star of the show.

“Oh! Great!” I said, but I was really confused. The band in the show was supposed to be all girls. “So, you’re joining the band?”

“Me? I suck at singing. No, I’m playing your best-friend-who-secretly-has-a-crush-on-you-but-doesn’t-want-to-risk-ruining-the-friendship-but-eventually-in-year-three-becomes-your-boyfriend. It’s not groundbreaking but it is a huge step up from Junior Junior.”

I laughed with Jonas, but I was even more confused. In the Cover Band script I read there was no best-friend-slash-love-interest!

Jonas could read the expression on my face. “They rewrote the script, Chloe. It happens all the time, sometimes a few times a week.”



I’m not proud of this but all I was thinking at that moment was that the best friend character is never the star, which meant that Cover Band wasn’t Jonas Beck’s show, it was still mine. How cool was that?

I relaxed back in my chair. “I knew a beauty queen in Texas who carried a Tiger Beat poster of you to all of her pageants,” I told him.

“Really?” Jonas was laughing. “An actual beauty queen?”

“No, sadly for her. I beat her every time,” I said. “I guess she was just a beauty princess. Still, you can bet she’ll be watching this show if she hears you’re on it!”

“If she tells three or four million of her friends, we’ll have a hit.”

I decided Jonas Beck was going to be my friend. And he was gorgeous. Girls across the country would gladly slit my throat to take my place here, hanging with Jonas Beck in a Hollywood makeup trailer. I looked into his stunning blue eyes and waited for my heartbeat to speed up, or that tingly feeling to make its way up my spine. But I got nothing.

“This will be fun,” Jonas said as he took the chair next to mine.

“If we ever get started,” I said. “Do we actually shoot scenes, or just have lots of meetings and wardrobe tests?”

Jonas laughed. “It starts slow, but don’t worry, it’ll get fast in a hurry. Once we’re in production, things speed by.”

“When is that?” I asked.



“First table read should be this week,” Jonas said. “Have you been to your trailer yet this morning?”

I shook my head.

“There’s a script waiting for you,” he said. “If you want, we can run lines.”

“I have a band practice after this makeup test,” I told him. “They finally cast the drummer yesterday, so now we’ve got the whole band. They’re teaching me how to play guitar!”

“We’re ready for you, Ms. Gamble,” a second assistant director called from the door.

“Now, Duane, I told you to call me Chloe! Ms. Gamble’s my grandmamma.”

Duane, the second AD, smiled and said, “Then what do they call your mother?”

“A hot mess, that’s what,” I said.

“I hear you, girl!” Keesha chimed in.

“You going to that Teen Dream kickoff party tonight?” Jonas asked as I stood up.

“Nika—my agent—she says I have to,” I told him. “It’s a new perfume or something, right?”

“Yeah, but it’s sponsored by Forever 21. Lots of paparazzi. It’s a must-go.” Jonas gave me a mischievous smile. “It’ll be more fun together. You could be my date.”

“Should I wear this?” I twirled around in the plaid miniskirt I was wearing. It was supposed to be the uniform of the all-girls prep school that my character in the show attended. It looked more like the outfit Britney wore in that old “… Baby One More Time” video, only sluttier.

“The paparazzi would love it!”

“Well, then, I am definitely going to wear this,” I said. “Why not make some noise?”

I figured Jonas would watch me as I headed out the door—most guys do—but when I glanced back, Jonas’s eyes were closed and Keesha was powdering his face.

I followed Duane toward the soundstage where they were building the set for Cover Band, wishing I had some tea to perk me up (I refuse to drink coffee; it ruins your skin). As soon as the makeup test and the band practice were done, I had to work with my guitar teacher for an hour and then knock off some calculus problems with the on-set tutor.

“Duane, can we make a quick detour to that craft services trailer?”

“What do you need?”

“Oh, nothing, just some tea.”

Duane pushed a button on his walkie-talkie. “Craft services, a tea for Number One!”

Just as we made it to the soundstage door, a guy from craft services named Chuy ran over with some tea and honey.

A flash went off, making me jump. My friend Jude Morgan grinned at me from behind the camera.

“How does it feel to be ‘Number One’?” she asked.

“Rocks!” I said. “What did they say?”



“I met with this photo editor guy Bob Lavett at the network.”

“And?”

“And, he hired me, but—”

“But nothing! You got the job!”

I wrapped my arms around Jude. She was pretty much the first person I’d met in Los Angeles and she took pictures of me for free and shot the YouTube video that made everything happen. She was also becoming my best friend and I was so psyched that Nika was able to get her an interview to be the on-set photographer for the show.

“Yeah, I got the job for two weeks. I have to show that Bob Lavett guy every image I take, and after two weeks, if he likes what he sees, I get the gig for real.”

“Then you have nothing to worry about! You’ll be taking pictures of me!”

Jude laughed. “Not everyone’s as hot as you are, Clo.”

“Don’t I know it! Ask them pageant panthers about it!”

“Chloe, thanks. This is waaay the biggest gig I’ve ever had,” Jude said quietly.

“Don’t you get weird on me. Remember”—I pointed to the soundstage and all the trailers—“all this is thanks to a little someone named you.”

Duane looked at me impatiently. “Chloe?”

“Gotta skedaddle,” I said to Jude.

“Who else was in makeup?”



“Jonas Beck.”

“Ooh. Gotta get him or Bob Lavett will have my ass!”

“Bob Lavett wishes!”

“Later!” Jude took off toward the makeup trailer with a wave.

Duane pushed the button on his walkie. “Number One on set!”

I looked at Duane and said, “Sorry, I never got people jobs before.”

“Get used to it, Number One.”

When I got back to the Oakwood, my ears were still ringing from band practice and my head was spinning from too many new guitar chords and too much calculus. I desperately needed a nap before going to the Teen Dream party. Plus I had to swing by Amanda’s apartment and see if she had any stiletto heels I could borrow to complete the naughty prep-school look I was going for.

As I headed down the hallway toward our apartment, I mentally ran through how much time I had to get some beauty sleep.

“Wow, that is cold,” a guy called after me.

I turned around, and laughed. “Max. I didn’t even see you.” Max Tyrell was a musician who lived at the Oakwood, but in my mind he was always linked to Kimber Reeve, the actress who I most despised in this world. She’d ditched him (and her apartment at the Oakwood) the instant she got famous.

“I’m easy to miss,” Kimber Reeve’s ex-boyfriend said. He was joking. Max had hair practically down to his waist, all of it in dreads, making him extremely hard to miss. I guess he was kind of good-looking (in an alt rock kind of way). Another thing I liked about him was the fact that he hated Kimber. “So where have you been, Ms. Chloe? Haven’t seen you around lately.”

“I’m working all the time,” I said, and I couldn’t keep the goofy grin off my face.

“Right, I heard about your show. Good for you,” he said. “Don’t give up the music, though.”

“Never,” I said.

“I still have the perfect guitar riff to open your YouTube song,” he added, turning back to a bulletin board. He stapled a flyer to it. I leaned in to check it out.

“Wait. Your band is playing at Spaceland?” I said.

He nodded. “Come if you can.”

I frowned. Spaceland was a pretty well-known club, and I’d always assumed that Max’s band was just some grungy cover band. “You’re in The Ruffians? Now how come I didn’t know that?”

“You’ve heard of us?”

“Yeah. Keesha—the makeup lady at my show—she was playing a Ruffians CD the other day.”



He nodded, smiling. “Must be a fan. We only sell CDs at our shows. You can download most of our stuff, though.”

I studied his face for a minute. “Y’know, rule number nineteen on my Don’t Do list is not to date out-of-work musicians.”

Max raised one eyebrow. “Most people have a To Do list, not a Don’t Do list.”

“I ain’t most people,” I said. “My point is, you’re the real deal.”

“I am.”

“Kimber shouldn’t have dumped you,” I said.

“She’ll regret it someday,” he said.

We both laughed. Max turned his stack of flyers over and scribbled a number on the back of one. “Listen, I’m out of the Oakwood at the end of the week. My drummer and I got a place in Silver Lake. But keep in touch.”

“I will,” I said, taking the flyer.

Max kissed me on both cheeks, then headed off down the hallway. It was weird but I felt a little sad seeing him go. Pilot season was over, and every day somebody else moved out of the Oakwood. When Trav and me and our mama first got here, this place had seemed like the center of the whole Hollywood scene.

I made a mental note to make an effort to check out The Ruffians at Spaceland. Stuffing the band flyer in my bag, I headed for our apartment.



“I am your mama, darlin’, and that means I don’t take orders from my own children,” Mama was saying as I walked in. Her voice was slurred, which meant she’d been hitting it pretty hard. Even though I hadn’t gotten even one paycheck from Cover Band yet, Mama felt that the ten percent of my income I was going to pay her to manage my “expenses” entitled her to leave her seamstress job with Amanda. So that meant that Mama had a lot of free time on her hands, and free time was my mama’s enemy.

“What’s Mama up to now?” I asked Travis.

“I am not up to anything,” my mama said. “All I’m doin’ is havin’ a little fun.”

“With that porn producer who hangs out at the pool,” Trav told me. “I found her getting a back rub from Alex the perv today.”

“What happened to your country singer?” I asked Mama.

She shrugged, examining her fingernails. She somehow had paid for a manicure.

“Mama, could you please try to keep your eyes on the prize just this once?” I said. “I’m starring in a show for twelve-year-olds. I need to be a role model, and that does not include having a mama in the porn industry.”

“Oh, hush up, Clo, I ain’t in no industry.” My mama rolled her eyes. “Alex was just putting the sunscreen on my back.”

I shot Travis a look. He was pretty pissed. So was I. Mama’s new love life was our least favorite thing about moving to Los Angeles. Not that we blamed her—our daddy had been tom-catting around just about as long as we could remember. But Mama had no learning curve when it came to men. She’d taken off to Branson, Missouri, with some country music star named Lester Orcutt and been gone for weeks. We had to track her down and carry her drunk ass back home to the Oakwood. God only knew what would happen if she started sleeping with a porn producer.

“I’m serious, Mama,” I said. “I agreed to give you a percentage of my TV money so that you’d behave yourself. You mess up that career for me, you can kiss your money good-bye.”

My mama glared at Travis. “See what happens when you shoot your mouth off? You got Chloe all upset, poor thing, after she’s been workin’ so hard on her show.”

“Save it, Mama,” Travis said. “Chloe knows you don’t give a crap how hard she works. You just don’t want her to cut you off.”

I leaned against the kitchen counter to watch. Usually it’s me and my mama hollering at each other, and Travis playing referee. This was something new.

“You be careful, mister, or I might go telling your little secrets,” Mama said. “Did you know about this, Clo? Your brother is about to get booted from his soccer team.”

“What?” I cried.

Mama snatched a paper off the table. By the way Trav lunged to stop her, I could tell it was something important.

“What’s this about?” I asked, grabbing the paper. It was a letter to Mama from Coach Ibanez at St. Paul’s Academy, the high school where me and Trav were on scholarship. My brother’s soccer talents were what got us the free ride. “Why does he want to meet with Mama?”

“It’s nothing.” My brother pulled the letter out of my hands. “Mama’s just trying to distract you from her porno boyfriend.”

“Well, it worked,” I said. “Why’s the coach want to see Mama?”

“Your brother has been skipping out on soccer matches to go to his little auditions,” Mama said in an annoying singsong voice.

“I have not,” Trav snapped. “I’ve missed some practices, is all. Maybe a scrimmage or two. Who cares?”

I have witnessed some truly shocking things in my life, but I don’t think a single one of them ever threw me so much as hearing Travis say that. My brother had been playing soccer since before I could remember. He loved it more than anything except for me.

“Trav, what the hell?” I said. “You can’t put underwear modeling over soccer.”

“It’s not just modeling. Nika’s getting me auditions for acting jobs.”

I decided to deal with that little revelation later. After Travis had gotten a gig on a sitcom, I’d told Nika she should represent Travis, but I’d been sort of kidding. Or at least I hadn’t expected it to turn so real so fast.



“You got to stay in good with the coach or else we are both shit out of luck when it comes to school,” I said to my brother. “We’ll end up slumming at Hollywood High with the gangbangers.”

“So you get to have the cool acting career while I have to skip auditions and play high school soccer?” Travis said. “How is that fair?”

“What are you talking about? You don’t want an acting career,” I said. “That’s my thing, not yours.”

“What, are you threatened by me?” my twin asked. “Think I’m gonna steal some precious attention away from you?”

I just stared at him. The thing is, me and Trav don’t fight. Never have. We’ve had each other’s backs since we were born—we had to, with loser parents like ours. To have my very own twin stand there sassing me, well, it left me speechless.

Trav too. He didn’t say a word, but his face looked as astonished as mine must have.

“Well, aren’t you two just peas in a pod!” Mama cracked, totally thrilled to see us at each other.

“Shut up, Mama, I haven’t forgotten about your pervert,” I said.

“Clo …” Travis held his hands out to me. “You know I didn’t mean—”

“Yes, you did,” I cut him off. “You think I’m so self-centered I’d freak out if you took the spotlight off me.”

Travis opened his mouth to answer, but I didn’t let him.



“Well, you’re right,” I said. “I don’t care if you say it. I want all the attention, all the time. I need it like … like a drug. You don’t. You like hanging with your friends, fixing cars, playing soccer and having a normal life.”

“Yeah …” Trav didn’t sound convinced.

“Trav, it’s my fault we’re in Los Angeles instead of back in Spurlock shooting the shit and getting ready for prom. We’re here because of me, not because you wanted to leave Coop and everybody. You would’ve been totally happy to stay in Texas. You think I don’t know that?”

“It’s cool. I like it here,” Travis said.

“You’re just saying that so I don’t feel guilty. But I feel guilty all the time that I dragged you here,” I said. “I do not like guilt, Travis. I want you to have school and friends and soccer here, too, so I can stop worrying about you and concentrate on selfish ol’ me.”

“I’m not just being nice. I really do like LA,” Travis said. “I liked guest starring on that TV show. They paid me crazy money to just walk around and say two lines. I got to meet famous people. I got to be on TV, for God’s sake. There are girls leaving their damn panties in my locker at school, Clo. I want to keep doing it, acting and modeling and whatever I can get. Maybe you thought of it first, but it’s working out for me, too.”

“Of course it is, ’cause you’re gorgeous. And I’m proud of you,” I said. “But you’re not like me. You’re not crazy-focused on yourself all the time, and if you want to get really successful in Hollywood, you have to be. Look at me. I don’t have friends from school. Everything is about getting to where I want to go. Even this party I have tonight is for work. And the friends that I do have are starting to be my employees. It’s not normal.”

“Screw normal. I had an offer to fly to Brazil last week,” Travis said. “You hear me? Brazil!”

“To do what?” I asked.

“A bathing suit spread for some fashion magazine.”

“Ooh! I’ll go with you,” Mama put in. “Like a chaperone.”

“Mama! Travis can’t go to Brazil, he’s got school,” I snapped. I frowned at my brother. “That’s what you told them, right?”

He shrugged. “I told Nika I didn’t have a passport, and she said it would be too much of a pain in the butt to rush it through for just one job. But I drove over to the Federal Building in Westwood and applied for one.”

“Well, do you want to be an actor or do you just want to go flying all over the world?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” Trav said.

“And which is it—acting?” I pressed. “Or do you just want to pose in your boxers all the time?”

“I don’t know, Chloe. Jesus.” My brother’s jaw got tight, which is what happens when he gets angry.

“Trav, it’s goin’ good now. But what if it stops goin’ good? What if for some reason it ends? Then you don’t even have a high school diploma and you’re just a loser.”

“Hey!” Mama squawked, case in point.

“What if it stops goin’ good for you?” Travis said.

“I got no choice. I only want one thing. Always have. You got a choice. Do you want it as bad as I do?”

“I don’t know,” Travis said again. He ran his hand through his sandy hair, frustrated. “I haven’t thought it all through. I’m just getting a lot of meetings and job offers and it’s really cool.”

“That doesn’t sound like a plan,” I said.

“You’re the plan girl,” he said. “Maybe I don’t need a plan. Just … just back off and let me think about all this stuff.”

“Fine. But school is what you need for your future. And you need soccer to stay in school,” I said. “Just go to practice from now on, will you?”

He didn’t answer.

“Just for the rest of this school year. It’s only a few more months,” I said. “Deal?”

Travis sighed. “Deal. Can we drop it now?”

He still wasn’t meeting my eye. I wondered if maybe I’d pushed him too far. I’ve made a bunch of mistakes in my life, done a few things I regret, but I couldn’t live with myself if I screwed up Trav’s life. Could not and would not let that happen.

“What should we do about Mama and her porn king?” Travis asked.



I glanced over at my mama, who was now watching a QVC jewelry show on the TV in the living room and pretending not to hear us. “I’m too tired to try talking sense into her right now,” I said.

“Okay. You need the Escalade tonight?” Trav asked. “I was thinking of going out with some of the guys from school.”

“Don’t need it. I’m getting picked up for this Forever 21 event.”

“Studio sending a limo or something?”

“Nope. I have a date!”

“No kidding? Anyone I know?”

“Junior Junior from The More the Merrier.”

“You’re shittin’ me.”

“Am not,” I said. “He’s got those big blue eyes, and he’s got the six-pack, and I’m pretty sure he’s also got a boyfriend.”

Travis’s mouth dropped open. “Junior Junior is gay?”

“He likes to be called Jonas.”

“So why are you wasting your time going out with him?”

“Are you kidding? He’s just about the most perfect boyfriend I’ll ever have!”

“There’s a blind item on Perez Hilton about a certain up-and-coming TV star seen with Jonas Beck at a Forever 21 party last night,” Nika said the next day as I sat down in her office. “Who could that be?”

“Yup.” I grinned. “We held hands and everything. Just doing my part to get everyone talking about Cover Band.”

“It’s working,” Nika said.

“If only Kimber Reeve hadn’t shown up, it would’ve been a perfect night,” I said with a sigh. Kimber was my biggest competition in this town, and we both knew it. Still, I’d gotten more attention last night, and we both knew that, too. Kimber hadn’t been smart enough to bring along a famous boy of her own. I doubt she’d make that mistake again.

“Put her out of your head. You need to concentrate on your own stuff, not hers,” Nika said while she applied some lip gloss.

“Since when do you glam up at nine in the morning?” I asked.

“I’ve got a meeting.” Nika glanced at her watch. “In, like, five minutes.”

“I’m not staying long. I just want to know where my money is,” I said. “It’s been a week since I started work.”

“You don’t get your first paycheck until episode one is shot,” Nika said, then she blotted her lips. “But that’s not why you’re here. You could’ve called me to ask that.”

“Fine, you’re right,” I said. “I wanted to talk to you about Trav.”

“He’s amazing. I’ve got three meetings set up this week with modeling agencies. He gets so many calls that I just can’t handle that side of it anymore, and besides, it’s not my industry,” she said. “Trav needs a real modeling rep, and then I’ll focus on the legit acting gigs. Hey, do you think your acting teacher would take him on?”

“Um … here’s the thing,” I said. “You need to back off on getting jobs for Trav.”

“What?” Nika was stunned.

“All the modeling, and now the acting stuff … it’s not Trav’s main focus. Or it shouldn’t be. He’s got soccer. He can’t go to auditions when he should be at practice. And he can’t take jobs that are going to conflict with soccer matches.”

Nika put away her makeup and narrowed her eyes at me. “How often does he have practice?”

“Four days a week after school. Matches on Saturdays, sometimes Friday nights,” I said.

“You’re basically telling me I can’t book him work.”

“Just until soccer season is over,” I said.

“I don’t like to say no to jobs,” she said. “Travis is hot right now, he’s got momentum in his career. If we lay low until soccer season is over, he might not have that. The offers may not be there anymore.”
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