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The Cote d’Azur was a place of escape: the place to get away from it all and, eventually, to get away with everything.


—Mary Blume, quoted in Riviera Style







When the sun shines, we’ll shine together, Told you I’ll be here forever


—Rihanna, “Umbrella”
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Tween Queen


Entertainment Daily, December 11, 2007


Miley Who? The Disney Channel’s brand-new star Devon Dubroff of Lola’s Life fame is recording her first album, hoping to capitalize on the show’s enormous success. Devon began her career as a dancing imp on PBS’s Purple Dinosaur and Pals, and the fifteen-year-old’s show-business roots trace back to her…


Billboard Top 40 Albums for July 2, 2008


#1 Crash and Burn….….….….….….….….Devon


Triple-D Love Story


Celebrity Love Match, September 2008


Pop phenom Devon (no last name necessary) arrived at the MTV Video Music Awards sporting a handsome new trinket: straight-from-Detroit blond rapper Randall “Double R” Robertson. The dynamic duo have been ducking reports of their relationship for months but finally came out as a couple last night.




Devon nabbed Best New Artist while Double R swept the hip-hop categories, leaving with five Moonmen, but he called his new love “the biggest prize of the night.” One, two, three: Awwwww.


Devon Steps into Juicy Joslyn’s Platforms


Tinseltown Reporter, November 2008


Twentieth Century Fox has just announced that pop sensation Devon has nabbed the starring role in its seventies-era biopic about the hedonistic life and tragic death of Juicy Joslyn, the talented but troubled R&B singer who died at 21 during her first European tour.


Oscar-winning producer Sol Romero and MTV-wunderkind Spazz Slownik are on board, and production is scheduled to begin early next year. “We’ve been sitting on this great script for so long, and everyone from Beyoncé to Shakira to Ashanti has been attached to this project, but in Devon we’ve finally found the right Juicy to add to the mix,” says Fox executive…


SPAZZ OUT, JUICY ON THE ROCKS?


TRAILER PARK: YOUR PRE-MOVIE NEWS, FEBRUARY 15, 2009


Production on the Juicy set has been halted temporarily, we hear, due to clashes over “creative differences” on-set between producer Sol Romero and director Spazz Slownik. And it can’t help that Juicy’s star, teen queen Devon has been missing for days due to “exhaustion.” Apparently lifting all those vodka-filled Red Bulls in nightclubs can be very tiring!


Sweet Sixteen and Never Been Rehabbed


Gosizzle, February 22, 2009


Bratty starlet “Drunkon” getting airlifted by two huge henchmen out of her birthday party at Apple Lounge last night. Disney’s little princess has grown up to be a Hollywood nightmare. The Mouse House’s brightest star has been on a rampage ever since production halted on her film debut and her love affair with tough-guy rapper Double R ended in flames…


Like Daughter, Like Mother continued from Chapter 27


Metropolitan Circus, March 2009


…but some former rock goddesses clearly find it difficult stepping off the pedestal to make way for the new generation—which is why so many of them apparently sabotage their daughters’ fledgling careers. Like Chesney Lust, Imogen Dubroff was a tabloid editor’s dream in the early nineties, but seems unable—or unwilling—to stop her sixteen-year-old daughter, teen star Devon, from following in her shaky footsteps.


“It’s almost like a role reversal,” suggests a source at Zing Artists, Devon’s first management company. “Imogen should be giving Devon advice, trying to protect her from the consequences of her own behavior. Instead she’s out partying harder than any of these kids. Plus she’s got this new boyfriend who makes Kato Kaelin look like a workaholic entrepreneur. This guy looks at Devon and sees dollar signs, I swear. Imogen is kidding herself if she thinks he’s interested in her.”


“Welcome to the Wet Set”


Bonjour!, April 5, 2009


Glamorous Saint-Tropez on the glittering Cote D’Azur is the destination of choice this month for many of Europe’s fashionable young royals. From the beautiful grandchildren of Princess Grace of Monaco to the future monarchs of Spain, Norway, and Britain, titled teenagers are pouring into the world’s most chic fishing village. They’ll be rubbing elbows with dozens of American rock royalty who’ve recently made the little marina their summer escape.


Because Saint-Trop, as it’s known, has no airport, the aristos have to hitch a limo ride or speedboat shuttle from nearby Nice—though arriving by private jet or helicopter is the preferred mode.


Top choice for royals and rockers? A private yacht, of course, complete with its own harbor-side berth—rumored to cost a cool $25,000 a day.




B.T. Brings Juicy Back to Life


Tinseltown Reporter, April 23, 2009


After a six-week break, Fox’s Juicy is back on track with a new director and a new location. Bobby Taylor, just off the mega-buzzed rap musical Biggie, is at the helm and has convinced the studio to shoot in the South of France instead of the backlot. This is either a savvy or desperate attempt to resuscitate the movie—studio execs have been dropping dark hints about pulling financing for months.


Still up in the air is whether teen star Devon will be asked to reprise her role. Sources say the studio is seriously questioning her ability to be a reliable, bankable commodity.


Juicy Gossip


Celebrity Love Match, April 31, 2009


Which platinum-selling one-named pop tart is about to sail into a whole lot of trouble? A source tells us that the tony French resort of Saint-Tropez—playground of the superrich, home to topless nymphettes—is bracing itself for the arrival of a certain chart-topping teen star, famous for her “crash-and-burn” antics and fresh from a recent stint at a top-security “wellness center” in Arizona.


Word is she’s there for a different sort of starring role: It’s take two for the biopic about another famous hot mess, seventies rock goddess Juicy Joslyn. Will production suffer yet again when Miss Sweet Sixteen lives up to the role in reel and real life?


Especially since we hear a certain hip-hop wunderkind (and ex-squeeze) is crashing her South-of-France sojourn on his mega-yacht. Plus a certain co-star and rival for the teen-queen throne is nipping at her heels, eyeing that triple-threat tiara…


Our money’s on a major meltdown…mais oui! Watch this space!















EXT. Mediterranean Coast—Day: Devon Makes a Splash







As far as Devon was concerned, there was only one way to arrive in Saint-Tropez: on board a magnificent seventy-five-foot yacht.


 


She didn’t become the most famous sixteen-year-old in the world by playing wallflower. This might be her first-ever visit to the fabled Côte d’Azur, but Devon had been a star since she was in pull-ups. She knew how to play the fame game.


She struck a fine figure on the ship’s bow as a refreshing ocean breeze blew gently on her mass of cinnamon curls, her skin tanned to a dark caramel shade of gold, her sultry catlike beauty highlighted by eyes a smoky shade of green. In a music magazine’s latest issue, the effusive writer had compared the color of her eyes to an English summer meadow at dusk—whatever that meant. Devon was from Los Angeles (Crenshaw Boulevard—holla!), and her exotic looks were due to a perfect mix of her heritage: her studio musician dad a New Orleans Creole of Haitian descent, her rocker mom of French-Canadian stock.


As the boat neared the dock, she gave a cheerful wave to the dozens of tourists and curious locals who swarmed the outdoor cafés, craning their necks to see who had pulled into the harbor in such grand style so early in the season during the first week of May. She struck a confident pose for the paparazzi zooming in on their shots with massive telephoto lenses.


Let them look, Devon thought. This yacht charter cost a very pretty penny.


For her arrival in Saint-Tropez, she was wearing the tightest, shortest, loudest black-and-white zebra striped Dolce & Gabbana skirt in her closet, paired with a creamy off-the-shoulder silk Cavalli top and five-inch Balmain monster heels. Not exactly an outfit suitable for sailing the high seas, and the captain had already warned her about her stilettos ruining the teak finish. But as long as she gripped the rails and stood with her feet planted apart, Devon knew she’d make it to the quay without taking an embarrassing tumble. She had no plans to be TMZ laughingstock anytime soon.


“Honey, we’re here!” Her mother, Imogen Dubroff, emerged from the staterooms below to slip a slender, freckled arm around her daughter’s shoulders.


Devon bent her head quickly to hide a smile. Of course her mother wouldn’t want to miss a photo opportunity. She noticed Imogen had changed for the third time that day, finally deciding on tight white jeans, white high-heeled mules, and a chest-hugging white t-shirt and ropes of gold chain jewelry.


Imogen had told her she’d read something in OK! about Elizabeth Hurley wearing a similar outfit every summer on the island of Capri. Devon counted herself lucky her mother was wearing clothes at all. Imogen was the original wild child, and in her day she probably would have arrived in the South of France wearing nothing but a smile.


“It’s so pretty,” Devon said, sighing happily at the sight of white houses nestled in the cliffs above the sapphire-blue sea. “But it’s so much smaller than I imagined.”


“Well, small can be cute,” Imogen suggested. “Except when it comes to yachts, and bank accounts, and houses, and guys’…you know.”


“Mom!” Devon made a face.


“Oh please,” said Imogen, rolling her eyes. “Don’t oh-Mom me. Not in that outfit, anyway,” she said, giving Devon a cool once-over.


“What’s wrong with it?” Devon asked, wishing she didn’t care so much what her mom thought. It was bad enough that Imogen was competitive on every level—more like an “ene-mom” (or was it “mom-emy?”) than a real mom, and Devon didn’t need any nagging insecurities that day.




Even if Saint-Tropez looked more like a picturesque seaside village with a giant marina than a big resort town, it was still the height of chic in the entire French Riviera. This was the place where Brigitte Bardot frolicked and pouted on the beach in a racy bikini; this was the place Bianca had married Mick Jagger wearing that sexy white suit. Devon wanted to stand out, but in a good way. There was a lot at stake for her this summer in Saint-Tropez. Way too much.


“You think it’s too short?” Devon asked, tugging at her postage-stamp-size skirt.


Instead of answering, Imogen continued to smile serenely at the other boats they were passing.


If only Devon felt as calm. Whenever she saw pictures of herself at clubs in magazines and on gossip blogs, she cringed at how out of control she had been. What had she been thinking? Sure, she’d been under a lot of pressure. A lot of stress. There was so much riding on the movie—she was expected to bring in a blockbuster, just like her album and TV show had been. But what if it all went bust? What if it tanked? It didn’t help that on those first few weeks of filming it seemed a new writer was getting fired every day, the producers were squabbling about everything with the studio, and no one was happy.


Then she and Randall had broken up—she’d had to read about it on his Facebook page of all places, which was picked up on Ellen and shown on the mandatory subsequent tabloid covers. And then her mom kept disappearing into those lost weekends of hers, with Devon grimly calling hospitals and morgues…. So she’d done the only thing that had seemed right at the moment. Obliterate. Escape. Dance the night away, don’t let the music stop, and keep the cocktails flowing.


And look where that got her. Straight into Commitments, some fancy rehab center in the desert where she’d spent her days lounging by the pool and getting daily massages. It had been a relief in a way. At least at Commitments, someone else was taking care of her for a change.


When she returned, her agent had to beg the studio to take her back, otherwise her career would have been flushed down one of the yacht’s expensive Japanese toilets installed downstairs.


So. Those bad old days were over. They had to be, if she wanted to make a fresh start. She couldn’t afford to make any more mistakes like the ones she’d made just a few months before. Everyone was counting on her. She had to pull it together. She couldn’t mess this one up.


Devon took a deep breath and savored the salty-sweet air. She was looking forward to working again.


Imogen went back upstairs as the yacht slowed, the captain expertly steering it into the long berth. Devon itched to get on land already—she had so many things to do before tomorrow’s shoot. The crew, all in pale blue polo shirts embroidered with the yacht’s silver logo, barely had time to secure the ship to its moorings before she walked briskly off the boat and lowered herself on the gray planks of the dock.


A crowd of paparazzi were already gathered a few feet away, yelling her name and asking rude questions. Devon kept a smile on her face until an oily voice purred from the top deck of the yacht, “Where’s my special lady going?”


That was no paparazzi. That was Eddie Pitch, her mother’s boyfriend, leaning over and caressing the ship’s railing as if it were a pool cue. His voice was as greasy as his comb-over ponytail. Why did her mom have to bring him and spoil everything?


“Hey! I thought I was your special lady!” Imogen teased, walking up behind him and reaching around to raise her face to his for an excruciating smooch while the cameras kept clicking.


Devon’s heart sank. So much for good first impressions.


“Devon! Devon! Over here, baby!”


All the paparazzi were shouting for her, wanting her to turn in their direction, hoping she’d make a face or do something outrageous. That was the old Devon—easily riled, easily derailed. But this was a brand-new country, and a brand-new start. At least, that was the plan.


“Dating anyone special?” one of the paps barked.




“Wouldn’t you like to know?” she cooed, strutting down the dock as though it were a runway.


The flash of a zealous photographer’s camera momentarily blinded her, but Devon kept smiling, as though everything in the world—her world—didn’t depend on what was about to happen, for better or worse, this summer in Saint-Tropez.






 


Real Life: I Had Stomach Surgery


Sweet Sixteen the Magazine, October


Sixteen-year-old Olivia Romero can never eat ice cream again. That’s just one of the things she’s had to give up after she opted for gastric-band surgery six months ago. At her heaviest, Olivia weighed close to three hundred pounds. But after surgery, months of rigorous sessions with a personal trainer, and a nutritionist-approved diet, she is now half the girl she used to be.


Actually, more like a third.


“My doctor told me I was developing type 2 diabetes and was putting my heart at risk,” Olivia says. “So it was a life-saving decision.”


Now Olivia is so light, so unused to being thin, that even a simple act like getting up off the sofa turns into a pantherlike spring. Her body still exerts the same energy it had to when she was heavy.


“Even my cat doesn’t recognize me,” Olivia says a little wistfully. “He keeps looking for the old Olivia. I can’t seem to convince him I’m me.”




It Girl of the Week


Brentwood Style, February 8


Olivia Romero, 16, is everywhere these days. We spotted the sylphlike Liv at a charity beach volleyball game in Malibu looking cuter than Misty May-Treanor in her white bikini. With her thick, mahogany-amber-bronze mane (the perfect brunette shade) pulled high off her head in a bouncy ponytail and her café-au-lait tan, she gets our vote for It Girl of the Week.


A Match Made in Tinseltown


Celebrity Love Match, March 12


Seventeen-year-old bad boy Hollywood heir Trevor Nolan, known for dating and dumping a roster of starlets, has been spotted around town with Oscar-winning-producer Sol Romero’s daughter Lisette. The two were all over each other in a VIP banquette at Villa on Friday night.


 


Correction: March 17, 2009. In last week’s issue we erroneously reported Trevor Nolan was dating Lisette Romero, but sources have told us he is actually dating Olivia Romero, Sol’s younger daughter.


Beverly Hills 911


SoCal Confidential, April


Pity mega-producer Sol Romero. And not just because the doomed Juicy Joslyn pic is sure to bankrupt him and the studio…. Nope, it’s daughter #2 causing all the pain. Six months ago, Olivia passed up a supersweet sixteen bash at the Beverly Wilshire in favor of a supersweet stomach stapling at Cedars-Sinai. And now, with a wave of the surgeon’s wand, she’s lost ten dress sizes—but tripled her attitude.


Livia (who’s dropped the O along with a couple hundred pounds) is pushing her way into every club and party, screaming “Don’t you know who I am?” at every bouncer from Bel Air to Tel Aviv.















INT. Romero Villa—Afternoon: Livia Tells Herself Thin Tastes Better





	

Livia Romero stood in front of the open doors of the Sub-Zero, peering into its icy depths. There had to be something in there to make her feel better.


 


Something to help her forget she’d just been called “from Fatty to Bratty” on a nasty gossip blog. People could be so mean. They’d called her “Olive-shaped” and “O-beast” when she was heavy, and now suddenly she was Little Miss Tantrum.


It was one bouncer at one nightclub, more than a month ago, and she hadn’t even done anything. It was Trevor who’d made the stink because the guy couldn’t find their names on the list. It’s not like she even wanted to go to that party in the first place. Parties always made her nervous. She wished they’d just gone to the movies like she’d wanted.


Ah. There. Livia found a carton of French chocolate ice cream. Perfect. She reached for it, then hesitated. Was that her mother, jeweled flip-flops slapping the stone floor of the foyer? The last thing she wanted now was an encounter with her overtalkative, overprotective mother, Isabel Romero, or Evita, as she and Lisette called her. Their mother was perennially ready for her big balcony scene.


If only she had been born in Argentina rather than Puerto Rico, Isabel could have given the real Eva Perón a run for her money. She had the whole rags-to-riches thing down, even though she’d never been poor (Fort Greene was no Bensonhurst). In fact, thought Livia, carefully sliding out the soft tub of ice cream, her mother seemed to be dedicating her life to erasing any possible memories of “rags” with an excess of designer clothes and custom-made jewelry.


Livia pried off the tub’s lid and gazed down at the rich chocolate swirls, tapping at the edge of the tub with a long spoon, hesitating. The doctor told her ice cream would make her sick. But would it really? Even just one tiny little bite?


She snuck a glance around the empty kitchen. The villa her father had rented was palatial in size, and so much older than their mock-Tudor mansion on North Cañon. The chateau had been in the same family for hundreds of years, and everything had been modernized while still retaining its old-fashioned character. The house had the newest streamlined bathrooms with real Roman baths and steam showers, flat-screen televisions in all the rooms, and remote-controlled everything, including the curtains, but the owners had kept the traditional blue-and-green tiles and ancient flagstones throughout.


Her family rented a house in Saint-Tropez every year, but this one was by far the grandest.


Livia stuck a spoon into the ice cream and clicked on the laptop poised on the kitchen counter to see if any other commenters had said anything about her latest “scandal.” Why did they even care? Her dad was the one who was famous—not her.


She browsed through her usual blog roll. They were all atwitter with the news that Devon had been spotted at Papagayo, a notorious nightclub, the minute she’d stepped into the South of France. The gossip hounds predicted that Devon would backslide faster than you could say “one-hit wonder.”


Poor D. The same people who built Devon up as the megastar of her generation had loved every minute of her self-destruction. Livia hoped her friend was getting her act together after that stint at Commitments. And not just because her father’s company was riding on Juicy being a monster hit.


Her father was a bear when his movies were in jeopardy. Livia was glad everything was back on track, especially since it meant she got to spend her summer in Saint-Tropez and in this house, high in the hills, with its view over the perfect blue gulf. On clear days, you could see all the way to North Africa. This was just a romantic fantasy of hers, of course. But romantic fantasies weren’t a bad thing, were they?




She clicked on another site, having forgotten all about the ice cream. Now someone was calling her a “rich bitch” because there was a photo of her carrying a five-thousand-dollar Hermès handbag at the greenmarket the other day. Livia was indignant. It wasn’t even her Kelly, it was her mom’s!


Just because she was rich didn’t make her a bitch, Livia wanted to tell ILoveJamieLawson101. She sighed. She just couldn’t win. One day she was a fat-girl wallflower unworthy of any attention—or the wrong kind, like, she couldn’t eat in public without people staring—and the next she was skinny but deemed no better than a Beverly Hills Chihuahua: spoiled rotten to the core.


Livia closed the laptop and left the ice cream melting on the counter without having taken a bite. She wandered over to an outdoor deck covered with pots of vibrant red geraniums and with a soaring view over the sea.


“You’re still home?” Lisette asked, squinting up from the cobbled courtyard below. “I thought you were going out with your little boyfriend.”


“He’s taking his Ferrari to the garage; that’s why he’s late.”


“Sure. That’s his story.” Lisette gave a dismissive wave. “You chase after him all the way across the Atlantic, and he’s too busy to see you most of the time. Not much of a boyfriend, if you ask me.”


Trevor was supposed to have picked her up hours ago, and so far hadn’t called or sent a text explaining his absence. But just because he could be a bit difficult to track down didn’t mean her sister had the right to say things like that.


She and Lisette had never been close, but ever since Livia lost the weight, Lisette seemed to be in a permanent state of irritation. For years Lisette had been the pretty one in the family…even though Livia looked so much like Lisette, with deep-set chestnut brown eyes, a tiny, pert nose, and full, bee-stung lips, that when they were little people thought they were twins.


Livia had heard it so much growing up that it was a refrain: “Such a pretty face.” Then the sigh and the unspoken thought: Too bad about the rest of her.


 


“Did someone say ‘boyfriend’?” The patio door banged open again and a grinning Trevor Nolan stepped outside. “Hey, babe.” He smiled, making two matching dimples appear on his chin. He was handsome to the point of being almost pretty: tousled chocolate-dark hair, eyes as blue as the sea, and washboard abs made for shirtless beach days. “Sorry I’m late. Day-tripper traffic. Ready?”


“Uh-huh.” Livia nodded, hoping Lisette had noticed how Trevor had nuzzled her neck hello. But her sister had returned to her magazine.


There were a lot of things about her new life that Livia found unbelievable. The fact that Trevor was her boyfriend was pretty much at the top of the list. Trevor was the hottest guy at Beverly Prep—student body president, captain of the soccer team—and his father was a famous actor.




Livia had been in love with him forever and had never dreamed a guy like him would ever like a girl like her. Then again, she’d never dreamed she could be capable of running the LA Marathon either.


Her sister might accuse her of “chasing” Trevor here, but it was hardly Livia’s idea to shoot a movie in Saint-Tropez. Trevor’s family had a house in the South of France too, just outside Antibes. She was looking forward to their romantic summer on the Riviera. Livia had a lot of time to make up for—all those years when she was lonely, heavy, and too depressed to leave the house.


Didn’t she deserve this after what she’d been through?


As she followed Trevor to his car, banging the French doors behind them, Livia decided she wouldn’t pay any more attention to the haters—online or in her family. She had a picture-perfect figure and a larger-than-life boyfriend. She was spending the summer in the South of France.


What more did a girl need?


Certainly not a dripping, decadent mouthful of chocolate ice cream.




 


THE HORNET, JEFFERSON HIGH, AUBURN, ALABAMA


Casey West


*Prettiest Hair *Cutest Smile


*Girl You’d Most Like to Get Stuck with on a Deserted Island (especially if she was wearing a bikini)


*Debate Team, Honors Society, Homecoming Court,


Student Council, Co-captain of the Cheer Squad


Susan Grbtch


*Most Likely to Succeed…in Telling You About Her Love Life


*Most in Need of a Vowel (special award)


*Best New Blonde


*Drama Club (inactive), Co-captain of the Cheer Squad (inactive)


Billboard Top 40 Albums for July 2


#1 Crash and Burn….….….….….….….…. Devon


#2 Forever Summer….….….….……Summer Garland


Juicy Shoot Take 2, Garland Joins Cast


Tinseltown Reporter, April 25


Cameras roll again Monday on the trouble-plagued biopic of cult rocker Juicy Joslyn, but with a new director, Bobby Taylor (or B.T., as he prefers to be known), a new location, the South of France, and a new co-star, pop artist Summer Garland.


Like the movie’s lead, controversial pop star Devon, Garland has TV experience and an album on the Billboard charts, but no movie credits.


“We believe Summer brings a fresh new energy to the film,” said Lane Phelps, senior executive VP of production at Twentieth Century Fox. “She’s a sweet girl with a lot of talent and a great fan base. Plus, she and Devon go way back.”


Phelps would not address rumors that Carson Daniels, the movie’s latest screenwriter, was on the brink of walking. He would be the fourth writer in a row to abandon the project.















EXT. Bus Terminal—Day: Casey Needs an Assistant of Her Own







“Excusez-moi, monsieur—où est l’autobus pour Saint-Tropez?” Casey West cobbled together the elementary French she’d learned junior year, but the man she’d accosted for directions jabbered away and pointed in what seemed be several different directions at once.


 


She looked around the crowded bus station, her heart sinking. She wasn’t going to be a very good personal assistant if she was too incompetent to get from the airport in Nice to the hotel in Saint-Tropez without getting lost.


Not the greatest start to her summer of glamour by any means, but she resolved to remain upbeat in the face of her growing travel nightmare. In the past twelve hours, Casey had missed her connecting flights in both Atlanta and Paris. Then, because of the delays in getting to Nice, she’d missed the limo as well as the shuttle boat. So she’d had to take the train to Saint-Raphaël, planning to connect with the bus to Saint-Tropez.


It would be a two-hour-long ride into town from the bus station, a friendly guy at the airport had told her. At least, that’s what she thought he’d said. Casey couldn’t make heads or tails of it. Half the time she wasn’t sure if people were speaking French or just heavily accented English.


Still, everyone was pretty helpful—French people weren’t rude at all, she decided, and the young guys were particularly charming. Not that she’d ever had too much of a problem attracting charming guys: With her cascading blond locks and cornflower-blue eyes, she’d been voted into the Homecoming Court three years running. Even dressed down in a cozy knit hoodie and a pair of cropped sweatpants that showed off her tanned calves—comfy garments for her transatlantic trip—she looked gorgeous, if slightly rumpled. She’d spent so much time on her feet even her New Balance sneakers were starting to hurt.


Where was that bus? There were too many signs, too many people rushing around—most of them smoking, Casey noticed, waving the fumes away from her face. She did a quick check to make sure she had all her luggage.


Of course, the bags with the fancy designer logos and TSA locks and aerodynamic wheels weren’t really hers. She’d only brought one hastily packed suitcase after finding out just the other day that she was coming to France. One, two, three, four…where was that darn fifth bag? She was positive she’d brought it off the train. It has to be here, she prayed as her mobile beeped.


Casey flipped up the phone. “Hello?”


“Hiiiii!” She heard a familiar breathy purr. “Is everything okay? I hope you haven’t had any trouble getting in?”


Casey felt her forehead begin to sweat. It was as if the girl had ESP. “No trouble at all!” she lied. “I should be there shortly.”


“Oh, good, because you have my flat iron and I need it for tonight. What time should we expect you?”


“Soon, soon!” Casey said. “I’m uh…just about to get on the, um, bus. I should, uh…go. I’ll miss it.”


“Don’t take too long, sugar. My hair’s a fright!” Only it sounded like “Mah haih’s a frahhht.”


You could take the girl out of Alabama, but you can’t take Alabama out of the girl, Casey thought fondly. “Okay, thanks Suse…”


“Summer.”


“Right.” If there was one thing Casey needed to get straight, it was Susan’s name. These days, the girl formerly known as Susan Grbtvtch was now the teen pop star Summer Garland.


Casey wasn’t surprised her friend had ditched her name. At school back in Auburn, Alabama, kids used to call her “Grab the Bitch” behind her back, or “A Dollar for a Vowel.” Of course, Susan had been calling herself Summer Garland professionally for years, but nobody in Auburn ever called her that.


She and Susan had been best friends since the first day of first grade. They always used to wear polka-dot ribbons in their ponytails: pink for Casey, whose hair was sunshine blond, and green for Susan, whose hair was brown.


But now Susan—right, Summer; she had to stop making that mistake—was blond as well, platinum blond like Christina Aguilera. And she was much more than a best friend. She was Casey’s new boss.


The people back in Auburn who’d called Susan nasty nicknames were just jealous, of course. Susan/Summer spent more time in Los Angeles than she did in Auburn. For years when they were growing up, she was one of the kids on that purple dino show. Sure, she was never a regular—not like Chloe, Hunter, Devon, and Randall—but the main thing was: She was on TV!


Casey used to love watching her on Purple Dinosaur and Pals, and later on Lola’s Life, where Summer had been a guest star for two episodes. Casey was even proud of her best friend when she started appearing in Gardasil ads on TV and in Seventeen. It had always seemed like just a matter of time before Summer would hit it big.


And this year, it finally happened. By the time Summer turned sixteen, her first album, Forever Summer, debuted at number two on the Billboard Top 40. She would have made it to the top spot, Casey was sure, but unfortunately Devon had released her new album on exactly the same day, and the edgier, more confessional Crash and Burn had soared into the number one position.


It was strange, Casey thought, relieved to find the missing piece of luggage hidden behind a pack of German tourists, that however big the world was, and however long it took to fly around it, it was hard to stop bumping into—or up against—the same old people.


Summer had never exactly been friends with Devon, but now the press were making them out to be bitter rivals. Headlines had proclaimed SUPER TUESDAY FOR POP FRENEMIES on the day their albums had been released. When the ringtone for Devon’s hit “Dying a Little Inside” outsold Summer’s “Sunshine Wanted,” Entertainment Daily announced ONE RINGTONE TO RULE THEM ALL—WHO’S “DYING” NOW?”


The rudest headline had been on one of the websites Casey couldn’t resist visiting: SUMMER DOES A NUMBER TWO. Ouch.


So how weird was it that Summer’s big film break was a supporting role in a star-making turn for Devon? Summer had flown to Saint-Tropez yesterday, just hours after her agent called with the good news. There’d been a re-write on the script of Juicy, the most talked-about Hollywood movie of the season. They needed a cute girl, a “younger, sassier” Carrie Underwood type to play the role of Juicy Joslyn’s wide-eyed best friend, French chanteuse Francoise Bazbaz.


The only problem was that Summer had to fly to the South of France right away. She’d been planning to go to Africa to do some work for an orphanage there, but that could wait. Africa’s orphans would always be there: Breakthrough movie roles were harder to find.


And that’s when Casey got her call. Summer needed an assistant, but wanted to hire someone her own age to keep her company. Was Casey tired of being stuck in small-town Alabama? Check. Would she like to spend a summer on the French Riviera? Check. Did she have it in her heart to help out her best friend? Check.


Then why not make like the guys on Entourage and live with Summer so they could have lots of fun together? Check, check, check.


Casey had never worked as a personal assistant before, but how hard could it be? All Casey had to do was make Summer’s life easier, and she could do that. It beat the plans she had lined up: bagging groceries at the local Piggly Wiggly for spending money and then wilting in the heat every weekend at the public pool.


The thought of traveling all-expenses-paid to the South of France blew her mind. Her parents were flabbergasted, then thrilled for her. All her other friends were envious. It was the opportunity, everyone said, of a lifetime.


There wasn’t much time to get ready, so she’d just thrown a jumble of clothing into the biggest suitcase she could find. It was going to be so exciting: not only flying to Europe for the first time, but flying with Summer on a private jet the studio had booked for the trip.


Except, as it turned out, there was no room for Casey on the plane. Summer had managed to fill twenty Louis Vuitton trunks with everything she might need in Saint-Tropez, so there was a “weight issue” with the luggage.


Oh, well. As Summer explained, the chartered jet was flying straight to France from Los Angeles. Since it would take ages for Casey to make her way from Alabama to California, she would just be holding everyone else up, anyway. It would be so much easier for her to fly commercial and meet up with them in Saint-Tropez.


Casey’s first task as an assistant was booking her own ticket. Coach, of course. Summer reminded Casey to file an expense report as soon as she arrived so she could get reimbursed quickly. Casey was glad her friend was so thoughtful. She’d had to charge the ticket to her dad’s credit card, and her parents were teachers; they didn’t have a lot of money.


Her next task arrived the morning of her flight, when FedEx delivered five suitcases to her doorstep. There was a note attached from Summer asking Casey to bring them along with her. “They’re mainly beauty products and extra pairs of shoes I decided to bring at the last minute,” the note read. “Guard them with your life! Thanx!!!!” There was no money enclosed to pay the excess luggage fees, but that was probably just an oversight.


Casey leaned against the nearest bus stop and closed her eyes. It had been eighteen hours since she’d set off with her parents for the regional airport closest to Auburn. No wonder she was tired.


“All right there?” asked an English-sounding voice. Casey opened her eyes to see a tall, skinny boy wearing a scruffy T-shirt and jeans, sunglasses, and a hint of five o’clock shadow on his face standing in front of her, a duffel hoisted onto one shoulder. A cute boy speaking English…Things were finally looking up.


“I’m just trying to catch a bus to Saint-Tropez,” Casey explained, smiling. She loved British accents. They reminded her of Mr. Darcy in Pride and Prejudice. She and Summer must have watched that DVD a hundred times. “I’m not even sure if this is the right stop.”


The British guy checked the sign. “No worries, you’re in the right place,” he said. “And I believe that’s your bus, right there. Do you want some help with…are these all your bags?”


“No—I mean, yes.” Casey was embarrassed. “I’m carrying stuff for a friend. She’s an actress, and these are her shoes.” As soon as she said the words, Casey couldn’t help but laugh at how ridiculous she sounded.


“Does she have an awful lot of feet?” asked the British guy, raising one dark eyebrow. “Here, I’ll help you.”


He called up in perfect French to the surly bus driver, and the cargo doors on the side of the bus popped open.


“Thanks,” wheezed Casey, lifting her own suitcase into the hold. It was feather-light in comparison to Summer’s gear. “Are you going to Saint-Tropez too?”


But when she turned around, the cute Brit had disappeared into the sea of strangers. Too bad, Casey thought with a pang. She would have liked to talk to him longer. He was adorable.


She climbed into the bus feeling lighter than before. Sure, it had taken her a long time to get where she was going, but she was finally—finally—on her way.






 


The Prince of Sundance continued from Arts & Leisure, page 1


Los Angeles Times, April 11


Mr. Taylor denies that taking the helm on the Fox Christmas tentpole Juicy, his first major studio outing, compromises his indie-film cred.


“This isn’t a change in artistic direction for me at all,” he insists, draining his third straight espresso. The way he slams the cup back into its saucer suggests that the question, often asked, is getting on his nerves. “The movie may have started life as a bloated Hollywood teen-star vehicle, but Sol has given me complete freedom to reinvent it, and that’s exactly what I intend to do.”


So what does he intend to change, exactly?


“You’ll have to wait and see. Just like everybody else.”















INT. Nice Airport—Day: The More Things Change, the More They Stay Different







Standing in an airless aircraft hanger, Devon didn’t feel as though she was in glamorous Saint-Tropez anymore. Outside the bright sun was beating down, but inside the makeshift office the light was hazy and dim.


 


The excitement she’d experienced sailing into the harbor yesterday had evaporated after a difficult night of tracking down her mother at a succession of beachfront nightclubs. Of course, the tabloids and gossip sites had reported that she, Devon, was back to partying, which couldn’t be further from the truth. She took another sip of the creamy café au lait an assistant had handed her. At least the coffee was good. It kept her focused.


Up front, B.T., the new director, stared around at the entire cast and crew, his gaze intense and cold. “Okay, everyone—here’s the deal. We only have a couple of weeks to complete principal photography. The schedule’s tight, and the budget’s tighter. And between the minors on set and the French unions—no offense to our French friends here—we have to contend with shorter working days.”


“Quel shame!” Jamie Lawson called out from the back, and everyone laughed. The dark-haired British movie star was a total cutup, and Devon gave him a friendly wave. She liked Jamie; he was a good friend, like an older brother.


B.T. chuckled. “I know we can’t interfere with your napping schedule, Jamie.” There was another round of laughter, and the tension in the room began to ease a little. Then the director coughed and resumed his stern tone. “All jokes aside, we really can’t afford any unnecessary delays. Absolutely none. If the weather doesn’t comply on an outdoor shot, I have a direct line to God himself to change it.” He smirked. “We’re going to get this movie made, and we’re going to get it made on time and under budget. Are we all clear on this?” B.T. seemed to be looking straight at her, so Devon nodded, trying to look as sincere and engaged as possible. “The studio is at zero tolerance,” he warned.


Devon saw Sol Romero bobbing his head in agreement. The big man was standing just behind B.T., scrutinizing the cast and crew as though he was about to weed out the weak and lazy. But since half of the crew had been hired locally, Devon wasn’t even sure they had understood much of B.T.’s grand speech.


“But we can have some fun as well,” the director said with a smile. “And I want to thank you all for welcoming me onto the set and…”


Blah blah blah. Devon couldn’t focus. Pep rallies weren’t really her thing. She had more serious things to obsess over, like all the research she’d been doing while she was in rehab on the real Juicy.


“…new pages will be waiting for you all back at your cribs,” B.T. was saying. Wait—new pages? The script was changing again? Devon hoped she wouldn’t have too many new lines to learn over the weekend. That was strange. Sol Romero, who’d hired her for the picture and was her biggest cheerleader, hadn’t mentioned anything about a new script. Come to think of it, no one had even told her about Summer Garland joining the cast. She’d had to read about it in the trades.


There was something fishy going on. It wasn’t that Devon had anything against Summer, who she didn’t know all that well but who seemed nice enough every time they worked together. But Devon needed some reassurance, pronto.


After the meeting was dismissed, she ran to catch up with her director before he ambled away. “Hey, B.T., you got a minute?”


“For you? Sure.” He grinned, scratching at his trucker’s cap as though it was infested with something unsavory.


Devon followed him into his office, a trailer parked just outside the hangar. It was tiny and cramped, which meant the studio really was clamping down on costs. She sat down on the small, itchy sofa while B.T. propelled himself onto a stretch of countertop, dislodging several stacks of loose paper and a stack of polystyrene cups.


“What’s on your mind?” B.T. asked, picking up a rubber stress ball from a nearby table.


She felt a little hesitant about how to approach him—the studio had hired him while she was in rehab, and before today she’d only met him once in Los Angeles over lunch with her agent. He’d seemed perfectly pleasant, if a little distracted.


“I just wanted to talk to you about the new script. And the new character…you know, that Summer’s playing.”


“Oh, that.” B.T. shrugged, swinging his feet so they banged against the cupboards in an irritating way. “New director, new stuff. You know how it is.”


“Sure!” Devon said quickly. She didn’t want him to think she was some kind of amateur. “It’s just…when did this…stuff…with Summer go down?”


B.T. scratched his head again, screwing up his face like a little boy.


“That was, like, real last-minute,” he said. “When the studio was figuring out how to take the film in a new direction—you know, because of all the problems in the first shoot…”


Devon nodded. “When was that?”


“Um…March, I think,” he said.


Her mind whirled. That didn’t sound last-minute at all. He was telling her the studio had decided to take the film in a new direction in March. Where had she been in March? Rehab.


Devon was trying to figure out what say next when the door opened, and one of B.T.’s assistants—they were all pierced, tattooed, and not much older than Devon—leaned her head through the doorway.


“You ready to go?” the assistant asked.


“Not yet,” he said, with a glance at Devon. “Unless we’re done here?”


“I just have a couple more questions,” Devon said quickly, and he waved away the assistant, who rolled her eyes and slammed the door shut. “Sorry—it’s just…has my role changed at all? With another female lead coming in?”


He shook his head, smiling indulgently at her.


“No, no, no,” he said. “Not at all. Summer’s role is minor…I mean, she is co-starring, but it’s nothing to freak out about.”


Co-starring. Wow. Her agent had told her Summer’s part was so small, she was almost a glorified extra. “So none of my scenes have been cut or anything?”


“God, no! Well, except for the overdose scene, I think.”


“Really?” Devon’s heart started thumping. The overdose scene was her big moment, one Devon had been working on with her acting coach since she first got the role.


“Yeah. It was getting kind of Lifetime movie, and that’s not the vibe I’m into. I’ve decided to just do titles at the end to tell everyone what happened next. You know, ‘Francoise Bazbaz married a British Lord and now lives on a country estate in Wales.’ ‘Harry Burnett moved to Florida and became a real-estate developer.’ Then, at the end, ‘Juicy Joslyn took an overdose in a restaurant bathroom in Aix-en-Provence and never regained consciousness. She was twenty-one years old.’ Strong stuff, eh?”


Stronger than a scene? Devon wanted to ask, but B.T. was smiling, like this was great news, and she didn’t want to act like a prima donna. Even though her big dramatic scene had been cut from the movie. Even though Juicy’s tragic fate was getting reduced to a poignant footnote.


“Any other changes?” she managed to squeak.


“Some stuff here and there. But you have new scenes as well—lots of ones with Summer!” He widened his beady eyes, as though he was offering a little girl some candy. “Well, some anyway. She has a ton to shoot. We’re all crazy about her—that kid can act. But I don’t need to tell you that.”


“You sure don’t.” It hurt Devon’s face to smile.


“So, relax.” B.T. peered out the window and waved to someone. He clearly wanted to move on to his next appointment. “Sit back, and don’t worry about a thing. Enjoy the sun. Chill out. Most of your hard work is already done.”


“What do you mean?” Devon tensed, the cheap fabric of the sofa scratching against her bare legs.


“You know. Since most of your scenes are shot already.” B.T. nodded to whoever was outside, and mouthed, I’m coming. “And you look great in them, really. The camera loves you.”


Most of her scenes were done already? The camera might love her, and B.T. might be smiling at her, but Devon felt a panicky despair descending on her. She’d only shot a few scenes before the studio had shut down production.


Devon was too dumbstruck to speak. Within minutes, B.T. was gone, and she was in the town car that had brought her onto the set that morning, driving back home.


The new script was waiting for her, he’d said, at her “crib,” and she needed to see the awful truth for herself.






 


SPOTLIGHT: JACK LUGER


TRAILER PARK: YOUR PRE-MOVIE NEWS, APRIL 15


So today we have an exclusive interview with Jack Luger, the newest writer on Fox’s Juicy. We cornered him at the Fairfax Whole Foods and waterboarded him with organic lattes until he told all.


Highlights include:


• Why he thinks this film has defeated so many of Hollywood’s bright young writers. (Hint: Like “defeat,” it starts with a d. But unlike “defeat,” it ends with an “evon.”)


• How he met supercool director B.T. when they were both out riding BMX bikes in Palm Springs.


• Why he’s stuck in LA while everyone else working on the film is living it up in the South of France.


• How he came up with the genius idea of keeping the main character off-screen as much as possible. (Hint: He was inspired by a certain A-Ha video from his sad eighties childhood….)


More after the jump!




Summer of Love?


Gosizzle, April 15


Don’t feel sorry for lil’ ol’ Summer Garland just because she got dumped by that guy from pop group Burgundy Six who dumps, like, everyone after five minutes. No, Miss Summer’s not one to sit around crying into her Dixie beer. She’s traded the Music Man for someone more age-appropriate: soap opera hottie Miles Jenkins.


But insiders tell us she’s ready to upgrade. She’s got her eye on a certain someone who may just be spending the next couple of months in the très romantique South of France, where Summer’s shooting her first movie.


You gotta hand it to her: Whether it’s business or romance, this girl knows how to upgrade! Work it, Mami!


Hot New Couple Alert: Has Jamie Caught a Summer Fever?


Celebrity Love Match, April 22


Scottish-born heartthrob Jamie Lawson (The Last Kiss, Hamish Goes to College, Tainted Love) is out stealing sunshine…with Christina Aguilera–wannabe Summer Garland. The two new stars of Fox’s revamped Juicy flick were spotted together looking more-than-friendly at the Circus A-Go-Go after-party in Vegas.




Jamie Lawson: I’m the Next Sean Connery


Daily Mirror (UK), May 2


Girl magnet Jamie Lawson (born James Lawson Smith), 19, reckons he has what it takes to be the biggest thing from north of the border since the Loch Ness Monster.


“Would I like to play James Bond one day?” he said yesterday, boarding a flight to France at Heathrow. “Sure. Who wouldn’t?”


Lothario Lawson, who’s been romantically linked to dozens of celeb beauties—including disgraced MTV Europe presenter Organza Smith, professional MILF Samantha Thompson, and not one, but three members of pop sensation Tarty Pants—is certainly indulging in some 007-like behavior…in the bedroom, at least!


Text us at SEAN-007 and tell us what you think. Does Loverboy Lawson have what it takes to play Bond? Or are naughty nights of Bond-age all he’s good for?
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