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Prologue

My older sister, Paige, has always been a fashion freak. When we were little, she actually forced me to play Barbies with her. Of course, shed get mad when Id transform my doll into Adventure Barbie. My scrappy doll with her messy hair liked to jump out of burning buildings, rescue lost dogs, and do bareback tricks on my model horse, Prancer. But like most girls, Paige only wanted to dress her flawless every-hair-in-place blonde Barbie in one outfit after the next as she played style show. I shouldve known Paige might attempt to turn her fashion fetish into a career someday, but who knew it would happen so soon? Or that she would drag me along for the ride?

It all started out innocently enough when our mom (who is also a producer for Channel Five News) invited Paige and me to do some live coverage of the reopening of Wonderland, a theme park in southern California. And since Mom has involved us in a number of these kid-oriented gigs, it didnt seem like such a big deal. Or so I thought.





Chapter 1

Here we are at wonderful Wonderland. Paige doesnt even blink as she flashes a bright smile at the camera crew before launching into a clever monologue about the local theme park and its recent improvements. Im sure Im one of the few present who knows her real opinion on this mediocre park. This is so last century, she told our mom earlier today. But now she is all sunshine as she espouses the parks many wonders.

Meanwhile, a small crowd gathers around her, looking on with interest like shes a celebrity. Theyre chatting amongst themselves and nodding toward her like theyre trying to figure out just who she is. But the problem is shes not anybody. Well, shes my sister. And, in her own eyes, shes a soon-to-be-discovered star. But then who isnt down here in La La Land, CA, where it seems half the girls I know have a bad case of celebrity-itis? They either want to be famous themselves or connected to someone who already is famous.

I would never admit this to Paige, but shes got the look of a star. Not to mention the attitude. Plus, she knows how to dress. And it doesnt hurt that shes got peaches and cream skin, straight white teeth, clear blue eyes, and nearly natural blonde hair that despite being long always looks perfect. Not unlike her old Barbie doll. Some people have compared Paiges looks to Cameron Diaz, but in all fairness, Paige might even be prettier. Not that youll hear those words coming from my mouth anytime soon. And certainly not while Paige is within hearing distance. I love my sister, but that girls head is big enough already.

Anyway, as usual, I am hiding behind my video camera, acting as if Im a member the Channel Five camera crew, although Im fully aware that this is live coverage and my shots will not be used. Still, its good practice as well as my best excuse to remain behind the scenesor in other words, in my comfort zone. Not only that, but my camera helps to cover the conspicuous pimple thats threatening to erupt on my forehead today. Okay, so I am a little self-conscious and a bit insecure when it comes to my looks. But who wouldnt be with someone like Paige for a sister?

As I zoom in on Paiges picture-perfect face, I notice that the wind has blown a silky strand of hair across her highly glossed lips, and it sticks there like a fly on flypaper. She casually peels the strand off and continues to rattle on about the parks new and improved amenities, like its no big deal.

Its the twenty-fifth anniversary here at Wonderland. She addresses the camera. And crowds have gathered here today to celebrate the reopening of the recently renovated theme park. More than two million dollars were spent bringing the park back to its former glory and, as you can see, everything looks clean and new and idyllic.

I try not to be overly wowed with my sisters natural gift for gab, but sometimes the girl totally floors me. How does she do it? Still, I never let on that Im impressed. By the same token, I never let on that Im intimidated. Not even by her looks. Its not that Im a dog. My friends all assure me that Im relatively attractive. But, hey, theyre my friends. What else are they going to say?

The cameras continue to roll and Paige rambles on, and shes starting to get this look in her eye, almost like shes become bored with her subject matter. Not that I blame her. I mean, theres only so much you can say about a second-rate theme park, no matter how much money they throw at it.

Fortunately for Paige, my mom is signaling for her to wrap it up by slashing her hand across her throat and mouthing cut. And Paige, used to this routine, makes her graceful exit. And now back to the anchor desk at Channel Five News.

That was good, Mom tells her, but her eyes are on the monitor and I can tell by her expression that shes listening to her headset, probably taking direction from someone back at the station. She nods and says, Okay. Sure, no problem, we can do that. Then she turns back to the camera crew. They want us to get a few more minutes of airtimethey decided to cut the trucker story. So well be back on in fifteen. Everybody hang tight.

What more can I say about Wonderland? Paige demands, letting out a sigh that sounds like she just ran a fiveminute mile. Sometimes my sister can be a real prima donna.

I dont know, Mom says absently. Shes still listening to her headset as if theres another big story she should be going after. Just ad lib, okay?

How about if we go shoot near the entrance, suggests Sam Holliday. Sams the head cameraman and a very nice guy, as well as the first person to let me handle a real camera.

Mom nods. Good idea. Maybe we can get some of the parks guests to say a few words and give Paige a break. Now Mom points to me. Or perhaps Erin can take a turn being on camera.

This is all it takes to make my sister stand up and take notice. And I know her well enough to see that she is not ready to share the limelight with anyoneespecially me. And this, I must admit, is a relief.

Ill interview some guests. Paige takes the second mic and we head over to the entrance area. Were barely set up when Mom gives Paige the signal to start. Then Mom heads off to use her cell phone.

Here we are again for the big reopening of Wonderland, Paige says with another brilliant smile. As you can see the people are pouring into the theme park this afternoon. An overstatement since there are about six people trickling in at the moment. And heres a fresh ideasince the Golden Globes are next month, lets pretend like this is the red carpet and we are on fashion watch.

Then with mic in hand, Paige approaches a couple of unsuspecting teenage girls. They look a bit wary as to whether they want to be on TV or not, but my sister quickly disarms them by smiling and saying, Welcome to Wonderland, girls. Is this your first time here?

One girl nods without speaking, but the other girl is a little braver. Yeah. We decided to come since it was half price today.

And did you get those Capri pants for half price as well? asks Paige. Well, I almost drop my camera, except that Im curious to record the girls reaction and I have to admit the baggy, white cropped pants were a bad choice. Not only do they make her butt look big, but theres a spill stain on one knee.

The girl looks shocked, but her friend just nudges her with an elbow, then giggles. Yeah, the friend tells Paige, she did get them on sale. Howd you know that?

Paige smiles slyly. Oh, its a gift. So how would you describe your fashion style today? she asks the half-price girl who seems to be speechless. Campy casual or theme park comfort or thrift shop chic?

Uh, I guess its theme park comfort, the girl mutters.

Well, comfort is important, says Paige, turning to the other girl. And how about you? she asks. The girl frowns down at her black T-shirt. Its well worn with a faded white skull on the front. Sort of revisited Goth perhaps?

I wince inwardly but keep my camera focused and running. In a twisted way this is actually kind of good.

The girl shrugs. Yeahits an old shirt.

And its just adorable on you, says Paige, and it reminds me of the good old days. Shes smiling back at the camera now and totally ignoring our mom, who is off the phone now, but freaking out as she sends all kinds of throat slashing cut-cut-cut signals Paiges direction, although no one is paying attention. I actually think the camera crew is enjoying Paiges little spectacleor else theyre too shocked to shut it down.

And Ill be the first one to admit that fashion is subjective, Paige continues. After all, this is only a theme park. But on the other hand, you just never know who you might bump into. She laughs then turns back to the camera. As you can all see everyone is having a fabulous time at Wonderland today. Theyve put on their very best togs and are parading about for the world to enjoy.

Then Paige continues to describe outfits, turning what was supposed to be theme park coverage into a great big What Not to Wear spot. And by the time the camera crew finally does shut down after five long minutes of Paiges merciless attacks, Moms face is getting those weird red blotchesnot a good sign.

Paige Forrester! Mom seethes. What on earth do you think you were doing?

Ad libbing, Paige says lightly.

Sam chuckles as he pats Mom on the back. Dont worry, Brynn, he tells her, who really watches the five oclock news anyway?

Mom turns and actually glares at him now. Well, have no doubts that this piece will be cut out of the six o But she cuts herself off to listen to her headset again. Now shes grimacing as if someone back at the station is speaking way too loudly. Make that yelling, because I can hear him fairly well and it sounds a lot like her boss, Max. And the words hes using would not be acceptable on the air.

You probably got Mom fired, I whisper to Paige.

Her brows crease slightly. No, you dont really think

I didnt put her up to anything, Mom says loudly. Listen, Max, I But shes interrupted again and we can all hear him shouting.

I fold my camera closed and shake my head at Paige. See what you did?

Paige nods without speaking and her eyes look worried. For some reason this makes me feel a tiny bit better about my sisters sensibility, or rather lack of it. Still, Im wondering what we would really do if Mom lost her job. Its only been three years since Dad died and our world was turned upside down. Since that time, Mom has worked long and hard to gain respect at the stationenough respect to land her this producing job about six months ago. And despite her hard work, there are still some Channel Five employees who think she got her promotion out of pitysimply because her husband (our dad), Dan Forrester, the beloved anchor on the Channel Five news for more than a decade, had been tragically killed in a plane wreck. To think that Paige couldve messed this all up in just a few minutes is seriously disturbing.







Chapter 2

Do you have any idea what kind of a position youve placed me in? Mom asks Paige as were leaving the theme park.

I was just joking around, Mom. Paige is using her little girl voice nowit used to work on our dad, but Moms a lot savvier.

You do not joke around with the news.

But I remember Dad used to joke

Your father earned the right to make a few well-timed and lighthearted comments. Moms voice is growing sharper. Not that he would have abused that right by treating people the way you did just now, Paige Marie.

Weve reached our vehicles and the guys are quietly loading their equipment into the news van, probably trying to lay low as Mom and Paige continue their public family squabble. Good thing the cameras arent rolling now.

I trusted you to act professionally, Paige. Moms voice remains angry. And you let me down. You have actually placed my job in jeopardy. Do you understand that?

Im sorry. Paige actually looks like shes on the verge of real tears now. Suddenly I wish there was something I could say to smooth this thing overfor everyone.

Im glad youre sorry, Mom continues. But that doesnt change a thing. Im on my way to talk to Max now. I can only imagine the calls he must be getting. He even said that some of your fashion victims might try to sue the station. Did you ever consider that?

Paige is crying now. Im sorry, Mom, she chokes out. Im really, really sorry.

Maybe it wont be such a big deal, I say cautiously to Mom. I mean, Ive heard that bad publicity is better than no publicity.

Mom looks at me like I have rocks in my head, but after a moment, she reluctantly smiles. You could be right, Erin. At least the viewers will have something to talk about.

I dont ever want to be in front of a camera again, Paige declares.

Oh, dont be so melodramatic. Mom reaches over and hugs Paige. Hopefully this will all blow over by tomorrow.

Im sorry, Mom. Paige sniffs, wiping her damp cheeks with her hands.

Mom pulls out a tissue and gives it to her. And Im sorry I made you cry.

And Im going to pray that something good comes out of this, I say quietly. Being the only believer in the family, its awkward talking about my faith, but I want to keep trying. As usual, Mom and Paige give me a tolerant but slightly skeptical looklike they wonder what planet I just arrived from.

As we say good-bye to Mom, wishing her luck at the mad Max meeting, and begin to head home, I do pray. Silently. Driving north on the freeway, I pray that God will make something good come out of Paiges fiasco. I know that her debacle might be considered small stuff, but I think God cares. And I dont want Mom to lose her job.

Other than a few sniffs, Paige is silent too. It isnt until I exit into Pasadena that she finally speaks.

Do you really think Mom could get fired over this?

I dont know

Wed probably have to quit school and get jobs.

Like quitting school would be a sacrifice for Paige. Shes supposedly a sophomore at PCC (Pasadena City College), but as usual, she doesnt take her education too seriously. And although Im only a freshman at UCLAs School of Theater, Film, and Television, Ill bet that I can catch up with her as far as credits go by the end of the year. Of course, competitiveness is just one of the hazards of being Irish twins. Not that were really Irish or twins. But thats what they call siblings who are born within a year of each otherand Paige is only eleven months older than me. So yeahwere competitive.

But where Paige intimidates me in the beauty department, I overshadow her in the brains department. Most of the timenot alwaysit seems a fair trade. And this is one of those times when I could use my wit to knock her down a peg or two. But I guess shes suffered enough for the day. Besides, I remind myself, thats not how Jesus would treat her. Im just trying to think of something comforting to tell her when the next thing I know shes on her phone. And it figures; shes called Addison Leibermanthe guy who plays Clinton to her Stacy.

Its not that I dont like Addison (although Im not terribly fond of him) but its so predictable that Paige would call him in her hour of need. Usually, despite the fact that he and she are fashion freaks and he worships her, shes too busy to give him the time of day. Until she needs something. And right now its consolation shes seeking as she pours out her poor me story.

I was just trying to spice things up, she says finally. I dont see why it turned into such a big deal. Seriously, some people get paid to do what I did. What about Stacy London and Clinton Kelly? No one ever picks on them. And Joan Rivers and Melissa? she pauses to listen. I know! she declares triumphantly. And Steven Cojocaru has been known to tear people to shreds. Well, no, Mr. Blackwell died a few years ago. And on and on she blathers about fashion and critics and how people shouldnt be so sensitive, until Im forced to tune her out.

By the time we get home, Paiges courage has been fully restored and shes even agreeing to go out with Addison, which is something shed sworn off a few weeks ago. And it actually sounds as if the two of them are making a plan tobig surprise herecritique other peoples fashion sense! I would attempt to dissuade my shallow sister but I have a feeling it would be futile.

Addison is going to call in to the station, Paige tells me as we walk toward our condo. We used to have a real houseback before Dad died and the economy went south. But the condos okay. It has a good pool and maintenance people to do the yard work. Hes going to pretend hes a viewer. She giggles as she unlocks the front door of our two-story unit. And he promised to go on and on about how brilliant that segment was and how great I did and how he wishes theyd do something like that on regular basis.

Youre kidding? I frown as I retrieve my camera, then toss my backpack onto the bench in the foyer. Did he even see it?

Of course not. Why would he?

So hes lying.

I just told him all about it, Erin. You heard me.

Yeah, but you told him your version. What about the people you trashed on live TV? Do you wonder how they felt?

They should thank me for my honest expertise. She opens her phone again, setting her pale pink Kate Spade bag on the breakfast bar. She recently picked the purse up on eBay for next to nothing, or so she says. I was simply doing a fashion intervention. Who knows how this might help them in the future?

As she checks her phone for messages, I retreat to my room. And Im asking myself how its possible that some people can be so dense sometimesnot to mention flaky. I mean, one moment shes tearing them to shreds and the next moment shes helping them. And one minute she feels remorse for her unscripted diversion and the next she thinks it was perfectly warranted. I just dont get it.

As I turn on my computer, Paige bursts in.

I cant believe it! she shrieks.

What? My hearts racing and suddenly Im afraid something has happened to Mom. My greatest fear since losing Dad is that well lose Mom too. Then it will be just Paige and me. And that is very, very scary.

I have a bunch of texts and voicemail messages.

Huh?

Friends who are telling me that I was great on the news.

Oh I feel a weird mixture of relief and dismay.

Isnt that nice? She smiles brightly.

Yeah, sure. I turn away from her and restrain myself from growling.

She giggles as she exits. Hey, this last one is from Mollie Tyson and shes saying that I rock!

Now this makes me mad, but Im determined not to show it. Mollie is my best friend and has been since seventh grade. I dont get why shes suddenly encouraging Paige like this. Well, except for the fact that Mollie thinks Paige is the coolest thing since iced mocha. And while I can forgive Mollie for being starstruck and a little superficial, since shes always been a little like that, its hard to believe shed condone what Paige just did. After all, Mollie is a Christian and she knows were supposed to love our neighbors and be kind to each other. But I try not to think about this as I start to download some recent photos into my computer. I mean, really, I shouldnt judge Mollie. Maybe shes just trying to be nice to Paige. And yetit just doesnt seem right. Since Mollie is my friend, I decide its okay for me to give her a piece of my mind. She has to forgive me if I step on her toes, right?

Feeling more than a little irked, I hit my speed dial and suddenly shes on the other end. Mollie! I jump right in. Why on earth are you texting Paige that she rocks? Didnt you see those poor girls she embarrassed at Wonderland?

I thought it was funny.

But they were publicly humiliated. How would you like to be in their shoes?

But what Paige said was true. They did need some fashion help.

But it seemed so mean spirited.

Theres a quiet lull and I almost think she hung up on me. Maybe I came on a little strong.

Yeah she mutters quietly. I guess it was a little mean.

I feel a bit relieved. And the worst part is that my moms in trouble now.

Seriously?

Her boss was furious. She could lose her job.

OhIm sorry. I didnt even think about that.

And Paige is acting like its no big deal. Like she thinks shes Mother Teresa to the fashion-impoverished population of the planet.

Mollie laughs.

I wasnt really trying to be funny. I let out a loud sigh of frustration.

Sometimes you just cant help yourself, Erin. And, really, you shouldnt take it too seriously.

And if my mom loses her job and I have to quit school and go to work just to help pay the bills?

Ohwellthat probably wont happen. Besides, remember what Jesus said.

Huh?

Dont worry about tomorrowitll take care of itself.

Now I do feel a little silly because I really want to live my life like I believe this, but sometimes its so hard. YeahI suppose youre right.

Sospeaking of not worrying, she continues, how did you do on your finals this week?

I flop down onto my bed and close my eyes. Okay, I guess.

Man, I wish I could say the same.

Im sure you did fine.

Hey, I almost forgot to tell you. I got a callback on the commercial jobthe one for that new protein bar.

Thats great. Way to go!

Yeah, my next audition is on Monday. I wonder if they want me to look fat or thin. I mean, I can do both. She giggles. Mollie is kind of short and curvy and her dream is to have a successful acting career, and so far she seems to be off to a fairly good start. She had the lead in most of our high school plays, shes had some bit parts and commercials, and her portfolio is slowly growing. She says its an uphill battle when you dont look like Julia Roberts. But I think her wavy red hair and sea green eyes give her a unique look. Plus her voice has this really interesting throaty quality that seems to get peoples attention. Ive encouraged her to go for it because I tend to think God wants us to follow our dreams.

Im sure youll be great whichever way they go.

I know, but I just hope Im not playing the fat girl.

Maybe youll do both. The before and after girl. You know they do digital adjustments. I sit up in bed, looking at my slightly bedraggled reflection in the dresser mirror. Sometimes I think I could use some digital adjusting too.

I knowbut it kind of feels like cheating.

Well, in the old days they said the camera never lied. Nowadays you never know what kind of enhanced images youre looking at. I stand in front of my mirror now, taking a good hard look at myself. Straggly dark brown hair, green eyes, straight nose, small mouthI wonder what Id do to enhance this. For sure Id erase that zit starting to show on my forehead. And that is exactly why some girlslike mehave selfimage problems, Erin.

Hey, youre not the only one. I simply figure that by now every girl has to know that when shes looking at any media image, its probably an illusion.

But sometimes I wish it could all go back to reality.

Yeah. I know what you mean. But I have to admit that I dont mind tweaking on my own nature photos a little. Not to make the birds prettier or the whales skinnierjust to make the general photo more appealing with light and hue and clarity. I turn sideways now, checking out my figure, which is okay in a short, compact way, but nothing like Paiges long waist and perfect curves. And suddenly I feel silly for being so self-absorbed. Im glad Mollie cant see me.

I cant believe we have three blessed weeks off from school, she says. Im so in need of some sleep. So what are your plans for winter break?

First of all to chill a little. Ive had a pretty heavy class load too. But I also want to get out to the desert.

The desert? Mollie sounds appalled. What for?

Photos. I want to do the Mojave and maybe even down to Baja if the weather cooperates.

What can you shoot down there? I mean, besides cactuses or cacti or whatever they call them.

There are some amazing birds and plants, and even the gray whales. I consider asking her to join me, but I can already guess her response. Mollie isnt exactly a nature girl. Her idea of the great outdoors is more like a beach, preferably one in Balboa or Laguna. Throw in a cabana and a fruity drink with an umbrella and shes in heaven. For more serious adventurous treks I usually rely on my buddy and fellow camera buff, Lionel Stevens. But I know hes joining his family in Tahoe during winter break so I might be on my own. Although I wonder whether Mom will approve of me heading south of the border all by myself in my good old Jeep Wrangler.

Hey, I tell Mollie as I hear a beep, I have another call coming in and I wonder if its Mom. I better go.

Later.

It turns out to be Mom and thankfully she sounds a little less stressed than earlier. Is Paige home? she asks me. Ive tried to call her, but I go straight to voicemail.

Shes gabbing with her fans. I say, perhaps a bit too sarcastically.

Fans?

Yeah. Apparently all her friends think shes a star and that she was great on the news tonight. And that should make you feel a little better.

Thats actually why Im calling, Erin. Could you go get her and put her on, please?

Sure. I go back out into the great room where Paige is still on her phone, but now she has the TV turned on as well, although its muted. But shes watching her favorite reality channel and what appears to be a rerun of The OC. Mom wants to talk to you, I tell her with a warning look.

Oh? She frowns. Sorry, Kelsey, I have to go. Yeah, thanks! She closes her phone and peers at me. Is she still mad?

I act dumb and just hand her my phone.

Hi, Mom, she says cautiously. Then she just listensand listensand finally her face begins to brighten. Really?

Okay, now Im curious. Whats going on and why cant I hear? After all, its my phone. I lean my head closer to Paige and try to eavesdrop, barely hearing my moms voice as she says, Its all pretty speculative. But the plan is that tomorrow well meet with Helen and, well, well just see what happens.

Helen Hudson? Paiges voice is high pitched. Im really going to

Dont get your hopes up, Mom warns. Like I said, its very speculative. Chances are it will go nowhere. But at least its smoothed over Maxs ruffled feathers.

This is so exciting!

And tell Erin I want her to come too.

What for? Paige gives me a curious look then pushes me away so I cant hear the rest of the conversation.

Bye, Mom! Paige says happily after another minute. She hands me back the phone. Did you hear that? Her eyes are bright with excitement.

Part of it. Who is Helen Hudson?

Just one of the best producers of reality TV.

Oh?

And she wants to meet me!

So I heard.

Do you know how exciting this is?

I shrug.

This could be my big break, Erin. If Helen really likes me, she might want to do some kind of show.

What kind of show?

I dont know. Maybe like What Not to Wear.

But youre just a kid.

She stands straighter, giving me an indignant look. FYI. Im nearly twenty. And lots of people younger than me have made it. Ever hear of Lindsay Lohan or the Olsen Twins?

I roll my eyes.

Jessica Alba? Amanda Bynes?

I hold up my hands. Yes, of course. Stop with the list.

So why not just be happy for me? Maybe this is my big chance.

Well, Im just relieved that Moms not in trouble.

Paige sighed. Yeah, me too.

And, yeah, I think its cool for you, Paige.

Maybe for you too?

Why?

Apparently Sam caught you filming me and it showed up in the segment. Mom said that Helen asked who the other girl was, and when she told her it was you, Helen asked to see both of the Forrester sisters. The appointments at one tomorrow. Now Paige is dancing around the great room like a maniac. This is so great! So great!

But Im not convinced. I have no idea why I need to be included in this speculative meeting. And Im not sure that I even want to go. However, it doesnt seem like I have a choice. Most of all Im relieved that Mom is off the hookor so it seems. For her sake, Ill be cooperative tomorrow. Whatever this is, Im guessing itll all blow over anyway. At least in regard to me. Maybe Paige is right; maybe this will be her big break. For her sake, I hope thats how it goes down. I just dont see any good reason for me to be involved.







Chapter 3

Paige has literally changed her outfit about seventeen times today. Her room looks like a garage sale and we need to head out of here in about ten minutes.

Be honest, she tells me. When am I not? Does this look good? She does a 360 without even tripping over the shoes and bags and clothes and things that are strewn across her floor.

I pretend to scrutinize her outfitwhich honestly doesnt seem much different than the last oneafter she decided to go more classic and timeless in lieu of trendy and faddish. She has on a neat gray skirt topped with a fitted pale pink jacket. Its BCBG, she tells me like I get it.

It looks fine. I simply nod then glance at my watch as in hint-hint. And the other sixteen outfits looked good too.

But is it have-your-own-TV-show good?

Who says youre going to have your own show?

She gives me her duh look. Thats why Helen Hudson wants to see me, Erin.

You dont know that for sure.

I already told you. Helen Hudson produces reality shows. Shes big. Shes hot. And she wouldnt waste her time meeting with me if she didnt have a serious idea for a new showUnless she wants to cast me into one of her other reality shows? Paige has a dreamy look now.

Or maybe she wants to cast you as a script girl, I suggest.

Paiges brow creases. Wellthen I would consider it. And then I would work my way up.

Why dont you work your way out of your room and into my car, Mom calls at Paige from the front door. Come on, we need to go.

Paige shoves her feet into her favorite black pumps, which have the same BCBG initials as her jacket. Then she hurries to grab up a selection of accessories, including belts, jewelry, and scarves, which she stuffs into an oversized bag. Then she gets her pale pink purse and were on our way.

As usual, I feel a little dowdy next to my stylish sister. And thats after she forced me to clean up my act and dress decently. Even so, the only designer Im wearing is from TargetIsaac something-or-other. Thats how much Im into haute fashion. And the main reasons I bought this simple chocolate-brown jacket are that 1) it fit me pretty well, 2) I liked it, and 3) it was on sale. As for my A-line print skirt, which I used to like when I occasionally wore skirts, its simply a piece I picked up at my favorite retro store last year. And my tan suede boots? Well, Ive had them for several years and although theyre a little worn, theyre also very comfortable. Paige had been unimpressed with my improvements but was so focused on her own appearance that she let it go.

But by the time were walking into the sleek-looking studio officesall glass, dark wood, and stainless steelI feel like a little brown mouse next to Paige. And have I mentioned that she doesnt really walk? No, Paige kind of struts like she thinks shes on a Parisian runway, and yet she makes it look almost natural, which I find extremely aggravating. If I attempted to walk like that I would either look like an idiot or fall flat on my face. So I dont.

But I feel even more out of place when we stand in front of the girl at the desk. Or maybe weve just arrived on a different planet because she looks a little strange. Shes in black from head to toe, but its her hair and makeup that capture my attention. Her glossy, straight black hair is cut in a sharp triangular shape. Her face is so white shes slightly vampirelike. Although her eyes are dramatically outlined in black, her lips are so pale that they almost dont seem to be there at all. I wonder if shes got her own aspirations for a TV show too. Horror perhaps? Or maybe sci-fi. Yes, I can definitely see her as an alien.

Were here to see Ms. Hudson, my mom tells her.

Your name, please?

Im Paige Forrester, Paige answers coolly, as if her name might be recognizable.

And Im Brynn Forrester, my mom offers. From Channel Five News.

I dont bother to introduce myself. Im pretty sure Sci-fi Girl doesnt care. She just nods in a bored way. Go ahead and sit down. Ill let her know youre here. But then she returns to her computer screen and I can tell by her expression shes much more interested in that than she is in us. Maybe the mother ship is calling. So we sit and wait. And we wait and wait. And finally a whole hour has passed and Im ready to make a run for it.

Helen Hudson doesnt seem all that interested in seeing us, I point out as I check my watch again. Do you guys mind if I take off?

Shes probably tied up with something. Moms voice sounds patient, but I can tell shes getting irritated too. Lets give her a little more time.

I try not to groan as I lean back into the hard and sticky vinyl chair. Its a weird shape that sort of goes with Sci-fi Girls hair. Youd think theyd offer more comfortable furniture if they make people wait this long.

I could probably take this appointment by myself, Paige says, if you two get tired of waiting.

Mom clears her throat. NoI think Id rather stick around.

Just then a tall woman with extremely short white hair emerges from behind the closed door. Shes wearing a brightcolored scarf that seems to be tangled in the armload of papers she carrying. Here, Sabrina. She dumps the mess onto Sci-fi Girls desk. Make three sets of copies. File one. FedEx the others. Then the woman straightens out her scarf and turns to us. You must be the Forresters. Please forgive me for keeping you waiting. Im sure you understand how little crises can derail a schedule.

Mom stands and smiles, quickly introducing each of us, but it seems that Helen Hudson is fully aware of our identity as she ushers us into her office, which thankfully has morecomfortable furniture to sit in.

Tell me about yourself. She directs this to Paige while leaning back in her chair with her hands folded in front of her. She studies my sister, like a lion might watch its prey before pouncing. Paige seems oblivious as she begins to chatter away. And I suppress the urge to yawn since this kind of monologue is way too familiar to me. Paige goes into great detail about her interest in fashion and popular culture and film and television and yada-yada-blah-blah-blah.

But what holds my attention is how intently Helen Hudson seems to be listeningand yet its as if shes somewhere else too. Her brow creases and I feel as if I can see the wheel mechanisms turning around in her head. Although I have no idea about what shes thinking.

Yes, yes, she says quickly, actually cutting my sister off in mid-sentence. Now answer a few questions for me, Paige Forrester.

Sure. Paige recrosses her long, slender legs, sits up a bit straighter, flashes another bright smile, and waits.

Helen smiles back, almost in a catty way. So tell me, Paige, are you much into partying? Her brows arch in a knowing way.

Paige looks slightly stumped as she shrugs, glancing at Mom and me as if we can help. How do you mean exactly?

The room is quiet now and Im having flashbacks to a couple of years ago when Paige and her friends were running wild, drinking and staying out late even on school nights. Then Paiges grades dropped, and my mom put her foot down and grounded Paige until she graduated. It wasnt exactly a happy era in our house, but I was relieved to see Mom acting like a parent.

Oh, Im sure you know what Im talking about. Helen leans forward, studying Paige as if shes peering through a microscope. Are you involved with a party crowd at all? Do you go clubbing? Social drinking? You know the sort of thing I mean. Friends, late nights, let the good times roll.

Well, yes, I know what you mean. But, noIm not really like that. Ill admit I went through a little bit of a wild spell during my senior year in high schoolafter Dad died. She looks at Mom with uncertainty. But Im not so much into that now. Its not like Im a hermit or a wet blanket or anything. And I do have friends who still like to party and sometimes I hang out with them, but She frowns with uncertainty. Does that mean youre not interested? I meanwas this going to be some kind of Laguna Beach or The Hills or that new show, Malibu Beach? Because I can act like Im a partier if

Helen Hudson laughs. No, no, thats not what Im going for. Not at all. You see, this is a show I began to put together last summer. And I had a popular celebrity lined upI wont mention her namebut she got arrested for driving under the influence and shes only seventeen. It pretty much put the brakes on the project. By the way, how old are you?

Nineteen. Nineteen and a half.

So youre still a teen, and Im sure teen girls would relate to you.

Oh, yeah, Paige says with confidence, Im sure they would.

So I can see this is worth a shot.

Paige is beaming. A shot?

Yes. Id like to do a screen test with you first. Then well revise the package and do another pitch and She waves her hands as she interrupts herself. Never mind about that now. She puts on a pair of purple-rimmed glasses and begins writing something down on paper.

Paige elbows me and I can tell by her expression shes just bursting to talk, but shes exercising self-control.

What sort of show are you planning? our mom ventures.

Helen looks up blankly. Oh, I thought I told you.

No, not really.

Oh, well, if the screen test delivers and if we come to an agreement, and if the revised pitch is received how I expect it will bebecause weve already got sponsors lined up and the network was onboardAnyway, if all goes well, Paige will be hosting a reality show thats targeted at a teen audience. The focus will be fashion, of course, and it will all be shot on locationso some travel will be involved. I thought the concept might need a big name to launch it, but more recently I decided that if I could find just the right girl, and if I knew that she was stable and mature and with no juvenile record, we could move forward. She glances at Mom. Trust me, I already checked on this or I wouldnt be wasting my time now. Youd be surprised how many young people already have police records.

Paige laughs nervously.

My hope was that we could launch the girl right along with the show. Its not that hard reallynot if the ingredients are right. And when I saw Paige on the news last night, I thought, Theres my girl. She studies Paige again. Im feeling very hopeful.

Okay, Im sitting here feeling practically invisible, not to mention totally unnecessary. Like, what a waste of my time. Why did I have to get dragged in here for this? Sure, my sister is pretty and talented and all that stuff, but why torture me like this? Then, as if reading my thoughts, Helen turns to me. And you probably wonder why youre hereErin, is it?

Yeah. I force a wimpy smile.

Well, I saw you in the background with your camera and I thought how natural you two girls looked together. And when I heard you were sisters, I thought, Ah-hahthat might just work.

Work? I give her an uncertain look.

Yes, I think Paige could use a sidekick.

Well, shes gotten a few kicks in, I confess.

Helen laughs. But you two do get along, dont you? Your mother said you did.

Of course, Paige assures her. Were actually pretty good friends.

Well, most of the time, I admit. But when were not, you dont want to be around to hear it.

Helen winks at me. I like your honesty, Erin.

To be totally honest, I continue, Im not that comfortable in front of the camera. I mean, Im flattered youd consider me. But Im really more of a behind-the-scenes girl.

Helen frowns. Seriously? Are you saying you wouldnt want to be a star, Erin?

I shrug. Not really.

I find that hard to believe.

Well, how about you? I challenge her. Do you like being in the limelight with a camera pointing at you?

Helen smiles, then nods in an understanding way. I see your point.

I relax a little.

You mentioned travel would be involved, Mom says now.

Yes. Im thinking of the fashion world at large. New York, Milan, Tokyo, London, Paris Helen waves her hands. I see this show as being a form of enrichment. Because I, for one, am getting a bit weary of some of the senseless shows that teens are tuning into. Im hoping that teen sleaze has seen its day. I want this to be a show that teaches as much as it entertains. I know that teens are interested in fashion and Im hoping this show will expose them to something beyond some of the common trash theyre watching on MTV. She makes a dramatic pause, looking directly at my sister. Paige will cover fashion events wherever theyre occurring. Shell offer her opinions as well as advice and tips about style, and shell do interviews with models, designers, and anyone linked with the fashion world. Shell basically generate enthusiasm toward style and fashion. The show will be called On the Runway. Perhaps it will be On the Runway with Paige Forrester. Something to that effect.

That all sounds goodin theory. Moms voice has that edge of hesitation in it. But Im a little concerned about that kind of travel. Paige is only nineteen and

Nineteen and a half, Paige reminds her. And I think the travel sounds delicious. I think the whole concept is absolutely brilliant. Paiges blue eyes, normally bright, now glitter with excitement and her smile is so wide I think her cheeks must be aching. But she sits perfectly, legs neatly crossed, hands folded in her lap; the quintessential lady.

Thank you. Helen turns her attention back to Mom. The show will need a producer, she tells her. Perhaps youd be interested. That way you could keep an eye on her.

I can feel Paige slumping ever so slightly, not that anyone would notice, but I can tell some of the wind just got sucked out of her sails. She is not into having Mom along as her chaperone. I actually think its pretty funny.

I appreciate the thought, Mom says quickly. But Im sure you cant guarantee how long a show like this will runif it makes it at all. And because Im the sole supporter of our household, I feel I need to stick with Channel Five.

I totally understand.

Mom glances at me. But I do like your idea of including Erin in

Mom! I give her a warning look.

Im sorry, Erin, but I think you and your sister would be a good team.

But I

And I have an idea, Mom continues as if Im not even in the room. Erin is actually quite good with the camera. And I understand her desire to stay on the sidelinesshe probably gets that kind of shyness from me. But how about including her in the show as part of the camera crew.

Helen slowly nods. You know, thats not a bad idea. One sister in front of the camera, one sister behind it. She peers at me again. But how would you feel about being filmed while you are filming? Not all the time, of course, but occasionally.

I dont even know what to say. Mostly Id like to make a fast break for the door.

Well, we dont have to resolve everything today, Helen says. Here. She gives Paige a small card. You give these guys a call and theyll set up your screen test. And Ill be in touch with you next week. She stands now, as if cueing us that this interview is over.

Paige smiles so big that I wonder if her cheeks ever get tired. Then she reaches out and shakes Helens hand, warmly thanking her, and then Helen ushers us out and tells us to have a good weekend and that shell be in touch. Were barely outside of the building when Paige lets out a loud whoop. I cant believe it! she squeals, I cannot believe it!

Dont start celebrating just yet, Mom warns her. There are still some bridges to cross first.

But Paige looks like shes walkingmake that struttingon air as we head for the car. On the other hand, my feet feel like lead weights as I try to figure a graceful exit out of whats sure to turn into a catastrophe, for me anyway. Because, for the life of me, I cant see how I would possibly enjoy being involved in a show like this. Its like being forced to play Barbies again. And wouldnt this mean Id have to give up film school? As much as Id hate to play the spoiler, I cant agree to something like this. Hopefully the whole thing will blow over, and although Ill act as if Im sad for Paiges sake, Ill be extremely thankful for my own.
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