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Disclaimer: Hey, guess what… I don’t own Digimon (darn it)

Chapter 1- No Way!
Dear Nicky,
Odaiba High School is such a bore! I mean—I’m one of the most popular people in the school, and I don’t even have anything to do in the weekend. Any advice for fun?
-Desperate For Fun
Dear Desperate,
You could do something that you like, and probably join a club. Hey, I heard that there’s going to be a party at Taichi Kamiya’s house this weekend… sounds like fun.
-Ask Nicky


You know what’s weird—the fact that everyone knows my name even though I’m not the most popular girl and I haven’t even done anything for people to know me like they’re my friends or something. I just started to think about this when I bumped into some freshman in the hallways and all of his stuff fell on the floor. I helped him pick them up, and before he left he said, “Thanks for the help. See you around, Sora,” and waved goodbye.

I told this to my best friend, Mimi, who is probably is the most popular girl in our school and is known for her pink hair and totally girly attitude. Which is the completely total opposite from me cause I am a tomboy who loves to play soccer and tennis, but I can be a girl at times if you think I can be only a total guy. “Cause you’re popular like that. You know, you’re popular cause you’re nice to everyone and that everyone loves you,” she said, popping a bubble in her mouth.

“What do you mean by that?” I asked, kind of scared to find out the answer.

“Oh please, you know that you’re nice to EVERYONE! Like when’s the last time you had a fight with anybody?” she asked, raising a perfectly shaped eyebrow.

“Never,” I whispered.

“See, nice to everyone. And this is why you don’t have—that’s when I kind of started to zone her out because every conversation we have just seem to end up like this. You know, the whole “you need to start dating” speech—and the fact that you’re nice to every guy makes them kind of hesitant.”

“Hesitant? Yeah, cause guys like the whole angry kind of girlfriend, right?”

“Ugh, Sora…” she moaned, “The fact that you treat every guy the same, they don’t know if you like them or something. I’m going to find you a date, just in time for that Winter Wonderland dance we’re having.” And before I could protest, she picked up her stuff and left to her next period. “Damn!” I groaned and walked out to go to her next period. “Boring day… here I come!” I thought as I dragged myself inside Calc Class.



Tai called me into his office of the Odaiba High School newspaper room, “Soraaaaa!” his deep voice roared, getting the attention of everyone in the room.

I entered the room with two sheets of paper in my hands and a pair of scissors, “What Tai?” I sighed.

“Did you finish the assignment that you had to do? I need it by this afternoon—Assignment. I know exactly what he was talking about. It was an article that I did it in every newspaper we make. Something that no one else knew about, but Miss Talon, the guidance counselor, and Tai, my best guy friend since we were babies and now the head editor of the newspaper—“Umm, yeah. I just finished it. I’ll give it to you after I put everything that’s going on the same page. You know, just to save time for you.” I explained.

“Thanks, Sor, you’re the best,” he thanked me and went back to what he was doing before he called me.

I’ve been doing the newspaper since freshman year. I like to go here just to escape from high school drama. Talking about drama, here comes Mimi strutting her stuff catching the eyes of all the guys in the busy room. “Sora, there you are! Ok, in seventh period I asked Paul Landon, you know the cutie from the football team, if he’s interested of bringing you to the dance. And he said yes!” she squealed of excitement.

“Thanks, Mimi,” I sighed, “But I’m not going with him.”

Her smile faded, “Why not?”

“I don’t know the guy, and I’m probably not even going to the dance. I was thinking of going to Paul’s party instead.” I told her.

“But that party is for losers. Anyone that’s anyone is going to the dance,” she looked at the guy behind me, “No offense,”

“It’s okay,” Paul said and went back to typing his article.

“Come on, Sora, please?” she begged, and before I could say no, she gave me her puppy eyes that you just can’t say no to.

“Fine,” I sighed.

“Yay!” she clapped.

“But on one condition,” I held a finger up, “I get to pick my on date, and if I can’t find one you get to pick him for me.”

“That’s okay.” Mimi said, “So you coming with me to the mall to pick out an outfit for the concert—Mimi was so excited for the Teenage Wolves that she pleaded, begged, cried for two front row tickets and backstage passes to their upcoming concert in Kyoto. And being the daddy’s girl she is, she got the tickets easily. Of course, she had to invite me with her and I agreed. There’s no way I’m missing a Teenage Wolves concert even though I’m not obsessed with them as Mimi is. I mean, she knows everything you could know about the band especially their lead singer, Yamato Ishida, the complete utterly hottie that just fell from the sky and is a gift from God to all women. Not my words, but Mimi’s. I still agree with her about him that he’s completely cute and I have two large posters of the band on my bedroom walls. One of them is the whole band and one of him shirtless courtesy of Mimi when she got it for me on my birthday when she found out that I didn’t have any thing that had to do with the Teenage Wolves. And I bought the other one a month later since I thought my room was a little bit plain. And now we’re going to the concert on Saturday this weekend—cause I have nothing to wear to it. And I want Matt to notice me when I’m standing there looking hot, but I can’t do that without an outfit that makes him stop and look at me.”

I rolled my eyes, “Sorry, Meems, I would love to and all, but I have work right after school.”

“After work?”

“I get out at seven and then I have homework that’ll take me three hours to do. Which means, I’m busy the whole day. Why don’t I go with you tomorrow? Before Tai’s party, we can go.”

“Yay!” her eyes beamed with excitement—anything that had to do with shopping makes Mimi happy—“Well, I’ll see you tomorrow!” She said goodbye to me and Tai before she left.



I walked through the Target (Not Mine!) parking lot searching for my car. When I did, I opened the driver’s seat—most people don’t even lock their car doors since there’s such a low chance of someone stealing your car—and searched for my car keys in my purse, but still couldn’t find it. I sighed and tried again. I just got out of work and now had to drive thirty minutes from Target to home. I put my coffee on top of the hood of my silver Ford Focus (Not mine… and I don’t know anything about cars and I’m not even sure if that’s a real car) and rummaged inside my huge purse again trying to find my keys. When I did I put it in the ignition but all the car did was putter (right word?)—I sighed. This is my wonderful car that doesn’t even work. I tried to get my mom to fix it, but she says that the car is still fine and able to still drive. Mothers—I tried again, but it was still the same thing. I opened the window since it was getting hot in here. Still the same thing when I tried again for the tenth try. I banged my head on the wheel and a loud honk was heard. “Shit!” I rubbed my forehead and looked to see if anyone was around. All I saw was come guy looking at me from the other side of the door…



Done… 
Done… 
Done… 
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Done… 
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Done… 
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Done… 
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Done… 
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Done… 
…Just kidding….


“AHHHHHHHH!” I screamed as loud as I can, trying to get someone’s attention that some crazy guy is about to rape me. He quickly put his gloved hand on my mouth to keep me quiet. He really looked like robber or something since he was wearing a black hat that hid his hair except for the couple of blond strands that escaped. He was also wearing a large brown trench coat, gloves, and sunglasses.

I shoved his hands off my mouth, “What do you want? If you want money I could give it to you.”

“I just want you to keep quiet and get out of the car.”

“Fine, steal my car. But you’re not going to get much out this piece of shit.”

“No this is my car—his car? What the freak is he talking about—Now, can you get out?” I did what he said, and he entered the car. He put his key that he got out of his pocket and put it into the ignition. The car started when he did so. “It really helps when you have the right key,” he simply said to me and pointed behind me. I looked over to where he was pointing at and yelped in humiliation, “That’s my car!” I pointed to the silver Ford Focus behind his car, “This isn’t my car?” I now pointed to his car.

“Nope,” he answered, even though I didn’t need an answer, "Did you know that the makers of the car, makes two identical keys for the same car, but they put this special thing in the key so that it'll only work with the right car. SoI think that's how your keywent inside, but didn't work."

“I’m so sorry.” I ran over to my car, opened it trying to get away as soon as possible. But of course, my car hates me and won’t even start. I looked up and saw that the guy was now right next to me. “Do you need help or something? I could give you a ride if you want to?” he offered, but I don’t get rides from guys I just met.

“No, it’s okay. Do you have a phone I could borrow so I could call my mom?” I asked.

He took out his cell phone, and handed it to me. I stretched to get it from my car from his, and I got it after two seconds. I held it carefully in my hands, trying not to drop it or something, I looked at this background and saw that he was a Teenage Wolves fan with his background. It was a picture of three of the members without Matt in it. This guy must have had a backstage pass to get picture of them. I remembered I had to call my mom, so I quickly punched in the house number and waited for Mom to answer.

“Hello?”
“Hey, Mom, my car’s broken again. I need a ride home, and I have no idea how to start a car.”

“Honey, I was just on my way to the shop since the workers there are complaining that there’s a lot of people. I’m busy at the shop with all the customers, and I have to go. There’s no way that I could get there.”
“Then how am I suppose to get home? I have no ride at all except for my own.”

“You know what, I’ll be there when I can. But that’ll probably be in three hours.”
“Mom, I can’t wait for…”

“Sora, I have to go now. The customers are waiting. Bye!”
I sighed in frustration, and handed the guy back his phone. “So what happened?” he asked.

“My mom’s too busy at the shop to pick me up. I probably have to wait here for three hours for her to pick me up. Thanks for letting me use your phone.”

“No problem. Hey, why don’t I give you a ride home? I promise not to kidnap you or anything. I swear.” He held his hand up to show he was telling the truth and I just noticed how deep is voice was. ‘Like a song’ I thought to myself. I thought about his offer, and hey why not? I’d rather not stay here for three hours alone by myself for some other guy to kill me. “Sure, why not. What should I do with my car?”

“You could just keep it here, and get your mom to start it tomorrow,” he suggested.

“Yeah, that sounds okay. Thanks for doing this,” I hopped inside his car, and he drove me home.

“You want to go inside?” I said when I got out of the car.

“No, it’s okay. I’ll see you around.” He drove off before he waved good-bye.

“Yeah, I hope so,” I said to myself as I entered the apartment building.



(FRIDAY)

“Hello?” I groggily answered the phone on my nightstand, “Who is this?”

“Hey. Did I wake you up?” a familiar baritone voice asked.
“Who is this?” I asked worried that some stalker found out my number and now is planning to kidnap me.

“You don’t remember me?” he said with a bit of playfulness in his voice. ‘Like a song’ I thought to myself.

“Oh, it’s you. I didn’t get your name last night.”

“It’s Matt.”
“Matt, how did you get my number?”

“I got it from the call record when you called your house.”
“I see. Have you noticed that it’s 6 in the morning and it’s a school day? I have school in two hours.”

“Oh, shit! Sorry, I just forgot that people have school. What school do you go to?”
“Odaiba High School. Where do you go to?”

“I’m going to start at Odaiba High School on Monday since me and my dad moved here just yesterday. I was thinking that you would like to accompany me to the mall this weekend cause my dad is nagging me to buy new clothes. I would invite someone else, you know, someone I didn’t just meet yesterday, but since I’m new and all here and you’re the only person I know. What do you think?”
“Yeah, sure. How does Saturday sound to you?”

“Yea, that’s fine. I’ll pick you up around three, and you show me where the mall is.”
“Alright, bye.”

“Bye.” After my talk with Matt, I started to get ready for school.

“Come one, Sora. Let’s go.” Mimi yelled three feet away at Odaiba Mall. She walked into Abercrombie (Not Mine!) and I followed her. There we picked out cute message tees that just cracked us up. I bought at least three of the funniest ones, and we went to another store.

When we finished, Mimi had five full bags of clothes. I had just two bags full of clothes and three smaller bags. After we ate since we knew we weren’t going to eat at Tai’s party, we went back to my house. I took a shower while Mimi got dressed. When I was finished, Mimi was dressed up in a short denim skirt and a shirt she got from Wet Seal (not mine). She was now putting make up, as I got dressed into a tight-distressed pants and a simple green logo shirt from Aeropostale (not mine… I just love clothes and earrings—got to add earrings) and added a pair of gold earrings to make the outfit complete. “Sora, you want to help me with my hair since you’re better at it then me?”

“Sure, but you have to help me with my make up.”

“Deal!” I walked over to where Mimi was sitting, and I grabbed the straightener and started to straighten her long pink hair.



We entered the loud apartment of Tai’s, and met up with him in the kitchen. He handed us a bottle of beer and led us to the dance area. Mimi went somewhere to meet up with her friends as I put down the bottle on the table nearby. Then Tai grabbed me and started to dance. I wrapped my arm around his neck and joined him. He talked into my ear since it was too loud in hear anything, “Sorry, I forgot that you don’t drink.” I noticed that his breath reeked of beer.

“It’s okay, I just put it somewhere.” I told him.

“Okay.” And he continued to grind to the music—I would have minded the fact that some guy was grinding his pelvis on my side, but the guy happens to be my best friend who I know wouldn’t try anything. He was drunk though, which means he’ll only last another thirty minutes I’m presuming—“You smell good,” he moaned into my ear as he breathed into my hair.

“Thanks, I bought it last week and kinda forgot about it until today. So you like?”

“Totally.” When the song was over, I sat down on the sofa with Tai as he gulped down another bottle of beer. “Hey,” Mimi greeted as she sat down right next to me.

“Hey, what’s up?”

“Nothing much. I’m waiting for Ian to come out of the bathroom since he promised me a dance.”

“Ian. Oh, the cutie from the hockey team.”

“Yeah, I think he’s interested in me. Okay, I got to go. He’s right there waiting for me.” I watched her walk to the blonde by the doorway.

Tai was long asleep on my lap when he passed out twenty minutes ago. “What are you doing here.” I heard a sneer. I looked up thinking some rude guy was talking to me, but I saw that they were talking to someone else. I turned to my right and saw three guys from the football team circled around someone in the center. I looked harder, but I couldn’t see that good since Tai clamped me down with his huge busy head. I still saw the three guys and a red head sitting down and he seemed oblivious to the fact that three huge guys are ready to beat him up. I carefully lifted Tai’s head off my lap and gently put it back on the sofa. I walked over to see what was happening and now I saw that the guy was Koushiro, the nerd in Odaiba. “You’re not wanted here,” one of the guys said.

“I can come here if I wanted to, and I am here. What are you going about it?” he said still looking at his laptop screen.

“Oh, what will we do?” another guy grinned while pounding his fist on his palm. The other two laughed and did the same—I had to do something about this and before I could think—“Leave him alone, guys.”

They turned around and laughed to see me, “Sora, what are you doing? I can’t believe you’re worried about little Koushiro here.” Leo, the captain, asked with a hint of curiosity in his voice.

“Just leave him alone,” I repeated as I walked up to them.

“What are you going to do,” Leo lightly pushed me in the shoulder. I stepped back by force and got a bit worried of what they were going to do with me. I knew they wouldn’t do anything serious because of the fact that they knew that Tai would kill them if he found out they did something to me—and speaking of Tai, who just woke up by the commotion—“Well, I’ll be the one that’ll beat you up if you touch her one more time.” Tai threatened with his fist clenched.

“Sorry, man. Won’t happen again.” and they ran off.

“Thanks, Tai.” I said as I walked over to Koushiro, “Are you okay? I hope they didn’t bother you much. They’re just jerks.”

“I’m okay. Thanks, Sora. I’ll see at school tomorrow,” he got up and left.



(Saturday)

I got out of the bathroom after taking a long, hot shower. I opened my closet and took out a jean skirt and a white, kinda see-through t-shirt over a red tank top. I put on long dangling black earrings and black cowboy shoes. When I heard a car honk (out the opened window), I grabbed my purse and walked out my apartment and saw my car’s twin waiting for me. “Hi,” I greeted when I entered his car.

“Hey, thanks for coming with me.”

“No problem.” I also noticed that he was wearing the same outfit that he was wearing the time that we met, “Hey, why do you dress like that. I mean, you look like you’re about to rob someone.”

He sighed, “I knew you were going to ask about it. I just didn’t want people to know who I am.”

“What are you talking about? You’re Matt.”

He took off his hat and glasses, and I gasped in surprise. He showed off his shiny blonde hair and the most beautiful blue eyes that I saw everyday when I looked at my poster.

“You’re Matt Ishida!”

Chapter 2- I Love Secrets 

Dear Nicky,
There’s this guy I know and I completely am in love with him, but he doesn’t even know that I’m alive. When I see him, I know that we’re meant to be, I mean that he likes everything that I like. And we’re both really cool people. I was thinking after high school I am going to be a model and meet him when he has a concert and we’re both going to fall in love.
-Crazy For the Blue Eyes
Dear Crazy,
There’s a line between a healthy obsession and a crazy stalker life, and you’re about so damn close to crossing it. We all know you’re talking about Matt Ishida, the rock god. You shouldn’t get your hopes high about meeting and falling in love with Mr. Ishida, cause it might not come true.
-Ask Nicky


I stared at him, still not believing that I’m sitting in the car of the famous rock star, Matt Ishida, who himself is sitting right next to me looking straight into my eyes waiting for me to talk after my surprised comment that was so obvious—“You’re Matt Ishida” What kind of statement was that? Of course, he’s freaking Matt Ishida. I didn’t need to say it a second time, but I did—“You’re Matt Ishida.” I breathed. 

“Yeah, last time I checked I was sure that I was Matt Ishida,” he replied.

“You can’t be, you’re suppose to be in France right now doing your Europe Tour.”

“Great, you’re another deluded fan that knows everything about me. So tell me what’s my favorite number if you know so much about me,” he grinned.

“158,” I said without thinking—I knew this because Mimi told me about 158 times herself and the fact that she just announced two days ago that it was her new favorite number too—his jaw dropped in surprise but I wasn’t done talking, “Cause it’s supposedly the number of women you sleep with every five months. And you thought it would be funny if you would make that you’re favorite number. Not really funny if you ask me.”

“Okay, you’re creeping me out. I didn’t know anyone knew about my favorite number and of course why it was my favorite. How did you find out about it yourself?”

“Oh, I’m not some deluded fan as you called me. I’ll leave that title to my best friend who is just crazy about you. She knows everything someone can know about you and you’re band, but mostly you. Right now, you’re probably wearing blue boxers with black paw prints. And before you kick me out of your car, I was on the phone with Mimi, who’s my best friend, two hours ago and somehow the conversation got to the topic of you—like always—and she was guessing that today you probably were wearing blue boxers with black paw prints since it’s your favorite. I don’t know how boxers being your favorite makes you want to wear it today cause you know you could have worn it yesterday. But Mimi said that it couldn’t be possible cause you should have worn your pink and white striped ones yesterday, and somehow that makes you wear the ones you’re wearing now. She said something, but I zoned her out cause it was getting really boring.” I explained to him, and I just realized that he started to drive without me noticing, probably when I was talking.

“You have got to be kidding me!” he moaned.

“I know, but my friend’s that crazy about you.”

“No, not that. But the fact that I am wearing blue boxers with black paw prints right now.”

“Eww, I didn’t need to know that!”



Matt parked really close to the mall entrance, and before we left he put on his entire disguise until he was really unnoticeable. I stared at him the whole time—it must have really sucked that he had to do this everywhere he went that had girls with crazy hormones. I felt bad for him, which is really weird cause he’s the one that had everything—he opened his door and started to walk to the entrance and I followed. I caught up to him, and when he saw me at the corner of his sapphire eyes, he took his keys out of his pocket and locked the doors—which is pretty unnecessary since no one would steal it, but hey he’s new here—He opened the entrance door for me like a gentleman. I smiled kindly, and walked through as he followed behind me. “So, where do you want to go first?” I asked him, so we had a place to start. 

“I don’t know, what’s a good place to go and get clothes so I fit in and no one in this town will know that I’m Matt Ishida—I just thought of that right now. He had to not seem like himself, but how am I suppose to do that. I’m not an expert for disguising people, but I’ll try—My manager said that I’m going to have to get glasses so people won’t recognize me, and I was about to say no to that, but once he said that if I didn’t get the glasses I would had to have my hair dyed a dark brown. That got me to say yes to the glasses, and plus I’m going to get brown contacts too so I’ll seem more incognito.”

“You expect that to work?” I asked him cause I really doubted that people in my school are that stupid to just ignore the new guy that really looked like Matt Ishida.

He laughed, “Not really, but there’s no way I’m going to dye my hair.”

“You’re so weird, but if you want to sabotage the whole plan of you not getting noticed, I’m not stopping you. And I must tell you that a lot of girls in my school are crazy about you, and if they find out that you’re Matt Ishida. You so don’t want to know what would happen, let’s just say it won’t be pretty.” But he didn’t seem to really care, “And there would be some hair pulling. So you probably should say goodbye to some pieces of your precious hair cause they’ll be gone when all the girls find out. Hmm, they’ll probably sell some on Ebay (not mine) or just use it for some voodoo things to make you fall in love with one of them. “



Matt fumbled his gloved hands as he sat down on one of the seat at the salon in the mall. A lady wrapped the cloth around his neck so pieces of hair won’t stick on his clothes or something like that. “How would you like your hair?” she asked Matt. 

“The same as it is,” he mumbled.

The lady gave him a confused face, so I decided to talk, “Ignore him, he’s just upset that he had to cut his hair.”

“CUT MY HAIR! I THOUGHT YOU SAID WE WERE JUST DYING IT!” he screamed.

“Oops, I think I forgot to mention that little detail. Oh well, we’re still cutting it really short, but not too short. And of course, we’re going to dye it too. Maybe a brown color with a bit of dirty blonde highlights thrown in.” The lady nodded to my request, and pulled Matt down. She grabbed a pair of scissor, “Honey, can you take off your hat and sunglasses?”—Shit! I forgot that Matt would probably have to have his hat and sunglasses taken off so they could cut it. But if he did, then the lady and anyone else in the salon would know who he really is—“Umm, can I not?” Matt said.

“You have to if you want your hair cut cause the sunglasses are going to get in the way.”

“Can you just dye his hair if he kept his sunglasses on?” I thought quickly. The lady nodded in response. “Good, then can you just dye his hair like I wanted.” The lady left to get the supplies that she needed, and I saw that Matt let out a sigh in relief that he didn’t have to cut his hair anymore. Oh, sure…



“I hate my hair!” the blonde whined like a child as he played with his rice. After we got his hair cut, we decided to eat before we did anything else like get clothes for him. “I think it’s cute,” I told him. 

He gave me a dirty look, “It looks like shit.”

“No, it doesn’t. And stop acting like a big baby.” I said.

“I hate it!” he cried again. I sighed in frustration, and I grabbed a girl about my age that was passing by. She was about to give me a dirty look, and ask why I just grabbed her, but I interrupted before she did anything, “Don’t you think his hair looks cute?” She looked over across me, and was surprised to see someone sitting next to me. She must have been too busy thinking of how to hit me before she looked around her surroundings. Smiling, she said, “Oh, it’s really cute. What did you do to it?”

“Dyed it from blonde to brown with dirty blonde highlights.” I answered for him.

“It really is cute,” and before she left, she took something out of her purse and handed it to Matt, “Call me.” she winked.

“That was weird.” I replied to what just happened two seconds ago, “But hey, I just proved that your hair does look cute.”

He ripped the paper, and threw it out into the garbage can right next to us, “Whatever, at least no one really noticed me. So you ready to go shopping?”

“Not yet, I want to stay for a little while,” I told him, “Hey, can I ask you something? What are you doing here in Odaiba? I mean, out of all the places in Japan, why here?

“My mom lives here with my brother,” he whispered.

“Oh, and you moved with her. You and your dad?”

“No, my dad thinks that my mom and brother moved to another town. I had to tell him that, or there would be no other way we would move here. I just miss my brother and mom so much, you know I haven’t seen them in two years?”

“Oh, but why doesn’t your dad want to move here if your mom was still living here too?”

“Cause he hates her. That’s practically why they divorced."

“How do you know that's the only reason they divorced in the first place?”

“I just do!” he said in a higher voice than normal, “Why don’t we just go now since I have to get you home later?”

“Sure, but I don’t have to be home for another three hours since it’s about 6.”

“Okay, where off to first?”

“How about Aeropostale (not mine, but I so do love that store!)? Since everyone here goes shopping there (no idea if that’s true, but I don’t know what stores people in Japan go shopping in).” He just nodded and followed me to the store.

“See you tomorrow!” I yelled before he left.

“What do you mean tomorrow?” he asked confused of what I’m talking about.

“I have front row tickets to your concert tomorrow in Kyoto.”

“Oh, I forgot that I had a concert tomorrow. Well, why don’t I give you backstage passes?” he offered.

“No, it’s okay. Mimi got backstage tickets already.”

“Wow, that girl really likes my band.”

“Well, sure your band. And you!” I laughed before I headed to my apartment.



Shopping for Matt was pretty fun and easy since every clothes that he tried on looked great on him. When we went to this store for just men, I saw this really cute white long-sleeved button up with different shades of blue stripes that matched perfectly with his cobalt eyes. I told him that he had to buy it cause it was so damn cute on him and he did just so, even though the shirt cause around a hundred and fifty he bought it, but he’s Matt Ishida. I don’t think a hundred and fifty dollars will do a lot of harm on his bank account. When we finished shopping for him, which took an hour and almost six hundred dollars, he said that we should go shopping for me. Even though I declined his offer of paying for my stuff as a thank you for helping him get his clothes and such, we still went shopping for me since he literally dragged me to closest girl store, which was Claires (not mine-but I just went there today and got seriously at least twenty earrings from that place. I LOVE EARRINGS SO MUCH! My earring holder is covered with earrings, but it’s still not full.)—since I totally loved earrings—I couldn’t say no to his offer of buying me at least a little bit. Oh yeah, just a little bit. When I said three earrings were enough since he said he wouldn’t buy me just one, it still wasn’t sufficient for him. He said if I didn’t have at least ten earrings we weren’t allowed to leave the store until I did. So with hard looking for the cutest earrings, I found ten really really really adorable earrings of every color. I even bought sunglasses when he just offered to buy one. I hate it when people buy me stuff for no apparent reason, but I couldn’t say no because Matt wouldn’t let me. I dropped the ten bags—all which Matt bought—and decided to take a shower to relax my tired muscles. 

I ran to my closet and grabbed a soft material skirt and a matching blue tank top, both which Matt bought. I heard a doorbell as I was doing my hair; I hurried as I ran to answer it. Mimi rushed in when I opened the door, and walked inside my room. Sighing, I followed her into my bedroom and I saw her brushing her hair angrily. “What’s wrong, Meems?” I asked her, worried of what she’s going to do—when Mimi’s mad you never know what’s she’s going to do to vent her anger out. Like last time, she punched a random chick from the street when she broke one of her perfectly manicured nails—She groaned and just continued to comb her hair, some coming off from her hard brushing. I walked to where she was and grabbed the brush out of her hands. I looked at her, “Tell me what’s wrong.” I demanded.

She looked at me with teary eyes, “I lost the backstage tickets to Matt’s concert, and Daddy won’t buy me new ones,” she cried.

“Of course, the concert’s today. There won’t be anymore backstage tickets since it’s all gone.” I explained to her, but she bawled even louder—that’s when I got an idea—“But you know what, Meems? I’ll try to get us backstage no matter what, okay?”

“And how are you suppose to do that?”

“You’ll see…Now come on, we have to get ready for the concert. We only have another hour to get ready, and your hair looks like a mess,” I laughed as I stared at her frizzled hair. I picked up the brush I put on the table and started to untangle her knotted hair.

We arrived at the concert after two hours we left my house. Looking for our sits—which wasn’t so hard. Just look for the closest row to the stage—and we sat down waiting for the Teenage Wolves to show up. I felt a tug on the hem of the top and I looked at Mimi right next to me, “How do I look?” she asked, smoothing her skirt, “Cause I can’t look bad if Matt sees me.”

“You look fine!” I told her.

“Good, oh look-y. The concerts beginning.” Mimi said when the lights started to dim and the curtains started to pull back. The whole band was dead center of the huge stage, and when they started to play their most famous songs, everyone stood up to dance to the music. I watched Matt’s mouth move as he sang his song, and his soft melody was so adorable. No wonder why so many girls fall in love with him. And I also noticed that he had blonde hair like he used to be. It must be a wig or something like that.

After three rock fast songs, the melody started to become slower. “I love this song!” Mimi squealed as she jumped up and down, “This is the part where Matt picks a girl in the front row and brings her to the stage and sings to her! And of course, it’s going to be me!”

I was too busy staring into his sapphire eyes and listened to him sing—I’ve always loved music. I’ve grown up with music all my life with the fact that I lived with my music teacher aunt for three years and she taught me everything I know about music—He seemed like he was looking for something since he wasn’t really paying attention to his voice. When his eyes started to search the front row and saw me, he just stared. Immediately, his voice got stronger and his bandmates’ played their instruments louder. Everyone in the audience could have felt something with the music, it just had that soothing melody going on. “Oh my gosh! He’s looking at me!” Mimi’s high-pitched voice interrupted my thoughts, “And oh my fucking gosh, he’s walking over here. I need my lip gloss!” she searched frantically searched for the tube of lip gloss in her purse. When she found it, she quickly put in on her lips and smooched them together. I just watched as Matt made his way over to where we were. All the girls started to scream the loudest they can and try to grab Matt, they would be able to do so but there were at least three huge bodyguards blocking their way from where they were to where Matt was. When he got at least two feet away, his arm looked like it wanted to take me to the stage—oh no! Please no because there is no way I’m going up the stage with you singing to me—but I really didn’t have to worry about it since Mimi ran up to him and grabbed his hand. Giving a confused expression on his face, he had to go back to the stage with Mimi practically clinging herself on him. When they both got on the stage, Mimi sat down on the tall stool that stood in the middle of the stage and Matt started to sing to her. I laughed when Mimi was already in tears hugging Matt—this is what I keep myself from doing. Being a fan that is willing to do whatever you can do with your idol. Even if it means making a big fool out yourself when you’re at it—When the song was over, I watched Mimi put her number in his pocket and return right next to me. “Did you see that? I know there was a spark between us. And he’s going to call me sometime since I gave him my number and then we’re going to fall in love.” I just rolled my eyes in response.

“But I told you I lost my backstage tickets!” Mimi told the bodyguard that blocked our way to the backstage, “And if you would let me, I could get the manager to prove that. Aren’t you guys suppose to keep track of who you give backstage tickets to?” The large bodyguard didn’t do anything or say anything to Mimi.

So I decided I should talk, “If you could call Mr. Ishida here, I could prove to you that we’re supposed to be in there.” I pointed behind him, “Cause if you don’t, we’re never going to leave and Mimi here will just keep annoying you until you go crazy.” I told him. He thought about it, and then made his way to the backstage, and when he returned he came back with Matt. “Mr. Ishida, these girls say that they’re supposed to be here,” the bodyguard said pointing to us.

Turning to look at the girls, Matt was surprised to see me, “You!”

“Me?” I said.

“Yeah, they’re supposed to be in there. Umm, John, can you get me three cups of coffee and bring it to my changing room?” he scratched the back of his head.

“Of course, I’ll be right back.” John told Matt and then looked at me and Mimi, “I’m sorry, girls, about not letting you in.”

“It’s okay, thanks.” I said to John, who left to get Matt his order.

“Come on,” Matt called to us as he made his way through the long hallway. I started to follow him, but Mimi grabbed my arm and stopped me, “What was that about? He looked like he knew you from somewhere?” she asked me.

“That? Oh, his dad’s employer used to be my uncle and we met at a party and kind of hanged out for a while. But his was all before he was famous.” I lied, and Mimi believed me.

Inside his dressing room, I looked around as Mimi sat on the same couch where Matt was sitting. She started to talk to him about how she totally loved him, and he seemed to just ignore her. “Hey, do you think I can use your bathroom or something?” Mimi asked.

“Yeah, when you go through the hallway it’s the third door on the left.” Matt explained, and Mimi thanked him and left.

“You’re right, she is crazy!” Matt told me.

“She’s not crazy!” I explained to him, “She’s just crazy about you.”

“Okay, sure. So, I’m going to be seeing you tomorrow since I start school.”

“That’s right, and if you need help around school just look for me.”

“Thanks.”

“Hey, you’re blonde.”

“Yeah, I am. I dyed it for the day, but it should wash away when I take a shower.”

“I see.”

“Do you think I can pick you up since your car probably won’t work?”

I was surprised that he would ask something like that because why would he, but the fact that my car probably wouldn’t work and I’ll be late, so I accepted, “Why don’t you come around 5,” I told him.

“Isn’t that a little bit too early?”

“Well, only for tomorrow. Seniors have to come early since we have a meeting.” I lied.

“Alright, I’ll see you then.” When I saw that he was looking behind me, so I decided to look what he was staring at. Mimi was standing at the doorway and her skirt seemed to get shorter and her shirt tighter. “Hey there,” she greeted seductively.

Matt seemed like he had nothing to say so he just waved weakly.

“Umm, we’ll just go!” I said.

To Be Continued??

