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      QUOTES

      With fame, you know, you can read about yourself, somebody else's ideas about you, but what's important is how you feel about yourself—for survival and living day to day with what comes up.

      Marilyn Monroe

      

      It is dangerous to let the public behind the scenes. They are easily disillusioned and then they are angry with you, for it was the illusion they loved.

      W. Somerset Maugham

      

      We're constantly striving for success, fame and comfort when all we really need to be happy is someone or something to be enthusiastic about.

      H. Jackson Brown, Jr.

      

      Many thanks to my very understanding and supportive husband, who let me spend hours and hours with Drew and Sydney while I ignored everything else in life.
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      Relatively Famous

      

      From the outside, Sydney Tannen has the perfect life. The daughter of Hollywood royalty, she grew up with money, looks, and fame. But with the glitz and glamour also came stalkers, paparazzi, and multiple kidnapping attempts. Her seemingly picture-perfect childhood was a nightmare in disguise

      

      Now twenty-four, Sydney keeps her famous relatives a secret. Scarred by her past, Sydney’s trust is a near impossible thing to earn. Yet when she meets the gorgeous Drew Forrester in a chance encounter, he might just have what it takes to get Sydney to let him in.

      

      ***Relatively Famous is book 1 in the Famous Series***

      

      ***This book is steamy, containing several sexy scenes***
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      The sudden screech of tires to my left interrupts my jogging, making me reflexively turn my head toward the sound, so when my foot hits a patch of ice on the sidewalk, I don’t see it coming.

      “Ooof!”

      I hit the ground mid-step, hard, and my right arm takes the brunt of the impact. Ow.

      “Are you all right?”

      A kind, well-dressed older man is walking around a black sedan to crouch beside me, his breath puffing out in soft wisps from the bitter cold.

      “I don’t know.” I lift my arm and see that my long-sleeved thermal jacket is ripped open. Blood is already dripping from a two-inch gash showing through the brand new hole.

      “Oh my.” He holds out a hand with a smile on his kind face. “Here, let’s clean you up.” The man helps me to my feet and leads me to a battered metal door off-centered in a non-descript brick building that says GYM across it in red lettering.

      Everything I was taught about strangers as a child comes rushing back. I don’t know this man and this place looks a little rougher than I’m accustomed to. Digging in my pocket, I pull out a napkin and show it to him.

      “No worries. I’m okay. I can just use this.”

      He chuckles at my sad attempt to refuse his kindness and gracefully plucks the napkin from my hand.

      “Miss, you have blood running down your arm and dripping onto the sidewalk. What kind of man would I be if I let you leave in this condition? Come on. I know for a fact they have a first aid kit inside and can get you fixed up quick.” He holds up his hands to show he means no harm. “I promise.”

      My initial hesitation evaporates with this compassionate man’s words. For some reason, he makes me feel safe in a fatherly way. A way I haven’t felt in a long time.

      “Okay, I guess I do need a little help.”

      He opens the door and as I pass through he grins, the fine lines around his eyes scrunching up into the gray hair on his temples. “I’m Bruce, by the way.”

      He’s so genuine, I can’t help but give him a small smile back. “Sydney. Nice to meet you, Bruce. Thanks for taking pity on me and my clumsiness. I’m usually much better at staying upright.”

      “It happens to the best of us,” he chuckles.

      Once inside, I take in my surroundings. Surprised, I glance back over at Bruce. I’m finding it hard to believe that a guy like Bruce, in his dress pants and impeccably pressed shirt, frequents this gym. For one thing, it smells awful, like old sweat socks and industrial-strength cleaner. Second, it’s quite obvious that this isn’t the type of gym people use to stay in shape.

      Taking in the huge room, I quickly notice that I’m the only female in this place. Not very comforting.

      The remaining ten or so people I can see are half-naked men grappling or punching bags or beating each other up with their fists like the two guys in the huge center ring.

      Mixed martial arts training, that’s what they do here according to the UFC banner that spans the back of the room, covering the dreary, chipped cinder blocks that make up the walls.

      “Damien!” Bruce calls out, waving someone over.

      The two men in the cage immediately stop fighting to stare at us. Both of them hop down the small set of stairs and trot over. I have no idea which one is Damien, but I can’t take my eyes off of the fighter in the black and red shorts with the green eyes. He is beyond attractive—he’s positively stunning.

      I feel the prickly heat creeping up my neck and face. I wish I could disappear. It’s humiliating to be standing here in front of these two hot, sweaty men while my blood drips on the floor. Not to mention the rest of the gym, which has gone silent to watch.

      “Can you grab the first aid kit?” Bruce asks. “She fell on some ice out front. Cut her arm pretty bad.”

      The man with the buzz cut and tattoos wearing black and yellow shorts nods and hurries off to fetch it. That must be Damien.

      The other guy, the too-beautiful one, is eyeing me warily. Which, in turn, makes me even more uncomfortable.

      “I’m sorry to interrupt,” I blurt out awkwardly.

      The man says nothing. Instead, he stares at me as if he’s afraid of me! I have no idea what to make of that, so I stand there bleeding since it’s all I can do.

      “Here.” He hands me a small towel. “So you won’t drip everywhere.”

      His voice is deep and smooth. When his hand brushes against mine to hand me the towel, a shiver goes up my spine. Fumbling from nerves, I wrap it around my arm the best I can.

      “Thanks.” I stare at the ground, glancing up to take a peek at his handsome face. He’s acting really odd, wary, like me. But I’m the one in the strange situation surrounded by men I don’t know. Why would he be uncomfortable?

      Not knowing what else to do, I go for mindless pleasantries. “I’m Sydney.”

      The beautiful man gives me another strange look before introducing himself… albeit reluctantly. “I’m Drew. So you fell?”

      Either I’m so inept that he’s dying to get away from me, or this guy is really off his game. There’s no way a man who looks like that isn’t smoother at making small talk with women.

      I shrug, which sends a burning hot spike of pain down my arm. “I fell. It’s no big deal, really.” I wince from the sensation, my voice coming out strained. “Nice to meet you, Drew.”

      Bruce and Drew exchange a look. “Have we met before?” Drew asks hesitantly.

      I pull down my brows, trying to place him. I don’t think I know him. Do I? Oh my god! What if he recognizes me because of my resemblance to my mother?

      I need to get out of here before one of them figures it out.

      “No. I don’t think we’ve met.”

      Now Drew looks absolutely dumfounded. His perfect lips fall open in shock.

      Let it drop, please let it drop.

      I can’t have this guy to figuring out who my parents are, who I am. I’m pretty sure we’ve never met. There’s no way I would forget his unbelievable face and body if we had.

      Damien jogs up to us with a large white box. “Got it.”

      “I’ll do it,” Drew says, his green eyes penetrating mine as he snatches the kit from Damien’s hands. He doesn’t look away, that powerful gaze trapping me in place. “Bruce, thanks for bringing her in. I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

      Bruce must be his driver—now everything makes sense. He’s most likely waiting for Drew to finish his workout.

      “You sure?” Damien asks. Drew turns to scowl at him, and Damien shrugs his shoulders in response. “Okay man, I’ll see you later?”

      “Yeah, I’ll be here.” Drew has that intense stare aimed back at me as he speaks. The noise of the gym starts back up, a cacophony of grunts and punches. Suddenly, I’m alone with this beautiful man.

      “Here, sit down.” He points to a nearby bench.

      Mesmerized, I do as he says and watch as he kneels in front of me. He’s still shirtless, and I track his lean, sinewy muscles as they stretch and flex in front of me in a tantalizing dance. He’s close enough to touch. I want to lean in and lick every hard ridge of his body. It’s literally torture to sit this close to him.

      Drew places the kit on the bench and opens it up.

      “Let’s see what you did.” His gruff tone has been replaced with kindness. It helps to relax me, but only somewhat. I’m still nervous to have this very intimidating man so close. I watch those intelligent green eyes flick up to mine before he focuses back on my injury. Drew puts one of his large, tape-wrapped hands around my wrist and I gasp when a heart-stopping rush of heat travels up my arm.

      Wow!

      Drew pauses before carefully removing the towel to assess my wound.

      “It isn’t that bad. It’s big, but not deep, so it shouldn’t leave a scar or anything.” Drew looks at me and smiles. “Wouldn’t want to ruin that perfect skin.”

      My heart stops when he smiles at me. He has brilliant white teeth and full lips, light stubble covers his angular jaw. I notice that his eyes aren’t the green I originally thought, but green with a dark ring of brown in the center. What does me in is the single dimple that appears on his right cheek when he smiles.

      The heat I felt in my arm has taken root and begins to grow. What started as a small burn is rapidly building into a smoldering fire. I shift uncomfortably on the bench, hoping to rein in the urge to tackle him to the ground and grind on his hard body.

      Sydney, whatever has gotten into you needs to stop right now.

      “Take off that jacket while I get what I need.”

      Aren’t we bossy.

      I finally stop my gawking and do as he asks.

      When Drew turns away to rummage through the first aid kit, I let out the breath I’d been holding in an attempt to keep him from noticing how heavy my breathing has become.

      “Here.” His deep, calm voice wraps around me like a warm blanket. “This may sting. I’m sorry, Sydney.” Drew’s eyes look pained as he presses a cold, wet gauze pad to my arm.

      I flinch, unable to stop myself from hissing when the antiseptic hits my skin.

      “I’m sorry,” he says again.

      “It’s okay.” It seems that Drew feels genuine remorse for hurting me even though he’s the one helping me. He’s sensitive, caring. A contradictory quality for a man who hits other people for fun.

      Drew reaches back into the kit and pulls out a large bandage and some gauze. Laying it on my arm, he wraps it up quickly and efficiently.

      “Looks like you’ve done this before.” I grin at the professional job he did on my wound.

      “Yeah, a few times….” Drew glances up at me and stops. I watch as his eyes dilate and his lips part. The smoldering fire grows larger, turning into a raging inferno inside me.

      Drew shakes his head and looks away, putting back everything he took out of the kit.

      I’m about to pull away from his grasp when he sucks in a pained breath and clutches my wrist a little tighter. Drew trails a long, rough finger from my thumb to my elbow, following along the jagged pink path of a very old scar.

      “What happened?” he whispers.

      Instinctively, I yank my arm away, swallowing down the lump that has formed in my throat.

      “Nothing, I’m fine.” Without any explanation, I jump up and wrap my arms around my stomach to keep from falling apart. “Thank you for fixing me, I really appreciate it.”

      Memories I’ve repressed for years come flooding back. I bolt for the door, keeping my head down so Drew won’t see the unshed tears that threaten to fall. I don’t discuss that scar, not with anyone.

      “Wait!”

      I stop right before I get to the door, but can’t bring myself to turn around. I don’t want to go to pieces in front of this beautiful stranger.

      “Your jacket.” Drew holds out the torn and bloody remains of my coat. “It’s pretty much ruined though.”

      “Thanks. Yeah, it is.” Pulling myself together, I glance at him and take my coat. Certainly, after that display he thinks I’m crazy.

      Drew’s handsome face furrows with concern. “Is that all you have to wear? It’s freezing outside.”

      I shrug. He saw what I came in here with.

      “Wait here.” Drew holds up a finger to show he’ll be back in a minute. Fascinated, I watch him jog over to the ring as he grabs a shirt and tugs it over his head. I think about what a shame it is to cover up such perfection and manage a smile. He stuffs his feet into a pair of shoes, throws on a ratty old hat and hurries back over to the door.

      “Come on.” He takes my hand as if it’s the most natural thing in the world, his large, calloused fingers curling around mine.

      We go outside and the biting cold January air pierces right through my thin shirt. He’s right, it’s much, much colder without my jacket or the benefit of being heated up from my daily run. I have to fight the urge to curl up against his large, warm body.

      Drew opens the back door of the same black sedan that Bruce stepped out of when I fell. “Get in.”

      I stare at him suspiciously. I can’t get into a strange car.

      Drew gives me an exasperated look. “Sydney, I’m going to have Bruce bring you home. It’s too cold for you to walk like that.” He sticks his head in the open door. “Bruce, take her home and then come back here. I’ll be ready to go when you return.”

      Hesitant, I fidget on the sidewalk. I don’t know if I should accept the ride. Drew seems like a genuine guy, but this is New York and people here rarely do things simply out of kindness.

      “Please.” Drew puts his hands on my shoulders, the contact warming me up a few degrees. “I couldn’t sleep knowing I sent you out on the street to freeze.”

      Intrigued to see who would care about a total stranger, I study his face. There’s something about his eyes, an honesty I see that makes me give in. That, and the fact that I’m already shivering violently and I’m still pretty far from home.

      “Okay.” With a small smile, I climb into the backseat of the car. “Thank you, for everything.”

      Drew leans down toward me, his purely masculine scent overpowering my senses. God, he smells good. “Take care, Sydney.” That honeyed voice sends my hormones into overdrive.

      He shuts the door and as I give Bruce my address, I catch a glimpse of Drew. He’s deep in thought, rubbing a finger over his lips as he stands alone on the empty sidewalk. Knowing he can’t see me through the blacked-out windows, I watch as we drive away until he’s out of sight.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      “Do you need me to get you a cab this morning?” Richard, my doorman, asks as he follows me out into the freezing morning air.

      I laugh at the kind man I’ve known for years. “I must be a glutton for punishment since I’m walking this morning, Richard, but thanks.” My idea that the icy air will help wake me up probably isn’t a good one, but I start walking.

      I wave, turn right, and effortlessly merge into the crowded city sidewalk. Hustling through the congested sidewalk as fast as I can without twisting an ankle or crashing into someone, I make it to the Village Coffee Bar on Bleecker Street in less than ten minutes.

      Arriving just before the end of my nose goes numb, I fling open the door to the café and am surrounded by two of my favorite smells—coffee and cinnamon. Happy to be out of the bitter cold, I make a beeline for the long serving counter where my best friend Leah is waiting on an older woman who seems to be having difficulty deciding on her order.

      After an eternity of waffling between a cranberry muffin and a blueberry lemon croissant, the woman pays for her pastries and her drink and leaves the café.

      Stepping up to the register, I give my best friend a sweet smile. “How’s it going, Leah?”

      Narrowing her eyes as if there’s something different about me, she assesses my appearance. She must not find anything, because she breaks into a huge grin. “Going great. Busy. Your usual?” She starts getting my order without waiting for my answer.

      “Were you up late last night working on the Warren Hotel project?” She smirks, lowering her voice into a seductive purr. “Or were you thinking about your handsome, MMA-loving white knight?” Leah laughs as she hands me my coffee and croissant.

      I roll my eyes. I shouldn’t have told her about my encounter with Drew yesterday. She’ll push me to date him. She pushes me to date anyone with a pulse.

      “The presentation, Leah.” I don’t feel a single bit guilty for lying to my friend. In actuality, I was up all night thinking about Drew and his hot body and honest eyes. But she would make me miserable if she knew. “Wait, how did you know I was up late?”

      “Syd, first, I’ve known you for a long time. Second, I know you have a deadline coming up, and third,” she points at my face, “the bags under your eyes have bags.”

      I relax and laugh at her honesty. “Yeah, you’re right. I do look like something the dog dragged home.”

      Leah cackles loudly, her blonde ponytail swishing behind her. “You’re still more gorgeous with your overtired, baggy-eyed face than most girls are on their best day, Syd. No wonder the guy at that gym helped you out.”

      Smiling, I turn and sling my bag onto my favorite table in the back corner. Leah is always complimenting me, but she’s quite the looker herself. Sometimes I wonder how many of New York’s finest young businessmen come in for the great pastries, and how many come in to hit on Leah.

      Probably fifty-fifty.

      Settling into a chair, I pull my huge stack of files and my laptop from the messenger bag and spread them out on the table to get started. This presentation has to be perfect; it’s the highest profile project I’ve been given, and the executives at the Warren hotel are going to decide if the concept I came up with is suitable for the image they wish to convey for their rebranded nightclub.

      After letting my mind fill with visions of Drew’s hot body and the electricity I felt when he touched me, I have a lot of work to get done.

      An hour and a half and two cups of coffee later, I’m startled when a chair is dragged back from my table and a tall man with a huge to-go cup of coffee and a napkin-wrapped croissant sits gracefully across from me.

      “Sydney, how are you, sweetheart?” he asks as he shows me his perfect white teeth.

      “Adam, how have you been?”

      Adam is what I like to think of as an acquaintance, not a friend. I don’t let people into my inner circle, so I have very few friends. Well, one friend actually. Leah. But I know several people well enough in passing to hold a semi-personal conversation. Adam has been a frequent customer of the Coffee Bar over the last three months, and whenever he comes in and sees me, he tends to sit and chat.

      I like Adam—he’s perpetually happy and makes me feel good, but mostly I like him because he never asks questions I find too invasive to answer. Plus, it seems as though he has similar reasons to protect his own personal life. Adam even sits as though he’s protecting his space. Hiding in the corner with his back to the door, using me as a human shield.

      He’s also super easy on the eyes, so spending a few hours with him each week is no hardship. Plus he’s great at letting me bounce ideas off of him when I feel conflicted about a design element. He has a unique perspective on design that makes me think he’s a very creative person overall.

      “I’m brilliant,” Adam says in his smooth British accent. “I’ve had quite a bit on my plate so I haven’t been able to get here in a while. When I woke up for work much earlier than should be allowed, I decided I really wanted a good cup of coffee, so I knew I had to pop in here. Plus, this week’s croissant is espresso chip, and you well know I can’t pass that up.” He breaks out that million dollar smile again as he sips from his coffee. “Getting to chat you up is just the icing on the cake, sweetheart.”

      He sounds exhausted. I take a good look at Adam, but he looks as good as usual. From his short, almost black hair that sticks up on the top of his head in a sexy just-out-of-bed way, to his stubble-covered angular jaw and perfect lips, to his obviously toned body shown off under form-fitting T-shirts. Then there’s my favorite, that mysterious dark tattoo that peeks out from his left sleeve. Of course today, most of him is hidden under a hat, scarf and winter coat, but still, he’s very attractive.

      I start mentally comparing him to Drew as he’s regarding me curiously.

      “Well, everyone knows that if you want a good cup of coffee, this is the only place in the city to get it.” I lace my words with humor.

      Narrowing my gaze on Adam, I think about a problem I’m having that he may be able to help me with. “Actually, since you’re here, I’m working on the design for the new Verve nightclub at the Warren Hotel in Midtown that I told you about. I have the barstools narrowed down to these two choices.”

      Clicking a few times on the laptop, I spin it around to show him the screen. “Which one says young and fun, but only if you have tons of money?” Adam looks up from the computer, confused. I purse my lips and wink at him. “Strange, right? The Warren execs want to convey an exclusive feel, but also want young trendy people to frequent the bar.”

      Adam smirks, his lively hazel eyes meeting mine. “Okay, I’ll have a go.” He stares at the screen and within seconds points to the chair on the left. “Chrome is high maintenance and expensive looking. Dark distressed leather is fun and young. I would go with that one.”

      I turn the laptop back to face me and scowl at the two photos as if one of them would jump off the screen and into my lap.

      He’s good, really good.

      “You’re right. It fits perfectly.” I let my stressed-out features relax into an expression of relief and rest back in my chair. “Thanks, Adam. I’ve been working so much lately that even the smallest decisions seem overwhelming. All I needed was a break and a fresh set of eyes.” I nudge his arm playfully and close the laptop.

      “Well, my work here is done.” He stands up to leave, leaning over to give me a chaste peck on the cheek. “See you later, sweetheart. Don’t stress so much, your design is great. I’m sure all of the rich young elites in New York will be queuing up at The Warren’s new club soon enough. Just remember me when you have that big opening night bash to attend.”

      “Bye Adam, and thanks for being my sounding board. I think I’ll take your advice and call it a day.” I smile and start packing up my things as Adam ducks his head and leaves the café.

      Leah comes bounding over, gathers up the dishes and gives the table a quick wipe down. “I never get sick of looking at that fine man.” She waggles her perfectly plucked eyebrows suggestively.

      “I know what you mean,” I mumble as I gather up the rest of my wayward files and stuff them into my bag.

      Leah grabs my arm and stares at me. “I don’t think you do, Syd.” Her tiny face hardens as she lectures me again on my lack of a social life. “You’re going to have to let someone in eventually. You can’t keep secrets from everyone forever. I’m your best friend, and I love you, but the extremes you go to for privacy are ridiculous. I get it, but it’s still ridiculous. You can’t let your past dictate your life.

      “You should have gotten yourself a piece of Adam by now. You’ve spent who knows how many hours sitting next to him and you don’t even know what he does for a living! And what about this Drew guy from yesterday that you’re obsessing over? Did you get his number?”

      Trying my hardest not to get angry, I tell her what she doesn’t want to hear. “No, I didn’t get his number and I’m not obsessing over him.” I so am. “I appreciate your concern. I know you’re right but I just don’t feel that way about Adam. He’s hot and he’s nice and he might be into me.” I sigh. “You know it would only be a one-night stand and I just don’t want to go there with him. I like talking to him about useless, unimportant stuff. The second I get involved deeper, I get asked questions about my life. It would ruin everything. It’s the same with Drew, I just can’t risk it right now.” I pull back the frustration I feel rising in my voice. “Call me tomorrow. If I need a break from work we can grab dinner.”

      Leah stares hard into my eyes, as if silently willing me to see things her way. I watch as her resolve melts away. “Definitely. Dinner sounds great.”

      [image: ]

      The next few days consist of work, sleep, and breaks to eat and hang with Leah. That’s it. Adam hasn’t reappeared at the café, so I’ve avoided having that conversation with Leah again, and she let the Drew thing drop since I have no way to contact him.

      Not that I’ve stopped thinking about him and his gentle touch and scorching hot gaze. Such a contradiction, a man so strong and fierce that he fights other men in his spare time, but so tender and kind that he wrapped up my injury and made sure I got home okay.

      It’s Tuesday afternoon and I have to show the Warren Hotel’s final presentation to my mother for approval. Sitting in my home office, I stretch my arms over my head, drained from work.

      I love my mom, but sometimes dealing with her is exhausting, even if it’s only on the phone. When your mom is also your boss, it gets even more stressful, and Evangeline Allen is a force of nature. I decide to rest on the comfy couch by the huge office window before calling her.

      My mom packed her bags at age nineteen and moved to LA. Her innate talent, natural good looks and unwavering work ethic brought her near instant success in Hollywood, landing her the tabloid title of “America’s Sweetheart.”

      Within a year, she accepted her Best Actress Oscar for her portrayal of a pharmaceutical company CEO turned patient activist. My mom is still comforted years after her parents died in a car crash in upstate New York by the fact that they got to see her best moment and didn’t have to see her very public disgrace.

      Young, rich and famous, my mom married Hollywood’s “Bad Boy,” my dad, Reid Tannen. Rugged, masculine, and an A-list fixture in Hollywood circles, he broke hearts all over town when he and my mom exchanged “I do’s.” My mom and dad were a tabloid reporter’s dream come true. The fresh-faced and sweet Evangeline landing Hollywood’s biggest player meant they were hounded by paparazzi and fans everywhere they went.

      My dad had been known to get into bar fights in his early days in LA, and his “Bad Boy” image resurfaced several times in my childhood. Usually rearing its ugly head when he would beat down photographers who threatened my mother or me. I remember having to be surrounded by bodyguards just to go to school every day. It got so bad that my parents couldn’t even drop me off themselves because it caused too big of a scene.

      I stare at the ceiling in my office, thinking about how lonely my childhood was. If there’s one thing I learned from my parents, it’s to be cautious of anyone and everyone, because they just want to use you to get something for themselves. When I was twelve, it made my world turn upside down.

      [image: ]

      My best friend Tara and I are hanging by her pool after school on one of a string of perfect days in LA in early September. Her mother, a producer who has worked with my mom several times, comes out of the house and down by the pool where we’re sunning ourselves and gossiping about classmates at our elite private school.

      “Sydney, your mom is sending a car for you early, you need to get home.”

      Tara and I exchange looks and roll our eyes at the drama that always seems to surround my parents, constantly bleeding over into my life.

      “I’ll see you tomorrow at school, Tara.” I grab my stuff and leave the backyard, not knowing that I’d never see my friend again.

      My mom’s silver Range Rover with the blacked-out windows is sitting in the driveway when I leave the house. Robbie, Mom’s bodyguard, jumps out of the backseat and holds the door open for me to climb in, then follows suit behind me.

      “Miss Tannen, sorry to interrupt your fun.”

      My eyes widen in surprise at his apology. I notice his normally serious face has softened. He puts a large, dark hand on my shoulder, patting me awkwardly.

      I wrinkle my nose and look at Robbie like he’s crazy. “No problem, Robbie. I’m sure mom has some super important stuff going on.” I use my preteen sarcasm to make me sound confident, but as we drive through the hills to the house I have a nagging feeling that something is very wrong.

      By the time the SUV turns up the long drive to my parents’ massive house, I’ve worked myself into a full-out panic. There are reporters all over the street in front of our private gate, screaming at the Range Rover as it passes them, banging on the sides, not possibly knowing who’s inside the SUV because of the dark windows.

      I press my sweaty palms to legs and sit up as straight and rigid as a board, swallowing so hard I swear our driver Brett could hear it from the front seat. I’m used to the press hanging around, but this many of them at once isn’t a common occurrence.

      The Range Rover pulls up to the side of the garage and now it’s quite clear that something is off. There are at least six cars in the driveway that don’t belong to my parents, only one of which I recognize. That one belongs to Mom’s head of public relations, Devin Arnette. He’s a nice enough guy, but why is he here?

      Notably absent is Daddy’s sleek, black Bugatti Veyron. My dad might be gone a lot, but he rarely takes out the Bugatti since he had it rebuilt after the accident. He loves that car, but hates the attention he gets when he drives it and the memories it holds.

      Robbie jumps out and helps me down from the Rover. He turns and grabs my bag from the seat and follows as I weave through the vehicles in our eight-car garage and into the house.

      When I climb the stairs from the garage and come out into the foyer, a ripple of fear runs down my neck. There are people all over the house with clipboards and earpieces and they’re tossing things into boxes all around me.

      Standing, shaky and confused, I forget about Robbie until he whispers in my ear. “Your mom is up in her room, you need to go see her.”

      At some point I must have moved because somehow I make it up the stairs and down the hallway to my parents’ room, but I don’t remember doing it. The closer I get to the enormous master suite, the louder the thudding in my chest becomes.

      Nervously, I peek into the room. Mom is standing in her giant walk-in closet barking orders to a disheveled-looking young man with yet another clipboard.

      “Sydney! You’re here.”

      I turn around to see Devin sitting on one of the oversized leather chairs by the fireplace. He jumps up and hugs me to his perfectly pressed, Prada-clad chest, his expensive cologne surrounding me.

      “W-w-what’s going on, Devin?”

      “Sydney, I’m going to let your mom tell you most of what’s happening. What I can say is that the two of you are going to live in New York.”

      I let out a cry and take a step back from Devin. “Are you insane? We can’t go to New York! I live here! We live here! What about my dad?”

      Devin’s face falls when I mention my dad. Quickly, he composes himself, rearranging his features back into that perfect Hollywood pleasantry. I know that look, I’ve seen my parents use it. Whatever is going on is bad. Really bad.

      “Your dad’s not going, Sydney. Your parents are getting divorced.”

      Whether it’s the long day, the dehydration from lying in the sun, or the hysteria building up inside me, I, Sydney Tannen, have my very first panic attack and black out.
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      Trembling all over, I wake up, not quite sure where I am. It’s pitch black in the room. It takes me a full minute of fumbling around to realize I fell asleep on the couch in my office. I sit up and frown, trying to push the past that continues to plague me out of my head.

      Why does my mind keep going back there?

      For the second time that day, I’m shaking and freaking out. When the panic begins to overtake me, I stand up and press my forehead against the cool glass of the massive picture window behind my desk. Breathing in deep and taking in the enormity of the city stops the shaking in my hands. The feeling I get from the view—that I’m small, invisible, and anonymous, knowing that no one can find me—that’s what slows my racing heart.

      A few minutes later, I let out a huge breath and drop into the desk chair to call my mom.

      “Sydney! How are you, sweetie?” Mom’s soothing voice floats out of the phone after the third ring.

      “Great Mom, how’s Belize?”

      My mom spends every winter on a private island off the coast of Belize. She designs her custom décor and furniture line from her winter home, running Allen Deconstruction from her home. I have at least thirty employees at my beck and call at the New York office, so it’s pretty much my fault when I get overwhelmed on a project, since I never call any of them. Very few of them know who I am. I don’t need them judging me or worse, trying to befriend me. Only three employees know that Evangeline Allen is the Allen behind the company name, and they’ve signed non-disclosures.

      “It’s beautiful, darling. If I didn’t need you in New York, I would have you stay here with me for a month.”

      I suppress the urge to respond with a laugh, instead rolling my eyes. Mom always talks about needing me in New York, but I know she could easily have someone else to do the presentations. Including me is my mother’s way of making me feel necessary to the business, and I appreciate it.

      “So you received the Warren project? Did you look over everything?”

      On edge and unable to sit still, I get up and pace back and forth in front of the big window, watching the headlights crawl down the street in front of my building.

      “I did, sweetie, and they’re great. I love what you did with the VIP area, incorporating our new line of low-rise love seats and the glass and chrome tables. It’s genius.”

      I can hear my mom’s fingers flying over the keyboard of her computer as she speaks, making changes and sending them back to me. “I tweaked one little thing with the table sconces but the rest is a go. I’m sending it back to you right now. I’ve cc’d Bethany Williams at the office so don’t worry about that.” The typing sounds stop. “Good luck tomorrow, Syd, but I know you don’t need it.”

      I can feel my mom smiling through the phone as we chat a little about the weather in New York and the diving in Belize, as well as next year’s designs. When we hang up, I’m relieved. That went better than expected. Maybe she trusts me more after my last two projects were so well received.

      Tired, I take one last look through the huge office window and into the night. Breathing deep, I turn back to the desk and shut down my MacBook, plug in my phone, and leave the office to get ready for bed.

      As I scrub my weary face I look in the mirror. At five foot seven inches, I’m tall enough, and my near religious devotion to yoga and running keeps my body lithe and athletic, although sometimes I’m almost too thin. Probably because the exercise is more to keep me too tired to think, which is why I take it to extremes sometimes. Touching my mouth, I know I look exactly like my mother, except I have my dad’s eyes and too-full lips.

      The circles under my large blue eyes are becoming darker than ever. I also notice how dull they seem; joyless. As much as I blame the stress on work, I know that my anxiety issues and lack of sleep from never facing down the trauma of my past play the biggest part in my haggard appearance.

      I’m twenty-four going on fifty.

      Sighing, I turn from the mirror and head into my bedroom.

      I devoted an entire corner of the room to my bookcases, stacked high with all types of novels and design books. Since I don’t watch or even own a TV, the shelves are overflowing.

      Too tired, I skip reading tonight and climb into bed. Thankfully, I fall asleep before a single worry can come back into my fragile mind.
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      “Well Miss Allen, this is perfect. It is exactly what the Warren was looking for in our nightclub redesign.” I smile and stand up from the conference table to shake hands with Jeff Talley, the project manager for the Warren Hotel remodel.

      “Yes, it’s definitely what we want Verve to portray to the city,” chirps Natasha Lin, head of the New York location. “I think the hotel chain president will want to redesign all of our nightclubs with your firm once he sees what you’ve done.”

      As I reach out to shake Natasha’s small hand, I look at her beautiful, put-together appearance. Her shiny black hair is cut blunt at her pointy chin and her dark eyes are radiant. I silently thank my under-eye concealer for keeping me from looking like a zombie this morning.

      “Thank you both so much. Mr. Talley, I’ll arrange for the shipments of materials for your workers to begin the install, and you can tell me the dates you choose so I can be there to oversee the design.”

      After exchanging goodbyes, I pack up my presentation and head home, smiling genuinely for the first time in several weeks.

      With the pitch done, I feel as if a huge weight has been lifted from my shoulders. Unfortunately, the weight of being Sydney Allen still presses down on me relentlessly. I had thought that at age fourteen, when I asked my mom to let me change my name from Tannen to Allen, some of the anxiety I suffered would have vanished with my dad’s famous name. And it did bring me some degree of anonymity. Everyone knew who Sydney Tannen was, but few put the pieces together when I was introduced as Sydney Allen.

      But there is no erasing my memories, no matter how hard I try to pretend they didn’t happen. I refuse to dwell on the fact that my dad betrayed me and my mother very publically and hasn’t bothered to contact us since. I asked my mom about Reid Tannen when they broke up. I cried and threw a fit and missed him every single day, but I was just too young to understand and eventually too afraid of opening wounds that had taken my mom years to heal.

      Ultimately, it was easier to cope if I just stuffed the pain down and didn’t think about it at all. As much as I want to ask all of the questions that plague me to this day, I’m deathly afraid to find out the answers.

      So here I am, in this unending limbo of denial. It doesn’t take a genius to ascertain that this is the root of all of my problems.

      Once I get home, I turn to my usual therapy to work through my issues: running. I throw on my Nikes, strap my iPod to my arm, pull on a knitted skullcap and head back into the city to sweat out my problems before the winter brings a very early nightfall.

      I’m on my fourth mile when I think about what Leah said the other day in the café. Leah was my first friend when I moved to New York twelve years ago, and she knows everything about my past. She knows why I refuse to own a TV, why I won’t read entertainment magazines, why I haven’t seen a movie since moving to the city, why I don’t listen to any music made after 2001, why I avoid real relationships, and even she thinks it’s time for me to let people in.

      Is it time to let someone in?

      Maybe, but I’m afraid that anyone I let in would eventually sell me out to the tabloids when they find out who I am. The thought of reliving that nightmare sends a paralyzing spasm through my chest, making it difficult to breathe. Leah hasn’t sold me out, but not everyone is as loyal as my best friend.

      People also weren’t camping out on her front walk when she was a kid, threatening to kill themselves if they couldn’t meet her dad.

      Wanting to get rid of the anxiety I have rushing through my veins, I crank up the deep bass of Green Day and push myself to run faster as I contemplate Leah’s advice. What is the worst that could happen? Could I lose my hard-earned anonymity and survive? Or is it worse to live without ever letting anyone in? Would letting go stop the anxiety and the flashbacks? Is it time to want more for myself?

      After pushing through four more miles I come to a stop in front of the brick and glass exterior of my building. Panting, I bend over and put my hands down on my knees, attempting to catch my breath.

      I pull out my earbuds, throw a quick “hello” at Richard and bolt inside. Feeling even more antisocial than usual, I decide to order Thai food to be delivered and spend the night reading until I fall asleep.
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      “Sydney. Sydney! Baby, are you awake?” The stress and panic in Mother’s voice jolts me awake.

      I open my eyes and remember that I’m lying on my parents’ bed, with my mother and Devin, her head of PR, leaning over me. They both have deep furrows etched in their concerned faces.

      “Don’t sit up too fast, baby. You scared us there by fainting.” Mom hugs me to her chest and pulls her fingers through my wavy auburn hair. “I know this is overwhelming, Sydney. I’m getting us out of here before it gets worse. Don’t worry, I won’t let them destroy you.”

      I’m too tired to know what Mom is talking about so I simply nod my head. I’ve been through so much these past two months, I don’t have the energy for questions right now. Suddenly, I’m so tired I feel as though every last bit of me has been drained out and left hollow.

      The next hour is a whirlwind of activity of strangers in my house, so I retreat to my bedroom and collapse on the massive bed. My eyes track the erratic patterns of light on the ceiling. Moments later there’s a soft knock on the door. Mom breezes into the room and sits on the bed, putting a hand on my knee.

      “Sydney, we’re going now. All of your stuff will be sent to New York later this week. The jet is waiting for us at Van Nuys.”

      Exhausted, I gather all of the strength I have left and sit up to get a look at my mother’s face. From a very young age I’ve been able to tell the difference between Eva Allen, my mom, and Evangeline Allen, the actress. The face I’m looking at across the brand new fluffy pink and white comforter is nothing but an act. This is the composed façade my mom wears to make it seem as though she’s strong while inside, she’s falling to pieces. This is what makes her a great actress. But even Mom can’t hold up the performance for much longer.

      “Am I going to see Daddy before we leave?”

      Reacting to my question, my mother’s face falls for the briefest of moments before the mask snaps back in place.

      “No, Syd. He’s gone. I’ve asked him to leave and to never come back.”
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      I shoot up out of bed, clutching at the covers to get to my rapidly beating heart. Wiping the sweat off of my brow with a trembling hand, I take a quick look at the clock on the nightstand.

      3:07a.m.

      I sigh and fall back, punching my pillow in defeat. Running to exhaustion is supposed to keep the memories away for the night but it isn’t working anymore. Rage and resentment course through me, flooding my skin with heat.

      I’m angry. Beyond angry. I’m furious.

      Why can’t I sleep peacefully without exercising myself to death? I’m so sick and tired of pretending my past didn’t happen, that I didn’t care my dad abandoned me. Years of therapy and I’m still an untrusting, anxiety-ridden shell of a girl.

      Too wound up to sleep, I throw back the covers and stomp down the hall to the kitchen. Flicking on lights as I enter each room, I stomp over to the cabinet, yank out a shot glass and bottle of Patrón, and throw down a large gulp of the liquid, letting the fire burn my throat as I swallow. I slam the glass down on the counter and step over to the full-sized wine cooler, pull out a bottle of my favorite Cabernet and pour a huge glassful.

      If running won’t work, I know for sure that alcohol will calm my nerves.

      I turn on my heel and stalk back down the hall, fuming as I head into my office and fall into the desk chair in a heap. Taking a huge gulp of wine, I flip open my laptop and tap my fingers impatiently as I wait for it to start up.

      Ugh! Still vibrating with nervous energy, I spin the chair around and stare out the window. One more giant mouthful and the alcohol coursing through my body will begin to numb the pain.

      Turning back to the computer, I bring up Google and hesitate as my hands hover over the keyboard. Determined to see this through, I throw back the final gulp, emptying the glass of my liquid courage. Shaking, I type a name into the search engine that I haven’t looked for in the last twelve years.

      

      Reid Tannen

      

      As cold as it is in my apartment in January, I can feel sweat beading on my furrowed brow. “I can do this.” Saying it out loud doesn’t make me feel any stronger.

      The last twelve years of my life have been carefully structured to avoid situations like this one. No Hollywood, no gossip rags, no TV shows, no Google, no celebrity—all to prevent repeating the overpowering heartache I suffered through when I was just a kid.

      I can’t even name the latest hot young actor. Newest blockbuster? No clue. Biggest TV show? Nope. Top 50 songs? No idea.

      After seeing the hurt my mother felt at the hands of fame—hands that would rip you to shreds five minutes after holding you aloft for your achievements—I feel nauseous at the entire concept of their ivory tower of hypocrisy and livid at Americans for buying into all that celebrity-obsessed garbage.

      But I’m even more sick of worrying, sick of being alone, sick of not trusting anyone, sick of sleepless nights, sick of pretending my dad didn’t leave. It’s time to take the past and confront it. My finger hovers over the key, then I take a deep breath, squeeze my eyes shut and hit

      

      Enter

      

      Afraid to look at the results, I press the heels of my hands into my tired eyes, inhale deeply, and peek up at the screen. Along with several photos of Dad, my eyes bug out as I scan link after link of articles relating to his life and work: 150,000,000 results to be exact. Holy cow.

      

      Reid Tannen – IMDB

      Reid Tannen: Actor, producer. Filmography, biography, awards, personal life…

      

      Reid Tannen - Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

      Arthur Reid Tannen (born March 20, 1966) is an American actor and film producer. Tannen has received four Academy Award nominations and five Golden Globe nominations. Winning one Golden Globe for…

      

      Reid Tannen fan site

      Find all the latest news, images, videos and more. Click…

      

      News for Reid Tannen

      Reid Tannen Breaking News, Photos, and Videos | RoxyFan

      1 day ago – Top Hollywood hunks Maxon Sundry and Reid Tannen show off their sculpted abs while filming a movie at an undisclosed beach in Hawaii. The ever hot Reid grabbed a paddleboard between scenes and hit the surf…

      

      Bad Boy Reid Tannen Angry Again

      CelebWeekly- Reid Tannen lashes out at fans and photogs that get too close and personal to the star on the set of his current movie, Anti-Hero, filming in various locations around Hawaii. The long time “Bad Boy” was…

      

      Reid Tannen admits in Walters interview that he screwed up with Evangeline Allen

      abcnews.com- The notoriously tight-lipped Tannen sat down with Barbara Walters for her “Most Fascinating Person of the Year” interview and shed a little bit of light on his relationship with his ex-wife, Evangeline Allen, and his estranged daughter Sydney. What small bits of information he revealed…

      

      Hollywood buzzes with Oscar fever, Reid Tannen a sure thing?

      Entertainment 8- Insiders say that Reid Tannen is not only a shoo-in for an Oscar nomination for his portrayal of tormented painter Vincent van Gogh in his movie House of Auvers, it is said he is all but guaranteed the win. After four nominations and zero wins, is it finally Tannen’s time to shine? Academy…

      

      My eyes are drawn to the hundreds of tiny thumbnails of my dad. I click on each one and study it intently before moving to the next. Hot tears burn my eyes as I look at the face of a man I loved and looked up to as a child. He doesn’t look a whole lot different than I remember. Maybe there are a few more lines around the face, and his piercing blue eyes seem less lively in photos than in person.

      My dad is clearly still gorgeous.
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