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PROLOGUE



Once upon a time there lived four beautiful, fabulous sisters. Except they arent sisters yet. And that once upon a time? Well, its now.

There are a lot of stories about girls in New York City, but nothing beats a modern fairy tale. And no place is more magical than Manhattan, with its glittering skyscrapers, stately town houses, and glamorous residents.

Our story begins with Cate and Andie. Their mom died when they were both pretty young. Sounds like the start of a Disney movie, right? Wrong. Cate thinks her past tragedy excuses her present diva attitude. As for Andie, all she wants is to steal the spotlight from her picture-perfect older sister. If only she had a fairy godmotherer, godsisterto help her figure out how.

Across the pond, Stellas as beautiful and breezynot to mention socialas a butterfly. Her younger sister Lola? Not so much. But maybe a change of scenery can transform this cheeky caterpillar into a charming beauty. After all, isnt metamorphosis the most timeless theme of all?

So sit back and enjoy this little bedtime story. And dont think you know how itll all come to a close.

Not all fairy tales have happy endings.








THERES NO PLACE LIKE HOME



Stella Childs watched, annoyed, as her twelve-year-old sister Lola held her Burberry cat carrier steady on the black leather seat and peered inside.

Dont be scared, Heath Bar, Lola cooed. Were here! New York Sit-aaaay!

A few whiskers poked out the front of the mesh grate and the giant orange cat mewed. Stella rolled her eyes and turned back toward the window.

Stella, darling, you all right? Emma Childs glanced across the limo at her oldest daughter, who was sitting on the other side of the cat carrier, tracing a finger over a red line in the Burberry plaid.

Fine. Just fine. Stella rolled down the tinted window and let the warm wind whip through her shoulder-length blond curls. Times Square flew past outside, with its towering walls of garish billboards. A six-story-high Rolex watch showed the time: 4:07. Which meant it was a little after nine oclock in London. Robin Lawrence was having a party at his flat in South Kensington, just like he did every year the Friday before school started. He had huge dark brown eyes and wild black hair that looked like it was cut with a machete. He was adorable. Stella should have been there.

Emma kept her green eyes on Stella and unbuttoned the top of her beige cropped trench coat. Im looking forward to spending the weekend together, getting settled before you girls start school. I missed you both so much this summer.

Stella and Lola had spent the summer in Tuscany with their grandmother, who had moved there ten years ago to grow organic grapes and make her own vinegarlike wine. But anything was better than being stuck in London, where the tabloids were cataloging every detail of their parents recent divorce.

Mum, are you going to be on the Ralph Lauren billboards? Lola asked excitedly, staring up at an advertisement for Calvin Klein tighty-whiteys.

I assume, Emma replied. But we havent started shooting yet, so not for a while.

Stella rolled her eyes. Emma, as British as cricket, tea, and crumpets, was now the face of the most American label on the planet. Soon shed be eating corn dogs and throwing barbecues for the Fourth of July.

Will you sit front row at their show at Fashion Week? Lola continued excitedly.

Probably. Emma just smiled.

When you do, make sure you thank Ralph for ruining my life, Stella muttered, keeping her eyes on the mustard yellow cab speeding next to them. The little boy in the back seat had his thumb lodged up his nose.

I know this is hard for you, Stella, but New York will be good for us. Winston is so excited to have you here, too, her mom said softly. Im glad youll finally have a proper introduction.

Stella curled her toes in her Juicy espadrilles. There was that name againWinston. The first time Stella heard about Winston was in the spring, after Emma got back from signing the Ralph Lauren contract in New York. Stella and Lola had been walking with their mom in Kensington Gardens, watching the miniature sailboats cut across Round Pond, when Emma dropped the news. Stella had only processed a few wordsdeep connection, New York, magical, banker, two daughtersbut it had been enough to know her mum had a boyfriend. And she didnt want to think about Emma having a deep connection with anyone.

Five months later, it was clear that Winston wasnt going to disappearbut Stella intended to stay as far away from him as possible. After all, New York was a city of eight million people. How hard could it be?

Her mother kept her eyes on her older daughter as she finger-combed Lolas wind-knotted waves. I know youre angry with me right now, she said as the limo wove through Central Park, where groups of teenage girls were sprawled on beach blankets, enjoying their lazy Friday afternoons. But moving here is the right thing for all of us. I couldnt keep you in London a second longer. This job wasnt just a good opportunity for meits going to be good for all of us. Its just Her moms voice cracked.

Stella waited for her to go on, to mention her dad and the affair that had brought them to New York, but she didnt.

Lola shot Stella a why-do-you-have-to-be-such-a-horrid-person look, but Stella just sneered back. She wasnt horrid, she was honest.

It was true that London had been awful this past year, but Stella was supposed to go to the Millshire Preparatory School this fall, the most elite school in London. She had already gone shopping with her best friends Pippa and Bridget for outfits for the entire first semester. But now shed be attending Ashton Prep, an all-girl school where they wore uniforms every day. It was such a waste to leave London now, with a new wardrobe that would only get to come out and play on the weekends.

Stella bit a cuticle. She hated New York City. She hated that she had to leave her friends, her school, her clothes, her life behind. But more than anything, she hated Cloud McClean, that unitard-wearing, pop-singing twit who had stolen her father, Duke Theodore Toddy Childs, from her momfrom all of them.

After shed found out that her dad was cheating with the Britney Spears of the U.K., she hadnt wanted to talk about it or think about it. Even now, Pippa and Bridget were the only two people outside her family who knew why her parents had divorced.

Sorry, Mum, Stella finally said, so quietly she doubted Emma could hear. Her mom pressed her finger to her temple and sighed. Even when Emma was nervous or upset, she still looked beautiful. Her light blond hair fell just to her shoulders, and her weekly facials gave her skin a permanent glow.

Look! Lola shouted.

The limo sped north up a wide avenue, and Stella watched the shops pass one by oneArmani, Versace, Donna Karan, Chlofeeling like shed spotted a few old friends. Stella slid into the middle seat to look over Lolas shoulder. A girl with enormous black Gucci sunglasses waltzed out of Donna Karan, clutching a handful of shopping bags from Searle and Prada.

After a few more blocks, they turned down a tree-lined street and pulled over in front of a Victorian that was five stories tall and covered with shiny green ivy. Protruding from one side of it was a brick tower, making it look like a castle. There was a short wrought iron fence out front and a glossy black door with a wide half-moon window above it.

This is it, Emma told the girls, studying their faces.

Bloody hell, Stella breathed, staring at the massive brick building.

Stella, language, her mom said gently.

Its brilliant! Lola cried, pushing out the door, cat carrier in hand. Look, Heath Bar! Her skinny arms strained to lift up the canvas bag so the twenty-pound cat could get a better view. Its practically a castle!

Heath Bar pushed his pink nose against the mesh and mewed.

This isour new house? Stella asked, sliding across the slick seat and stepping out. She loved her town house in West London, a three-story beige building with two pillars on either side of the red front door. But this was grand, a house fit for a princessa newly transplanted Upper East Side princess.

Mum? Stella peered into the car. Emma was sitting with her hands on her lap, her face a little pale. Mum?

Right, Emma said, finally following them onto the sidewalk. The driver, a muscular redheaded man, walked around to the back of the limo and opened the trunk. Emma brought her fingers to the platinum chain around her neck and played with it nervously. I have something to tell you.

Lola spun around and set the carrier on the sidewalk. Heath Bar mewed again. Do we each get our own floor? she asked, her green eyes wide.

No Emma answered slowly, resting her hands on the front of her dark wash A.P.C. jeans. It was difficult to find a place over the summer, so I thought we could try something a little moretemporary.

This is brilliant, mum, really. Stella wondered if it had a garden out back or one of those funny lap pools where you could swim forever and always stay in the same place. Maybe living here wouldnt be so bad after all.

The driver set the four Louis Vuitton suitcases on the sidewalk. Stella grabbed the handle of one of the smaller ones, ready to break down the door.

Stella Her mom rested a hand on her shoulder to stop her. This is Winstons town house. Were going to be staying with him for a while, here, with his daughters.

What? Stella spun around.

Lola pressed her hands to her freckled cheeks.


Its a trial period, Emma continued. Were going to take it day by day and see how we all get along. This way you can start Ashton Prep with the girls on Monday. Stella squeezed the suitcase handle tight, the leather sticky against her skin. I think youll like them, Stella. Theyre quite lovely.

Stella looked back at the house, her head spinning. There was a small gold plaque above the mailbox, engraved with the word sloane. The black metal box was filled with mailthe Sloanes mail. She peered inside the front window. The foyer was all white marble, with a massive staircase and an ornate silk chair that looked like it had been stolen from Versailles. It was the Sloanes foyertheir staircase, their chair. In one of the top windows a girl peered out from behind the curtain.

The house suddenly didnt seem that incredible.

Lola clapped her hands together quickly in front of her face, the way she always did when she was excited. It was beyond annoying, but right now Lolas spastic movements were the least of Stellas problems.

A man opened the door and walked out onto the stone steps. Emma! he called. He was in his late forties, with salt-and-pepper hair and a tanned, chiseled face. He wore a crisp blue button-down shirt and burgundy penny loafers.

You must be Stella, Winston said, reaching out his hand. Stella kept her arms firmly at her sides. No way. There was absolutely no way she was going shake this mans hand, let alone live in his home.

She turned to step back inside the limo, but it was already pulling away from the curb. It isnt too late, she thought as it stopped at the red light at the end of the block. She could make a run for it. The driver would take her to JFK and shed get on the next plane back to Heathrow. Shed stroll in the gate of Millshire in her strappy blue sailor dress, flanked by Pippa and Bridget, and theyd have another fabulous year.

But then the light turned green, and the limo disappeared around the corner.

Stella looked back at her moms worried face, at Winstons overtanned-from-a-season-in-the-Hamptons nose, at Lolas wide green eyes, and then back at the Sloanes house. The girl had disappeared from the window.

She let go of her Louis Vuitton carryall and it fell to the sidewalk with a thud. Winston took her limp hand in his and shook it up and down for a good ten seconds, smiling like he was a little dim.

Welcome home!








MIRROR, MIRROR, ON THE WALL, WHOS THE FAIREST OF THEM ALL?



Cate Sloane tucked her dark brown hair behind her ears and studied herself in the white-framed full-length mirror. Her navy Tory Burch shift with the silver logo button near the collar whispered, Most Likely to Succeed.

Unfortunately, she needed something that screamed, Will Attack if Provoked.

She threw a kelly green cashmere cardigan over her shoulders, but it made her feel like she was celebrating St. Patricks Day five months too late. It wasnt right. Nothing was right anymore. Any second shed be living with Emmas daughtersStella and Lulu. Lulu! Shed already suffered through twelve of her fourteen years with Andiesuck-up, wannabe Andie, so short she could be mistaken for a refugee from Munchkinland. Wasnt that enough?

She crossed the room to the window, pulling off the sweater and tossing it on the floor. Her floral Anthropologie duvet was folded three times at the edge of her bed, and all six pillows were resting two by two on the white iron headboard, the carnation pink neckroll centered in front. The magazines on her shabby-chic white nightstand were fanned out like in a doctors office, and the ornate white picture frames on the wall behind her bed hung in a perfect line. Everything was perfectexcept for the fact that her town house was about to be invaded by British losers with bad avant-garde fashion and even worse teeth.

Cates iPhone buzzed. She riffled through the black-and-white Balenciaga bag sitting on her desk chair.


BLYTHE: TXT WHEN EVIL STEPSISTERS ARRIVE. NEED 2 HEAR EVERYTHING.



For the first time all day, Cate smiled. Blythe Finley was a good friend, the best Cate had ever had. She was the one whod brought Cate peanut butterfudge Tasti D-Lite when she had her tonsils out; the one whod nominated Cate for not one, not two, but three eighth-grade superlatives: Most Stylish, Best Hair, and an all-new category, Fiercest. And Blythe was the one whod suggested Cate be the president of the Chi Beta Phis.

The Chi Beta Phis were the most popular girls at Ashton Prep. Cate and Blythe, along with their best friend Priya Singh, had founded the sorority four years ago after Veena, Priyas older sister, told them about the secret sororities at Yale. Theyd each used a letter for their name: Chi for Cate, Beta for Blythe, and Phi for Priya. Sophie Sachs was the newest membertheyd let her in in sixth grade, after she transferred to Ashton Prep from Donalty. Cate had insisted they not add a fourth letter for Sophie, because the sororitys name would be awkwardly long, and Sigma was kind of an ugly word anyway. Sophie, wanting to get involved, had made up a complicated secret handshake that involved pinching the other persons butt. But it was so silly theyd stopped doing it after two weeks.

The intercom crackled and Winstons voice filled the room. Cate he said in a deep, commanding voice, like he was the dad in some lame TV sitcom. Theyre here.

Cate leaned over her petal pink desk and looked out the window. Her dad was acting like shed asked for a new family. Shed asked him for a lot of thingsa private roof deck off her room, a red BMW convertible on her sixteenth birthday, a summerhouse in Nicebut shed definitely never asked for a new family. But there, standing in front of her house, were Emma and two blond girls. Cate could only see the tops of their heads.

She felt for the sapphire ring on her finger and rubbed the flat blue stone with the pad of her thumb. It was times like these that she missed her mom the most. Since she died, Cate tried to wear something of hers every day just to feel like she was there. Yes, it had been six years, but it still felt too soon. Like someone had pushed the fast-forward button on her life.

The intercom crackled again. Cate? Her dads voice trailed off.

Cate got up and pushed a button on the beige plastic unit near the door. Im. Coming, she growled through clenched teeth. Winston didnt respond.

She walked into her closet and pulled on her go-to outfit: dark-wash skinny J Brand jeans, black ballet flats, and a Nanette Lepore silk leopard-print tank. She threaded a gold leaf earring through each ear and took a deep breath. Whoever these girls were, and however horrifyingly bad their dental hygiene, she was living with them now. Her strategy would be to do what she did best: stay on topno matter what.

When she got down to the wide mahogany staircase her heart sped up. She took a few steps and peered over the banister. Emma was standing next to the hall closet, clutching Winstons hand and smiling relentlessly, the way Ms. Elsa Kelley, Cates trying-way-too-hard earth science teacher did right after she got her teeth bleached. The afternoon light flooded in from the half-moon window over the door, making the white marble foyer look too bright and cheerful.

Cate glided down the stairs, keeping her head held up high. In her leopard-print shirt she felt like a wild animal surveying its territory. This is my house, she thought, pulling her shoulders back. My turf. She stopped on the final step, a few inches above everyone else. The two blond girls were standing across from Winston and Emma, in front of the mahogany credenza. Four Louis Vuitton suitcases sat in a row beside them.

Hi! Emma called loudly, letting go of Winstons hand and hugging Cate tightlya little too tightly for someone shed only met a few times before. Emma had been around all summer, which meant Cate had spent the summer avoiding her.

As Emma finally released her, Winston nodded at the two girls and then toward Cate. This is my Cate, he said proudly. The younger one, a gangly girl with blond hair that looked like it had been washed with pool water, stepped forward. She was holding a Burberry carrier with some sort ofcreature. Cate wrinkled her nose. She hated animals. Cate, Emma said softly, wringing her hands together, this is Lola.

RightLola. Cate stared at the girl. Lolawhich wasnt a much better name than Luluwas tall and bony and awkward. She looked like a dying giraffe. A dying giraffe who was wearing tapered jeans that were an inch too short. Cates stomach churned miserably. The last thing she needed was another loser sister to avoid in public.

Hi, Cate said flatly, crossing her arms over her chest. She flicked her eyes over the girls lanky frame and held her gaze on her bare ankles just a few seconds too long.

Stella, luv, Emma coaxed. Come here. Stella walked across the foyer to the staircase and stood next to Winston. He was scratching his neck, waiting to see what would happen next.

Cate pursed her lips and coolly surveyed the girl from head to toe. Stella had loose blond curls that just hit her shoulders and huge eyes the color of martini olives. She was wearing a red sleeveless Diane von Furstenberg dress with black piping around the neckline. Over her shoulder was a gray Marc Jacobs Mercer East/West totethe same exact one Cate had looked at in Bergdorfs last week.

The girls stood in silence for a moment. Winston coughed loudly and glanced at Emma, who was still wringing her hands, her lips pressed together in a straight line. Then Cate stepped down from the last step, her feet barely making a sound on the marble. She looked Stella right in the eye and slowly smiled.

Hey, she said softly. If her outfit was any indication, Stella wasnormal. Someone Cate could be seen in public with. She could even imagine them walking down the hall at Ashton Prep together. Shopping in Soho together. Lying out in Sheep Meadow, talking about the Marc Jacobs spring collection.

Stella reached out and touched the thick strap of Cates silk tank.

I love your top, Stella said in a lilting British accent. Nanette Lepores brill. And those earrings. Theyre smart.

Cates lips curled into a smile. I love your bag! she couldnt help gushing. Its incredible. She gently touched the putty-colored leather.

My mum got it for me. It was a present from one of her clients. Stella eyed the bag and shrugged.

Cate stared at Emma in disbelief. Swag? From clients? Shed never even thought of that. Maybe she could forgive Emma for dating her father, for moving to New York, for Lola, or Lulu, or whatever-her-name-was with the frizzy hair and bad tapered jeans. If this meant an unlimited supply of designer handbags, yes, she could definitely forgive her.

Winston turned and kissed Emma on the forehead. He wrapped an arm around her shoulder.

Great shoes. Cate pointed to Stellas red espadrilles. Juicy?

Stella nodded and slipped the right shoe off her foot. She nudged it forward with her tiny toes, which were painted with a French pedicure. Cate carefully slipped her foot out of her black ballet flat and into the sandal.

Cate held her breath. Stella held hers. As it had for Cinderella, everything depended on the shoes fit.


Cate pushed her toe to the front and gently pressed down her heel. It was perfect. She clasped Stellas hands and rocked up and down on the balls of her feet, imagining her wardrobe doubling.

It fits! Cate cried, and Stella let out a laugh, revealing her dimples.

Stella slipped on Cates ballet flat and held out her foot, admiring the fit.

Perfect! she exclaimed.

Youre perfect! Cate almost cried, barely capable of containing her excitement. As soon as she thought it, she knew it was true. If there had been a Shopbop.com for stepsisters, Cate could not have picked out a better one herself.








WISH UPON A STARA VERY FAMOUS STAR



Twelve-year-old Andie Sloane walked up Fifth Avenue past the Metropolitan Museum, her cleats clicking on the concrete sidewalk. The museums stone steps were covered with tourists devouring foot-long hot dogs, arguing over guidebooks, and basking in the late-August afternoon sun. A crowd gathered around the long narrow fountain in front of the museum, watching in horror as a bereted street performer swallowed a whole set of Henckels knives.

Andie stopped at the corner of Eighty-second Street and studied her reflection in the mirrored doors of the Excelsior, an apartment building that looked like a giant Tootsie Roll. She pouted her lips and put one hand on her hip, striking a quick pose. Sure, in her soccer uniform she looked more Nike than Nicole Miller, but she still had all the right moves.

Girlie, I told you these doors are two-way, a doorman stuffed into an extra-small green uniform said, stepping outside. Youre giving the lobby a show again.

Andie laughed and took off down the street. As of five oclock today, shed be sharing her town house with supermodel Emma Childs. She had to prepare.

It was Andies dream to be a high-fashion model. She watched Americas Next Top Model religiously and took notes on what the judges said. Every night she practiced her poses in the full-length mirror on her closet door: She knew how to do editorial, she knew avant-garde. She pushed herself to be creative and think of outside-the-box poses.

She couldnt look through Teen Vogue anymore without throwing the magazine down, annoyed. She was just as good as any of those models. So what if she was four-foot eleven (finefour-foot ten and three-quarters)? That was why she idolized Kate Moss: She wasnt six feet tall, and yet she was one of the most famous models on earth. Andie always asked herself, WWKD (What Would Kate Do)?

But now she could ask, WWED (What Would Emma Do)? And then she could ask Emma herself.

Or her daughters.

Andie stopped in front of her familys five-story brick town house and smiled, imagining herself lying out in the garden with Emmas fashionista daughters. The two mini Emmas would tell her which shade of tan looked best in photographs and help her decide on a go-to outfit for agent meet-and-greets. For once in her life, she wouldnt be spending Friday nights watching TV by herself, listening to the giggles and shouts of Chi Beta Phis karaoke sleepover upstairs. She would have new sisters, two chances to start over with girls who wouldnt just see her as an annoying hanger-on copykitten.


It hadnt always been that way between her and Cate. They used to be close, when they were little. Theyd dress up in their moms clothes and play Runway, and Cate would rate Andies silly outfits. Andie was always trying to make Cate laugh, and get a ten. But when their mom passed away, Cate started hanging out with the Chi Beta Phis more and more
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