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If you climb in the saddle, be ready for the ride.

—Traditional cowboy saying

“So what do you say?” An announcer’s voice boomed through the auditorium of the Surfside Arena, where thousands of fans had just danced and sung along to a two-hour Hannah Montana concert. “Do you want”— the announcer paused for dramatic effect— “one more song from Hannah Montana?”

The audience screamed so loudly that Miley Stewart, who was standing backstage, thought she could see the air shimmer.

She took several deep breaths to slow down her heart rate. The announcer, a short, balding man who clearly loved his job, looked over and held up three fingers. He raised one eyebrow.

Miley nodded. She had just done two encores, but she still felt full of energy. She started tapping her foot, ready and eager to run back into the spotlight.

The announcer held the microphone back up to his mouth. “I’m not sure I heard that!” he shouted. “Let me ask once more: do you want Hannah Montana to come out here and sing again or not?”

The noise sounded the way a jet engine might, Miley thought. If you were standing one foot away. And if the engine were chanting, “Han-nah! Han-nah! Han-nah!”

“All right, then!” he yelled into the mike. “Here she is! The one! The only! Hannah Montana!”

Then he nodded and pointed his finger at Miley. She danced back onstage, her heart racing again, this time from pure joy.
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Fifteen minutes later, Miley dashed backstage and into her dressing room. She was still breathless from that last encore, not to mention the sprint from the stage to the dressing room.

“Wow!” she said, grabbing a bottle of water from a table piled high with bowls of candy, platters of sandwiches, and cans of soda. “That was a blast, but now I’m dryer than a dirt road in August.” She took a big swig of water and threw herself into a chair. “Is it midnight yet? I’m ready to turn back into regular Miley for a while.”

She flipped her long blond hair over her shoulder impatiently. When she was Miley Stewart, a normal high school girl, she loved being able to put on the wig that transformed her into Hannah Montana, international pop star. But sometimes—like right now, after performing her heart out under hot stage lights for more than two hours—she couldn’t wait to put on her old blue jeans and feel cool air on her own brown hair.

“Hold it, Cinderella,” said her best friend, Lilly Truscott. “Let me live vicariously through you for just a little longer.” She did the pleading-puppy-dog eyes that always won Miley over. “You know you’re my only connection to the glamorous life.”

“Oh, yeah, because backstage dressing rooms are decorated in such a sophisticated style,” Miley said, rubbing at a worn spot on the chair’s drab brown upholstery.

“I’ll take what I can get,” Lilly said. As always when she accompanied Hannah, Lilly was disguised as Lola Luftnagle, a rich socialite who was also Hannah Montana’s best friend. As part of her look, Lilly had collected wigs in a variety of different colors; tonight’s was streaked bright blue, raspberry pink, and neon yellow. People had to shield their eyes when she stood under a strong light.

Lilly walked over to the snack table. “Free sodas and plastic cups already filled with ice! And look, we even get those little plastic sticks you can put in your free soda after you’ve poured it over the free ice!”

Miley tilted her head to one side and pretended to think this over. Then she nodded. “You’re right,” she said. “This is the life.”

Just then, the dressing-room door opened and two more people entered the room. That is, Miley thought, one person—her other best friend, Oliver Oken—and one annoying, irritating and subhuman creature, also known as her older brother, Jackson.

“Great concert, Miley,” Oliver said. “You were awesome!”

She smiled happily. “Aww, thanks so—”

“Hey, cool, they brought in more chips!” Oliver interrupted as he made a beeline for the snack table.

“And extra candy bars,” Jackson said, grabbing a handful and stuffing them in his pocket. He rummaged behind a bowl of chips. “And look! Doughnut holes!”

“Is that all I am to you people?” Miley asked, pretending to be miffed. “Just a way for you to score free junk food?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Jackson replied, stuffing another handful of mini candy bars into his other pocket. “Anyway, it’s your fault we’re starving. If you hadn’t kept going back onstage, over and over and over again—”

“It’s called an encore, Jackson,” she snapped. Then she smiled smugly at him. “What can I say, my fans can’t get enough of me.”

“Oh, like you weren’t chomping at the bit to go back onstage,” Jackson said. He struck a pose, pretending to be Hannah Montana, and said in a high-pitched voice, “What? You want to hear li’l ol’ me sing again? Well, hey, how ’bout I sing five more songs, as long as I’m hogging the spotlight?”

“That is so unfair,” Lilly said.

Miley shot her an appreciative glance. “Aww, thanks, Lil—”

“Miley only sang three encores,” Lilly went on. “Technically, she doesn’t start hogging the spotlight until she’s sung half a dozen.”

“Hey! I was working hard out there,” Miley protested, getting to her feet. She picked up a turkey sandwich and took a big bite before flopping back down in her chair. “I’m so tired, I can hardly move. Tomorrow I’m going to sleep in until noon at least!” She closed her eyes and smiled blissfully at the thought. “I can’t wait to just kick back, chill out, and relax!”

“Whoa, bud, hold on a minute.” Robby Ray Stewart, Miley’s dad, had entered the room just in time to hear her last words.

Like Lilly, Mr. Stewart was in disguise. When he was acting as Hannah Montana’s manager, he wore a fake mustache and a fedora. Right now, he was in full manager mode. “It’s going to be another week before there’s any kicking, chilling, or relaxing for you.”

Miley’s eyes popped open. “Manager, say what?” she asked.

“Remember, you have a photo shoot tomorrow,” he said.

“I do?” Miley frowned as her daydream evaporated. “When?”

“Seven a.m.,” her dad said. “On the dot.”

“Seven in the morning!” Jackson chortled. “Man, that’s like . . . dawn! And on a Saturday, too!” He shook his head, pretending to be sad. “Well, as Entertainment Insider always says, the life of a celebrity is very hard. How right they are.”

Miley ignored him. “When did I agree to that?” she asked her dad.

“The same time you signed on for the radio press tour,” he said. “You’re doing eight radio interviews on Sunday, back to back.”

“Eight!” Oliver looked impressed. “You’ll be talking for hours. You could lose your voice!”

“That would be a bummer, wouldn’t it?” Jackson put in gleefully. “If Hannah Montana—” His eyes widened with mock alarm as his voice dropped to a frantic whisper, “—couldn’t sing.”

“Daddy!” Miley protested.

“Jackson, stop it,” Mr. Stewart warned. “Miley’s not going to lose her voice . . .”

Miley made a so there face at Jackson.

“ ’Cause she’s got to sing at that hospital benefit on Monday night,” her father went on. He pulled out his PDA and began scrolling through the calendar. “Then Tuesday is the charity softball game. Then we fly to Texas on Wednesday for the Lone Star Rodeo—”

Before he could go on, there was a knock on the door. An assistant poked her head inside. “Excuse me,” he said. “Miss Montana’s limo has arrived.”

Oliver sighed happily. “No matter how many times I hear that,” he said to Lilly, “it still sends a chill down my spine.”

“I know!” Lilly said. “It’s like in fairy tales when someone says, ‘your carriage awaits,’ only better.”

“Yeah.” Oliver nodded. “Carriages don’t have moon roofs.”

As they walked outside to the car, Miley’s dad pulled her aside. “Hey, bud, are you okay?” he asked. “It’s too late to cancel this week’s schedule, but there’s still time to bow out of the Texas concert. We can tell people you need your rest; they’ll understand. . . .”

Lilly and Oliver exchanged pained looks. Mr. Stewart had invited them to go with Miley to the rodeo for a little vacation; he had even paid for their plane tickets. Not that they wouldn’t be supportive if Miley was really too tired to go, but . . .

They didn’t need to worry.

“Oh, no!” Miley said, opening her eyes wide in an attempt to look alert and energetic. “I love playing at the Lone Star Rodeo! And with Lilly and Oliver along for the ride, it’ll feel more like a vacation than work.”

“We did schedule some downtime for you,” Mr. Stewart said. “I just want you to be sure you can handle it, that’s all.”

“I’m sure,” Miley said. She settled into the leather seat, leaned her head back, and closed her eyes. “As soon as I get some sleep, I’ll be rarin’ to go. I promise.”
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Talk slowly, think quickly.

—Traditional cowboy saying

Tuesday evening, after a four-hour photo shoot, a two-hour meeting with her publicist to discuss the radio interviews she had done, and a long session going over some new dance moves with her choreographer, Miley was even more exhausted than before.

She could have fallen into bed and slept through dinner, but Lilly and Oliver were coming over to eat. They had to finalize plans for meeting the next day to head to the airport and fly to Austin, Texas. So Miley wandered, yawning, onto the deck of the Stewart home and began setting the table with paper plates and napkins. The ocean was blue and gold in the setting sun, and even though it was late February, the evening was warm with just a hint of coolness.

There was also a delicious, tangy smell in the air that made Miley’s stomach rumble with hunger and reminded her that it had now been five hours since the sandwich and mineral water she had gulped down for lunch.

She hurried to the end of the deck, where her father had set up his grill.

“Yum! Barbecue!” Miley’s mouth started watering when she saw her father carefully turn over a piece of chicken he was cooking on the grill.

“I thought you deserved a little something special for working so hard,” her dad said. “And Ol’ Bessie hasn’t been fired up for more than a month! She was feeling neglected.”

Miley rolled her eyes, but only a little. She didn’t want to put her dad in a bad mood. He always claimed he couldn’t get his barbecue sauce right if he was in a “negative emotional state.”

“Dad, you know that you’re probably the only person in the world who names his barbecue grill, don’t you?” she said.

“Yes, I do,” he responded and added loftily, “And the world is poorer because of that sad fact.”

Miley was still giggling at that when Lilly bounded up the stairs and onto the deck. “Hey, everybody! What’s for dinner? I’ve been skateboarding all day, and I’m starving.”

“Glad to hear it, Lilly,” Miley’s dad said. “Because I’m trying out a new and improved version of my already award-winning barbecue sauce, thanks to ol’ Bessie.” He fondly patted the grill, which he’d insisted on bringing from Tennessee when the family had relocated to California. It was weather-beaten after years of outdoor use; one leg was crooked from the time Jackson had run into it with the lawn mower; and it was black with age. But Robby Stewart insisted that the grill was the secret behind his eleven consecutive blue ribbons in the annual mid-Tennessee barbecue cook-off.

“Yeah,” he added, “Bessie’s a real champ. And she’s raring to get back into action.”

Miley and Lilly exchanged a meaningful glance.

“Mr. Stewart,” Lilly said, “you do know that grills don’t have feelings, don’t you?”

Before he had a chance to answer, a voice called out, “What’s that you’re saying, Lilly? Girls don’t have feelings?”

Lilly groaned and dropped her head on the table as Jackson climbed up the stairs from the beach, followed closely by Oliver. Both boys’ hair was sticking up in salty little spikes after an afternoon at the beach. Jackson turned to Oliver. “What did I tell you? I always suspected that girls just pretended to have all kinds of deep emotions in order to get us to do what they want! And now my darkest suspicions have been confirmed.”

Oliver chuckled at Jackson’s wit, then caught sight of Miley glaring at him. Instantly, he wiped the smile off his face. “Actually, Jackson, girls do have feelings,” he said solemnly. “Very serious, important, tender feelings that we should always strive to keep from hurting.”

“Nice try, man,” Jackson snickered. He tossed Oliver a soda. “But you don’t have to completely lose your dignity, you know. Dad’s already bought your plane ticket.”

Oliver popped open the soda can and nodded to Mr. Stewart. “Thank you again,” he said, raising the can in a toast before taking a sip. “I am really looking forward to this culturally enriching experience.”

Mr. Stewart’s eyebrows shot up. “Say that again, Oliver? In words a good ol’ boy like me can understand?”

“That’s how my mom convinced my dad that I should go,” Oliver explained, spearing a pickle from a jar on the table. “She said that it would be good for me to see how people live in a different part of the country. She said that it would broaden my horizons. And she said that it would give her a chance to redecorate my bedroom without having to wallpaper around me.” He frowned. “I just hope I don’t come home to find out that she’s turned it into her crafts room.”

Oliver bit into the pickle and winced at its sourness.

“Even if she does, it will be worth it,” Miley promised. “The rodeo is so much fun! I can’t wait to show you guys around.” She started dancing around the deck. “I’m going to take you to the exhibits where kids show the pigs and chickens and cows they’ve been raising—”

“Come again?” Oliver looked dubious. “We’re going on vacation to look at pigs?”

“You’ll love it,” Miley promised. “And we’ll get to ride horses—”

“Um, yeah, about the horse thing,” Lilly interjected. “I’m not so sure that’s really me, if you know what I mean.”

“What are you talking about, Lilly?” Mr. Stewart asked, squinting at her through a sudden billow of grill smoke. “You’re a total tomboy! I would have thought you couldn’t wait to go for a gallop.”

Lilly turned pale as Oliver’s eyes grew wide. “A gallop?” Lilly echoed faintly. “Doesn’t that mean going really, really fast?”

“Oh, don’t worry you two,” Miley answered. “Riding a horse is as easy as falling off a log. Trust me.”

“The key word there is ‘falling,’” Oliver pointed out. “Face it, Miley, I’m more of a twenty-first-century kind of guy. The internal combustion engine, that’s the way I roll.”

“You’ll be fine,” Miley said. “Trust me. We are going to have so much fun.”

“Of course we will!” Lilly said brightly. After all, the three of them had been looking forward to this group vacation for months. Surely they would find many, many things to do while they were in Texas. And if it just so happened that they ran out of time before they got around to riding horses . . . well, Lilly wouldn’t be disappointed. “It’s going to be such a cool trip,” she said out loud. That reminded Lilly of what her mother had said before she left the house. She added quickly, “Thanks again for inviting us along, Mr. Stewart.”

“My pleasure, Lilly,” he said. “Besides, you kids are around here so much, sometimes I forget you aren’t mine.”

“Yeah, explain to me again how Miley gets to take two of her friends and I don’t get to take any?” Jackson asked grumpily.

“I told you you could invite a friend,” Mr. Stewart said. He flipped over a piece of chicken. “It’s just too bad Thor had to back out, that’s all.”

Miley danced over to
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