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      ONLY YOU is book 3 in the Crazy Love Diaries.

      Carla Santini. She's the Italian exchange student who's coming to stay with Jamie Hogan and her family for the summer. Jamie can hardly wait to spend time with Carla—it will be just like having a sister her own age. Everyone is waiting for Carla's arrival at the airport. When a gorgeous Italian boy steps off the plane, Jamie gasps in surprise. Carla is actually Carlo—there was a typo! Can one key stroke turn Jamie's world upside down?
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      It was three o'clock on a meltingly hot August afternoon, when I got what I'll always think of as "The Big News." My best friend, Erin Thompson, and I were sprawled on my bed, flipping through a Seventeen magazine, trying to figure out what the kids would be wearing to school in September.

      As usual, we couldn't agree on anything. I voted for a miniskirt and flip flops, while Erin insisted that skinny jeans and a tank top would really be hot. We were arguing over a denim jeans jacket with the sleeves rolled up when my mom walked in, grinning from ear to ear.

      "What's up?" I said, feeling myself start to smile, too. From the dazed, happy look on her face, I was sure she'd just won the Publisher's Clearinghouse Sweepstakes.

      She sat down very gingerly on the edge of my bed, as though she didn't trust her legs to hold her up. "Jamie," she said, a little breathlessly, "how would you like to have a sister?"

      "Mom!" I yelled. "You don't mean you're—” I was so excited, I nearly tumbled to the floor.

      "No," she laughed. "What I had in mind isn't quite that dramatic. Look, this is a last-minute kind of thing, but how would you feel about having an Italian teenager live with us for a semester? We have to make up our minds fast, because she's arriving in the United States next week to start her sophomore year of high school."

      "You mean she's an exchange student?" Erin piped up. "Hey, that's neat! How did you find her?"

      "I didn't," Mom said. "I ran into Mrs. Miller at the bank and she asked me if we'd like to be a host family in the International Exchange Program. The Millers had a German boy live with them last year, and it worked out very well. In fact, she's so enthusiastic about the program that she volunteered to find homes for this new batch of kids." She settled herself more comfortably on the bed, and tucked her long legs under her. "I told her I'd have to talk it over with you."

      [image: ]

      "How long would she be here?" I asked.

      "Just till mid-December. She'd leave right before the Christmas holidays." She paused and looked at me very seriously. "I want you to think it over carefully, Jamie, because you'll be the one who'll be spending a lot of time with this girl."

      "It would be almost like having a sister," I said thoughtfully.

      "That's right," Mom agreed. "She'd share your room, and she'd go to Copley High with you every day."

      "We could introduce her to all our friends, and show her the ropes, Mrs. Hogan." Erin smiled at me. "Does she speak English?" she asked suddenly.

      "Yes, her English is supposed to be very good." Mom unfolded a computer printout and glanced at it. "We don't know too much about her, but her name is Carla Santini, and she's from Rome. And she's fourteen, just like you, Jamie." She paused. "She was on a waiting list for the foreign exchange program, and suddenly they had an opening for one more student."

      "So she needs a place to stay," I said slowly.

      "She needs more than that," Mom answered crisply. "She needs a family. If we're not prepared to make a real commitment to her, then we shouldn't invite her to stay with us. I think it would be a lot of fun having her here, but there may be some rough spots, too. After all, Carla will have some big adjustments to make—a new country, a new language.  She’ll need a lot of help and encouragement every step of the way." For a moment, no one said anything. "Well, what do you think?"

      I looked at Mom and smiled. "I think I better start cleaning my room."

      "Fantastic!" Mom said excitedly. "I'll call Mrs. Miller right now, and then I'll talk to the principal and get Carla registered at Copley." Erin and I exchanged a look and smiled. My mom gets really hyper sometimes, and she was talking a mile a minute. "And I'd better check to see what time her flight's arriving at the airport."

      Suddenly Mom stopped talking, and paused to think for a minute. "Maybe I'm crazy," she said. "Do you really think we can get everything done by next week?"

      "Sure we can," I said encouragingly. "Just make out some of your famous lists, and Michael and I will divide up the work." Actually, I was being a little optimistic. Michael is my eighteen-year-old brother, and he's not wild about doing stuff around the house. The only way to get any work out of him at all is to write all his chores on a piece of paper and hand it to him.

      "That's just what we need—some lists!" she exclaimed. "I'll do that right away."

      She started to dart out the door, and stopped. She looked around my room, blinked in disbelief, and did one of her Jekyll-and-Hyde mood changes. "Jamie, this room is a disgrace—a complete disaster! Will you please clean it up immediately?"

      She headed for the hall just as Erin caught my eye and winked.

      "Mothers," I said softly, and she laughed. I sat down on the edge of my desk, a little dazed, and wondered where to begin with my room.

      "Carla Santini. I can just picture her," Erin said dreamily. She hopped on the bed and squinted her eyes tightly shut.

      "You can?" I asked a little nervously.

      "Uh-huh," she answered. "Can't you? Tall and beautiful, with long, dark hair, big emerald eyes, and a dynamite figure."

      A dynamite figure. I immediately sucked in my stomach. For the first time, I stopped wondering what I would think of Carla. What would she think of me?

      "Erin," I said abruptly. "If you were Carla, what would you need to make you happy here?"

      Erin opened her eyes and giggled.

      "That's easy. Boys," she said promptly. "Tall ones, short ones, smart ones."

      "Be serious," I pleaded. "I mean, what can I do to make sure that Carla likes it here?" Suddenly the gravity of the situation hit me. I'd be sharing my room—and my life—with a total stranger for four whole months!

      "Well, if you want an honest opinion," she said, looking slowly around my room.

      "I do!" I scrambled to my feet.

      "She'll need some closet space," Erin said practically. "After all, she's probably bringing a ton of clothes with her. From the looks of things, she'll have to stash them under the bed."

      I followed Erin's gaze to my closet door, which was wedged open by three pairs of shoes. "I'll clean out my closet," I said desperately. "Help me decide what to save and what to throw out."

      "Okay," Erin said, snapping to life. "But if I were you, I'd open a thrift shop."

      "Very funny," I said.

      We worked steadily on my closet for the next hour and had almost finished when it was time for Erin to go home for dinner. I had tried to be really fair about it, and had crunched all my clothes to one side so that Carla would have half the space.

      "It's going to be tough for Carla," Erin said as she was getting ready to leave. She ran a comb through her short black hair and got on her bike.

      "Coming to a strange place, you mean?"

      "Everything," she said feelingly. "Just think how we felt freshman year. We were in a brand new school, and we felt totally out of it."

      "At least we spoke the language," I offered. And we had each other, I thought silently. Erin and I have known each other since third grade, and we're such good friends, we can practically read each other's minds.

      "And we had our families," Erin offered. She tucked her red tank top back in the waistband of her shorts and picked up her iPod. "We'll just have to show her that she's got friends.  And that we'll really—" I stopped talking when I realized that Erin already had her earbuds in place and was mouthing the words to a Katy Perry song.

      "See you tomorrow!" she said in an unnaturally loud voice, and I waved as she pedaled down the driveway.

      Mom was talking on the phone when I went back to the house, so I decided to take another look at my room, trying to see it from a stranger's eyes. Would Carla like it? Do Italian teenagers cover their walls with posters of rock stars? Practically every square inch of my blue-and-white striped wallpaper is plastered with giant blowups of Katy Perry and Taylor Swift. My dressing table is littered with souvenirs from dozens of concerts, and my DVD collection takes up two shelves of my bookcase. If Carla isn't a rock fan, I'm in big trouble, I decided.

      I was making a halfhearted effort to clean up my dresser top, when I suddenly caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. Would I measure up to Carla's idea of "a typical American teenager?” I made a quick inventory: long, brown hair swept back in a ponytail; big, clear blue eyes that were definitely my best feature; and a smile that Erin calls my "Flipper grin." She says I look like a dolphin, because I always seem to be smiling, even when I don't mean to be. My mouth just turns up at the edges naturally. Sometimes it's a handicap, because no one ever believes me when I say I'm in a bad mood.

      "Jamie!" My mother's voice jolted me back to the present. "Andy's on the phone, but don't talk long, because I've got calls to make!"

      I turned too quickly to grab the receiver and banged my shin on my night table.

      "Oo..ow…hi!" I wailed.

      My boyfriend, Andy Parker, chuckled and said tolerantly, "Is that a new greeting, or should I hang up and call again?"

      "You could at least be a little sympathetic. I just about splintered my kneecap rushing to talk to you," I said coolly.

      "That's the kind of devotion I like," he teased me. "I sure wish I didn't have to work tonight. I'd much rather be with you instead of ten pounds of pizza dough."

      "There will be plenty of other Saturday nights,” I said softly. I felt a little warm glow inside and started to smile. Andy and I have been dating for over a year, and he's definitely one of the cutest boys at Copley. Erin thinks he's adorable, and is always telling me that a lot of girls would like to go out with him. He's got sandy hair, a great smile, and these amazing brown eyes with very long, dark lashes.

      "I know," he sighed. "But I want to spend as much time with you as I can.”

      "But what would Pappy's do without you?" I kidded him. "You know you've got a magic touch with pepperoni. Mr. Androtti always says so." Andy works every other Saturday night at Pappy's, a local pizza joint. Sometimes I go there with Erin to see him, but usually he's up to his elbows in dough and is much too busy to say more than a quick hello.

      "Yeah," he said ruefully. "Well, I can think of better ways to spend the evening. What are you up to?"

      "I'm cleaning my room," I started to say, and then stopped. I had been so glad to hear from him, I had forgotten all about Carla. "You're not going to believe this, Andy, but the most fantastic thing has happened. We're getting an exchange student!"

      "Really?  A he or a she?" If I didn't know better, I could have thought that Andy sounded a little worried.

      "A girl, Andy. Her name's Carla Santini and she's from Rome. She's going to live with us for four months."

      We talked about Carla for a few minutes, and then I looked up to see my mother doing an elaborate pantomime in the doorway. She was making a throat-slashing motion, like a director on a movie set.

      I got the message. "I guess I've got to go now, Andy. My mother needs to use the phone."

      "I've got to head down to Pappy's anyway," he said regretfully. "Mr. Androtti's got this new topping I'm supposed to push tonight.  Pineapple-sausage."

      "Yuck!" I said sympathetically. "He should stick to pepperoni and cheese."

      "I think so, too." There was a pause, and then Andy said softly, "Don't forget to miss me a little, okay?"

      "You know I will," I told him. I hung up quickly, before my mother had a chance to go through another charade, and followed her out to the kitchen.

      "It's smorgasbord time," Mom said gaily. She started pulling leftovers out of the refrigerator just as Michael and Dad came through the back door together. A couple of times a week, Mom decides that cooking is a giant waste of time, and that everyone should fend for themselves. She told me once that if she had spent as many hours studying as she did cooking, she could have become an expert on, say, the United Nations, or become fluent in Mandarin.

      Secretly, I'm inclined to agree with her, but it's hard to be idealistic when you're facing a scrawny baked chicken and a Tupperware dish of wobbly Jell-O. Mom had already told Dad and Michael the news about Carla, and we were all in a giddy state of shock when we sat down to dinner.

      "Hey, Mom, are you going to try to cook Italian when Carla gets here next week?" Michael kidded her.

      "I'm not going to run out and buy a pasta machine, if that's what you mean," she retorted. "The reason Carla's coming to the States is to absorb American culture." She picked over the remains of a chicken breast like an amateur archeologist.

      "Yeah, but does she have to absorb leftovers, too?" Michael laughed at his own joke, and Mom rolled her eyes.

      "Maybe you’d like to do the cooking," she said tartly, and for once Michael had nothing to say. He and Dad believe that cooking is a noble occupation, as long as they don't have to do it.

      We talked about Carla during the rest of the meal, and I guess each of us was wondering what she'd be like. I knew Dad could hardly wait to talk to her about the Italian financial system. He's a stockbroker, and he can talk for hours about futures and commodities and investment bonds. Mom and I try to listen politely, but when he gets heavily into it, our eyes start to glaze over. I guess he figured Carla would be a new, more appreciative, audience.

      Knowing Michael, he was probably wondering if Carla was cute. I almost told him what Erin said about green eyes and a dynamite figure, and then stopped. The last thing I needed was a lovesick Michael moping around the house and combing his hair a million times a day. Last summer he had this unbelievable crush on Sylvia Roberts, and actually bleached his hair just because she'd said she liked guys who were blond. He denied doing it, of course, but I saw the empty box of Frost and Tip under his bed.

      Mom nibbled at her dessert, and seemed more preoccupied than ever. She had a hazy, faraway look in her eyes, so I figured she was either planning some new show at the art gallery where she works, or was making out her grocery list. I was wrong. When she caught me looking at her, she smiled and pointed to her watch.

      "Do you know what? Next Saturday, at this exact moment, Carla will be sitting here with us." She patted an empty chair beside her, and the three of us looked dutifully at it. "It's hard to believe, isn't it?"

      "It sure is," I said, panicky, thinking of my room, which was now a semi-disaster. "I hope this week crawls by. I've got a million things to do before she gets here."

      Mom grinned and snapped her fingers. "If I were you, I'd get started," she said, "because I've got the feeling next Saturday is going to be here before you know it."
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