Chapter one

“Stacey!” called Aaron, sitting in his room, music booming from his laptop. “Dan’s on the phone!”

Stacey heard a blur of words, and her name. She was downstairs in the kitchen, baking.

“What?” she yelled.

 “Phone!” yelled Aaron even louder. His door flew open, and on the doorframe was his quadruple sister Marcy, looking unamused.
“Could you please keep it down?” she demanded, other than ask. “I’m trying to study.”

“For Ms. LeValle’s Chemistry test?” asked Aaron.

“Duh,” she replied, her arms crossed.

“You study? I thought you knew everything,” he said. Marcy smiled; her brother had a way of caressing people’s egos. Marcy, Stacey and Aaron are related. Their quadruplets and their brother Wes completed their one in a billion miracle sibling birth.

“Keep it down, Kay? Hey – is that my…” she spotted a pamphlet on his bed, and reached out to take it.

“No!” he said, snatching it from her. “It’s mine. Kaylie gave it to me.”
“Kaylie?” she asked suggestively. “Wow. What business does my jock brother have with my history-star-pupil best friend?”

He shrugged. “That’s none of your business, now could you tell Stacey that Dan’s on the phone?”

“Again? Does that boy ever quit?”

“Apparently not,” replied Aaron. “Tell Wes that Mike’s coming over.”

“What’s with everyone and coming or calling this house?” asked Marcy.

“It’s not my fault you never get visitors or phone calls you know” Aaron said 

“Yeah, whatever. Just keep it down,” Marcy said going back to her room.

 Wes was sitting in the living room enjoying a good game between Manchester united and Chelsea when he heard the door bell ring. He got up so unwantingly to get it.
Opening the door he was amazed yet relived it was Amy, Stacey’s friend. Wes had a huge crush on her but he had never had enough courage to tell her. 

“Hey!” Amy said she sounded pretty cheerful. 

“Hi, what brings you...” he was cut by Stacey who had just come from the kitchen getting ready to go somewhere.

“Hey, Ames, ready to go?” she said loudly 

“Yeah if you are,” Amy replied 

“Wes, please do me a favour, look after my cookies will you?”
”Uhh Stace I...” she had cut him again.
“Yeah thanks, you’re the best, bye see you later” said Stacey before she stormed out in a rush. Wes was sick and tired of being treated that way, but he had already gotten the part of the quiet quadruple from the moment they were born; now he felt it was time for a change.

Marcy was trying her best to study the notes she had but something was troubling her. She had to take a break. Her head ached badly so she made her to the bathroom where she met the last picture that was in their house which had their mother in it she began thinking back at all the good times they ever had, while she was with them. 

“Is that a tear?” It was Aaron. He was standing directly behind her holding the phone.

“You have a phone call; that’s a first,” he continued.
She wiped away her tear, trying not to make it obvious to Aaron. “No – it’s not!” she snapped.

Aaron held out the phone, looking hesitant to get out. “It’s Dylan.”

She had taken the phone. “What? Dylan’s your friend!”

She shoved it into his hands. Aaron smiled.

“Hey – I’ve got stuff to do. He said he wanted to talk to you,” said Aaron.

“Why? This isn’t one of you’re stupid pranks is it?” she asked him. “Because I’m sick and tired of being picked on –”

“No. it’s not a prank. Dylan wants to talk to you, Marcy,” he said sincerely. He gave her the phone.

She took it, and looked at it, then at him.
“I get it, I’ll get out!” said Aaron.

“No, wait.”

He turned, watching her.

“What are you doing in my bathroom? Have you never heard of manners?” she asked.

He frowned comically. “Geez – sorry.”

“I’m kidding, Ron. Thanks for at least having the decency to bring the phone to me.” She said.

“It’s alright,” and with that he left.

“Hello?” she asked on the phone.

Dylan cleared his throat. “Hi, Marcy, er – yeah, hi.”

“Hi, Dylan.”

“Ron told me that you’re into technology … electronics and stuff like that, right?”

“Yeah.”

“I was wondering if you could come over to set up some stuff for a party tomorrow night…”

“Aren’t your parents not at home?”

“They’re not.”

“And you’re throwing a party while they’re not there?”

“Great idea, huh? My older brother Terrence planned it. Everyone’s coming… you’re definitely invited. I mean, you guys. Eric was wondering if you were gonna be there –”

“You’re twenty year old brother?”

“Yeah. I asked why, and he said you’re smart. It’s not some kind of crush; I just think he wishes he had your brains or something like that… I told him -”

“You’re throwing a party while your parents aren’t at home?”

“Yes.”

“That is so disrespectful! It’s not enough that you’re parents are there for you twenty four seven; you just have to dishonor them like this. I thought you were different.”

“I am different; it’s just a party…”
“Right... just a party. You know some of us would kill to have our moms with us now… in fact, just forget it, okay?”

“Marcy! They know about it; there isn’t gonna be any beer, strippers, cocaine or gangsters at the party. They’re sending security. It’s clean.”

Marcy was silent, she felt like crying. Her eyes welled up.

“Marce? Are you still there?”

“Yes,” she squealed.

“Is something wrong?”

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“So you’ll come to the party?”

“Yes.”

“Thanks. You’re the best, Marcy. We really appreciate-”
She hung up, and had a hearty cry in her bathroom with the phone in her hands.

Amy was flipping through Stacey’s new Cd's.
“Wow. You must have had fun in Hawaii to have bought this much stuff,” said Amy.

“We did. You should come with us next time.”

“Oh – will your dad allow that?” asked Amy.

“Sure. You’re almost like family. Your mom and dad have been there for us ever since the car accident. It means a lot to him,” said Stacey. She sighed. “And speaking of getting stuff, I got this for you.”

She handed her best friend a CD, and a colorfully wrapped box.
“For me?” asked Amy. “Oh, Stacey! You shouldn’t have.”

“Open it,” Stacey insisted, while driving.

Amy opened it and found an Ipod.

“Whoa… an Ipod?” Amy hugged her friend, trying not to block her view of the road. “Thanks!”

“You like it? The color?”

“Yes! Magenta? It’s my favorite!”

“Oh. Wes said that. How he knew, I have no idea.”
“Wes picked it out?”

“I was going to go for a red one, but he told me you liked magenta.”

Amy smiled. “I’ll definitely give him my thanks. I love you guys!”

“We love you. Oh look, I’m driving below twenty! We’ll be late for the party if I don’t step on it,” said Stacey.

Dan wore his sunglasses.

“Hey, could you quit posing and come and help us out here?” asked Dylan.

“Wait!” Dan said. “It took me a whole hour to perfect this look.”
“Yeah, and it’ll take me a whole two seconds to destroy it,” said Dylan. “if you don’t come help out.”

“Oh, I can’t!” said Dan.

Dylan struggled under three crates of fanta. “Why not?”

“Because Stacey and Amy are here,” said Dan. “I’ve gotta go pick up the caterers, remember? And my car was tolled yesterday.”

Dylan rolled his eyes. “Can you call Aaron and ask what’s up with Marcy?”

“You’re worried about her?”

“She seemed pretty upset when I called.”

“I cant, I don’t have airtime.”

Stacey and Amy were looking around at the place.

“Wow,” said Amy. “way to go, décor team! This looks great.”

“I know,” said Dylan, still holding the crates of fanta. “The theme is ‘red’.”
“Cool. Too bad we can’t make the pool look red.”

“Actually, that’s what I was thinking and trying to figure out,” said Dylan. “If Marcy could come and help me out with it, I could organize something.”

“She’s not here, yet?” asked Stacey.

“Isn’t she at home?”

“She was awfully quiet today, and she’s been in her room the whole day,” said Stacey. “Did you call her?”

“Yes. She sounded really upset,” said Dylan. He shrugged. “I’ll call her again.”

“We’ll be inside, clearing all expensive and very delecate objects from the house.”

“Good idea, Ames,” said Dan. “stacey, I’m going to pick up the caterers.”

“So?” asked Stacey.

“Can I borrow your car?”

“What happened to yours?”

“Tolled. And I have this mega huge fine I’ve got to pay…” he shrugged. “My dad’s not gonna pay for it, and neither is my mom. So I got a job at the Arcade. Don’t worry. I’ll get it back.”
“Ah, you always have a good, valid excuse to drive my car. Don’t do anything stupid with it, my nose is sensitive and I’ll smell any other deo if it’s not my Chanel number five, or Amy’s Serendipity and your Nivea cologne. Alright?”

“Caterers, Stacey. A number of people.”

“Who cook. I’ll expect food smells.”

“Ok, ok!” said Dan. “I get it. No girls allowed in the car – or guys.”

Dylan and Amy exchanged glances.
“I’ll go call Marcy,” said Dylan.
“And I’ll go inside. Watch Prison Break,” said Amy.

Marcy showered for the second time in the day, as she always does, and dressed up. She didn’t know what the party theme was, so she called Dylan.

Engaged.

She tried on every single favourite hairstyle of hers, then settled on pinning her hair back with a cool crystallized hair pin.

Her phone rang.

She took her time getting to it, and saw Dylan’s name on the caller identity.

“What’s the party’s theme?” she answered.

“Hi to you, too, again. It’s red.”
“Great. Now I have to pick out a new outfit!” she said.

“Sorry for not telling you earlier.”

“It’s not your fault. I didn’t ask.”

“So I’m assuming you are coming to the party?”

“Yep. Didn’t I say so when you last called?”
“Oh I remember. That’s great. Thanks.”

“I was trying to call you,” she said, running out of stuff to say.

“I was trying to call you,” he replied.

They laughed.

“That explains why the phone was engaged.”

“So – I’ll see you just now,” she said. “Want me to pass on a message to Aaron?”

“Tell him the party theme’s red, and he should dress smart casually… can you do me a favor?”

“Depends.”

“On what?”

“Well, the favor… ah, what is it?”

“make sure Aaron does dress smart casual. All he hears after the word ‘dress’ is rockstar.”

She grinned. “I’ll try to make sure he doesn’t do that.”

“Ok.”

“Alright.”

There was an awkward silence in the air. Marcy wondered why she wasn’t hanging up.
“See you later, Dylan.”

“Bye.”

She hung up, and held the phone in her hand for a couple of seconds, then sighed.
“I don’t have a crush on Dylan,” she said to herself reassuringly. And it was the truth.

“I don’t.”

“How’s Marcy?” Stacy asked.
“She’s better,” Dylan replied.
“What time is she coming?”Stacy asked

“I don’t know. She didn’t say” he replied
“Oh.” Stacy said 
“So what time did you finish doing this?” Amy asked 

“At about four o’clock,” Eric said 
“Wow that was fast,” Amy said
“Well you know we are extraordinary.” He smiled 
“Yeah whatever” 
“Hurry up Aaron your wasting time, my time” Marcy screamed. Aaron was upstairs in his bedroom. He was busy downloading games on his laptop.
“Let me finish up downloading Pacman”

“I thought you already had Pacman”

“it had a virus so I deleted it”

“The theme is red.”

“okay. What’s Wes doing?”

“Taking out Stacey’s cookies”

“Is he coming?”

“Yes he is.”

“Okay lets go,” Aaron.
Marcy looked around and saw that the guys hadn’t done such a bad job while setting up.

“Wow, great job, how long did it take to do it?” Marcy asked.
“Em’  probably 3 or 4 hours,” Dan said.
“I find that hard to believe, but never underestimate the Andrew boys,” Marcy said.
“Thank you very much” Dylan said. “Macy can you make the pool go red? I tried, but let’s just it turned into a disaster.”
“The kid almost burnt the house!” Dan said. 
“We’ll need red light bulbs, waterproof, of course” she replied. “And a couple of other things. How long til the party starts?”
“About four and a half hours,” said Amy, checking her watch.

“Perfect. I have an idea!” Marcy said.

Wes was at the DJ stand, looking through the CDs.
“Yo, Eric! I can’t work with this,” he yelled to Eric who was discussing something with one of the party planners.

Eric looked in his direction and waved. Wes motioned for him to come to the high stand which was to be the DJ’s podium.

“What’s up?” Eric asked.

“So many missing genres. How is anyone supposed to enjoy this gig?” Wes asked.

Eric shrugged. “You’re the pro, what’d you suggest?”

“I have a few mix CDs in my car, but everything else’s at home,” said Wes. “It’ll totally put me off schedule.”

“We have four hours, Wes. Off schedule?” Eric said, crossing his arms. “Hey, is your sister here yet?”

Wes started to stuff his Ipod into his jeans and inserting the earphones into his ears.

“I have two, which one?” he asked impassively.

“Marcy.”

Wes looked at Eric hesitantly. Eric was a nice guy with a bad reputation - your typical bad guy - why was he asking whether curiously smart – brainiac - Marcy was around?

“She arrived with me. I recall her saying something about a party fix up with Dylan.” He told Eric. “Why, if I may ask, are you so interested of her whereabouts?”
Wes was just being protective of his sister. Although Eric was fun to be around, he was also bad company and he had a mean reputation of swaying any girl he liked. Ever since the quadruplet’s mother passed away at the beginning of the year Wes had become more protective of his whole family. They had to watch each other’s backs, they were blood siblings.

Eric gave Wes a funny, bad look and shrugged. “Nothing. Don’t look so suspicious of me. I know my boundaries.”

The fact that Eric was twenty and he was eighteen didn’t blur any of his bravery.

“You better. She’s two years younger than you.” And with that he left to first get some things from the dining room, then head home for the CDs.

Amy swore loud enough for everyone to hear.

“what is it?” asked an annoyed Stacey who had made it once too many times too clear that she didn’t like it when Amy swore. Especially so loudly.

“I forget my stilettos.”

“Only? You can just wear those shoes,” said Stacey. The girls were sitting by the pool, waiting for Marcy and Dylan to work their magic on the pool.

“No, Stace. The stilettos for the act.”

“Oh, you didn’t. where?”

“Um – er, think, Ames, think…. At your house!” Amy said triumphantly.

“Oh great. Dan won’t be back with the car until the party starts,” said Stacey worriedly. She looked around, brainstorming. Then she saw her brother.
“Ask Wes. He can drop by the house if he’s not going there already,” said Stacey.

“What if he says no?” asked Amy.

“To you? Girl, I know my brother and I don’t think so.” Said Stacey. “Now get a move on before he’s moved on!”
Wes heard a faint knock from inside his car (and his earphones). When he looked out his window he saw Amy waving at him. He quickly took off his earphones and opened his window to see what she wanted.

“Hey Wes. Can I catch a ride back to your place? I kinda forgot my shoes in Stacey’s room yesterday and totally forgot to pick them up this morning. Plus Dan’s taken Stacey’s car to pick up the caterers.”

“Sure,” said Wes, not even hesitating.

“Thanks!”

He watched her semi-circle the car to the front seat next to him. he didn’t know what to think of this unexpected turn. She got in and put on her seat belt. Then they left.
He didn’t wear his earphones like he usually does when driving because he was with her. His sister’s friend. It sounded weird.

Dylan and Aaron had caught up. They were laughing and talking about how much fun they were gonna have at the party as they walked into the dining room were Marcy was working quietly on the make shift blueprints of the red pool design underwater .

“Hey, sis,” said Ron. “What’ you up to?”

“I’m trying to concerntrate on his,” she said carefully and gently, not looking up from her well suited glasses.

Ron looked at Dylan then cleared his throat. “Dylan thinks you look so drop dead gorgeous in those glasses and that outfit.”

She looked up, and both the two quadruplets looked at Dylan for any reactions.

“Huh? I never said that!” he said. “I mean I don’t mean you don’t look great, Marcy in the outfit – or the glasses –you do, you really do; I just, er… heck. Your brother’s so cunning, you know that? He’s manipulating this whole situation with the…”
Marcy and her brother looked at each other. Ron smiled and Marcy just shook her head.

“We’ll talk later, Aaron. And Dylan, you come with me. We’ve gotta finish this ASAP.”
Aaron gave a wolf whistle as they walked out onto the pation and towards the pool.

“Great!” said Amy. “A traffic jam. You have got to be freakin kidding me!”

She let out a frustrated sigh.

“There’s no way of getting out of it from behind or forward without leaving the car,” said Wes. “This sucks.”

