author oP PERFECT GIRL

JMary Hogan






PretGty
Face

& HarperCollins e-books



To my Enzo, Bob



Contents

One
Mom bought me a digital scale.

Two
It’s a sunny day. Of course. It’s always a sunny...

Three

Pacific High is five blocks from the beach. Our apartment...

Four
“If I wash these jeans tonight, I’ll have to wear...

Five

Turns out, Drew is a brown-bagger. You’d think I would...

Six
I am such an ass! I am the assiest of...
Seven

“Honestly,” Mom says at dinner, “tofu is
completely misunderstood.”

Eight

It’s Saturday. D-Day. Drew Day. My heart is pumping so...

Nine

The beach is nature’s practical joke: The Earth is nearly...

Ten
Of course Drew likes Jackie. Everyone likes Jackie.
How could...

Eleven
Mom is just returning from the gym when I get...

9

13

16

20

23

27

34

42

48



Twelve

Isn’t pride one of the seven deadly sins? I seem...

Thirteen
“You can’t go to Italy!”

Fourteen
Somehow, miraculously, it’s here. The last day

of school. I...

Fifteen

I’ve quit my job and packed my suitcase. I have...

Sixteen
The International Terminal in the Los Angeles
Airport was renamed. ..

Seventeen
I hate to admit it, but Mom is right. The...

Eighteen
“Felice di vederti!”

Nineteen
I see by the signs that Assisi is near. But...

Twenty
The new me sleeps until eleven.

Twenty-One
“Hayley!” Gino calls to me from the outdoor

table, though...

Twenty-Two

Day One was a wash. Or a total joy. Depending...

54

62

66

70

75

83

88

94

105

113

118



Twenty-Three
It doesn’t take long to settle into an Italian routine.

Twenty-Four
“How high today?”

Twenty-Five

I’m sore this morning, but happy. The sun wakes me...

Twenty-Six
Tonight, it’s gin. The card game, not the drink.

Twenty-Seven
It was simple. All I did was say one sentence...

Twenty-Eight
The spirit of Italy has taken over my soul. I'm...

Twenty-Nine
“Is something wrong, honey?” Patrice asks me.

Thirty

Nothing’s going to stop me. My sunscreen is on, my...

Thirty-One

“Call me Enzo,” he says, pronouncing his name as if...

Thirty-Two

I’m awake the moment the sun illuminates Assisi. I jump...

Thirty-Three
Enzo doesn’t have a computer; I don’t have a phone.

Thirty-Four
I’'m totally lost. I don’t have a clue. Each time...

126

131

135

138

141

151

156

159

163

166

174

180



Thirty-Five
“Lorenzo!”

Thirty-Six
The back road to Lake Trasimeno winds around
green fields...

Thirty-Seven
I can’t believe I'm doing this. What am I doing!?

Thirty-Eight
“You look different,” Patrice says, eyeing me the
next morning...

Thirty-Nine

Enzo and I see each other almost every day—and many...

Forty
“I was, like, get out. He was, like, come on.”

Forty-One
“Hayley!” Jackie hugs me so hard I feel like a...

Forty-Two
Long-distance relationships suck. Especially if the
distance is five thousand...

Acknowledgments

About the Author

Other Books by Mary Hogan
Credits

Cover

Copyright

About the Publisher

183

187

192

196

200

204

209

212



Mom bought me a digital scale.

“So you can’t lie to yourself,” she said. I glared at her, my
right foot jutting forward.

“God, Mom,” I scoffed. “I mean, God.”

What else could I say? She was totally right. Yesterday, I
shunted my rusty old IKEA scale all over the bathroom
floor looking for the most favorable reading. Turns out, you
can shave a full five pounds off if you put the bottom half
of the scale on the bath mat, hang your toes off the front,
and squint.

Today, it’s no such luck. The digital scale won't read any-

thing at all unless it’s on a level surface. Thanks a lot, Mom.

Behind the locked bathroom door, I pee, kick off my
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slippers, drop my robe, step out of my pajama pants, and lift
my cotton cami over my head. Taking a deep breath, I
exhale hard, blowing all the air out of my body. Contracting
it as much as possible. Then I step on my new digital scale.

I hear a sound.

Beep. Then a loud, robotic voice.

“One hundred and—"

Horrified, I leap off the scale. Mom bought me a scale
that talks!? Is she out of her mind? Not only do I have to see
the bloated number glow accusingly at me in a hideous
green light, I have to hear the bad news, too? What else will
it say?

Shave your legs, slacker. Would a pedicure kill you? Think
you'll ever have a boyfriend with those thighs?

Mom shrieks through the closed bathroom door. “I'm
calling Dr. Weinstein.”

“Mother!” I shriek back. “Can’t I have any privacy?”

“Your brother weighs less than you, Hayley. Do you
want to weigh more than a boy?”

“His brain is only an ounce. Mine is packed with
weighty knowledge.”

Mom presses her mouth up to the doorjamb. “I'm only
thinking of your health.”

I roll my eyes and turn on the shower.

“If you keep going like this,” she says into the crack of
the door, “you’re going to weigh as much as two people.”

“Pve always wanted a sister,” I reply. Then I get in the
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