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For moments when you feel like you’re losing control. Have faith, Story-seeker. It’s only a blip and when you come out the other side you’ll be stronger than ever.
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Welcome back, Story-seeker, to the start of a new school year at L’Etoile, School for Stars.


What a summer it’s been, but time now for our girls to see what fun and mischief awaits them in the first term of their second year.


Term begins with the very unexpected departure of a naughty L’Etoilette which kicks off the gossip. Then, as ever, Madame Ruby has a surprise, which the girls can’t wait to get their teeth into. Not to mention the arrival of two new students who are sure to throw the cat among the pigeons!


So if you want to know more, Story-seeker, then what are you waiting for? Get your skates on and glide back into the world of L’Etoile. You won’t be disappointed!


Love
Holly and Kelly Willoughby x
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Together Again
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‘I must say, girls,’ Mr Fitzfoster said. ‘I was extremely impressed with the quality and size of that ruby. I can honestly say I’ve not come across anything like it in all my years in the precious stone business.’


Molly and Maria glowed with pride. They’d just completed giving their parents a private Legend of the Lost Rose tour – with Madame Ruby in tow, of course. She made it her business never to let Mr Fitzfoster out of her sight whenever he visited L’Etoile.


‘Oh, Mr Fitzfoster, such a commendation from the world’s leading jewellery expert is praise indeed,’ she said, her eyes twinkling.


‘Always a pleasure, Madame Ruby,’ Mr Fitzfoster said firmly shaking her hand as they reached the Bentley. ‘And I trust you will take good care of my two most precious jewels as they start their second year at L’Etoile.’


‘Why of course, Mr …’ Madame Ruby began to say, but was interrupted by Molly and Maria throwing their arms around their parents’ necks in a group huddle kind of way.


‘I can’t believe the summer’s over already!’ Maria whispered. ‘Thanks for everything Mum and Dad. It’s been … eventful!’


‘Indeed,’ Linda Fitzfoster agreed, thinking back to the girls’ discovery of a smuggler’s cave at Wilton House. ‘I can only hope that this term passes without too much mischief or too many stories to tell!’


‘We’ll try Mum, but it’s not as if we go looking for trouble, it just seems to find us!’ Molly said.


‘That may be true of you, my darling, although I’m not sure we can say the same of your sister. I think she has a nose for adventure!’ her mum replied.


‘Like a sniffer dog!’ Maria said, pretending to sniff the air. And they all burst out laughing.


‘See you soon M and D!’ Molly called out as their chauffeur, the ever-obliging Eddie, closed the car door.


‘Be good!’ Mr Fitzfoster called back through an open window.


‘We will!’ Molly and Maria answered, fingers crossed behind their backs on the hand they weren’t using to wave goodbye.


‘I wonder if Sally and Pips have arrived while we’ve been tour guides!’ Molly said as she skipped along the Garland corridor to their new room, which was on the second year corridor directly above their old one.


‘They must be here by now, it’s almost time for supper and we haven’t ev …’


Crash!


Maria, not looking where she was going, had slammed straight into Miss Coates, the Garland house mistress and narrowly missed wiping out two new students who were with her.


‘Eeeek! I’m so sorry, Miss Coates! Are you OK?’ Maria said.


‘Well, you won’t see where you’re going if you’re facing the other way having a chat will you, Maria? As it happens, I’m quite all right this time,’ Miss Coates muttered, bending down to pick up the various bits of paperwork which were scattered all over the corridor. ‘But I really do wish you Garland girls would slow down and concentrate. This is the second time in the last ten minutes that I’ve been knocked over by one of you scurrying around like ants. Sally Sudbury’s given me quite a bruise,’ she said, rolling up her sleeve to inspect her arm for purple marks.


‘Sally’s here?’ Molly squealed, forgetting all about Miss Coates and the two new girls. ‘Woohoo!’ and then she checked herself. ‘So sorry. If you’re all right, Miss, may we be please be excused?’


‘Yes, yes. Go on with you … and DON’T RUN!’ Miss Coates called after them, but the twins were already out of earshot.
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‘Wait, Moll. Did you see those girls Miss Coates was showing around? I’ve never seen them before – must be newbies from one of the older year groups. They could have been sisters they looked so alike!’ Maria said, slightly out of breath.


‘Really?’ Molly answered. ‘Can’t say I noticed anything after you decided to play skittles with that poor woman. Maybe we should get her a neon bib to wear or something. I swear we’ve all got taller since last term …’


‘Either that or she’s shrinking!’ said Maria giggling.


Knock, knock!


‘Anyone ho-ome?’ Molly peeked around the door of their new room – which was, in truth, practically identical to the last one. But the room echoed with emptiness.


‘Molly! Don’t look so disappointed. Anyone would think you hadn’t seen the girls since last term. We were with them only yesterday!’


[image: Image]Just in case you haven’t caught up with us over the summer yet, Story-seeker, Molly, Maria, Pippa and Sally had just spent the end of the summer holidays together at the twin’s house by the sea, where they saved the day by uncovering a smuggling ring. Is it any wonder their parents were dubious about dropping them off for another potentially adventure-filled term?


‘I know but it just won’t feel like home until we’re all back together,’ Molly moaned.


‘BOO!’ came a shout from the wardrobe as the doors flew open, and Pippa and Sally launched themselves at the twins.


‘WAYL?!’ Molly shrieked, then burst into giggles.


[image: Image]WAYL = What are you like? Story-seeker.


‘You nearly gave me a heart attack!’ gasped Maria, clutching her chest.


‘Ha! Did we really get you?’ Pippa said. ‘The old tricks are the best.’


‘Yes, yes, very funny,’ said Maria. ‘You know we’ll get you back though, right?’


‘We’ll look forward to it!’ Sally said.


‘So what’s new?’ Molly asked as she started the mammoth task of unpacking her many suitcases, all filled with the latest fashions.


‘Since yesterday you mean? Not a lot. The bad news is Lucifette is definitely back.’


[image: Image]Lucifette, aka Lucinda Marciano, was their arch-enemy.


‘What, Sal? You’ve seen her?’ asked Maria as she began her equally mammoth task of untangling gadget cables.


‘No, I haven’t seen her, thank goodness, but I definitely heard her from one of the upstairs windows when I arrived. She was bawling someone out and I have a horrible feeling it was Fashion Faye. Something about a halter-neck strap breaking for a second time even after Faye had fixed it.’


‘Oh, don’t, I can’t bear it. Poor Faye. I’m going to tell her to stop doing anything for Lucifette altogether. It’s just not worth the AG!’ Molly said.


[image: Image]AG = Aggravation, Story-seeker.


‘Has anyone seen Miss Hart … I mean, the new Mrs Fuller yet?’ Pippa asked, clutching a beautifully wrapped, rectangular object. ‘Luckily her wedding present arrived this morning in time for me to collect it from home with the rest of my stuff for school. I can’t wait to give it to her.’


‘Oooh, what is it?’ Sally asked.


‘One of my mum’s friend is a calligrapher, so I asked her to write out the lyrics of True Love, the wedding song I wrote for them, and then Mum got it framed,’ Pippa said.


‘What a lovely idea, Pips. They’ll cherish that forever,’ said Molly.


‘Not sure if she’s back today or not though. Don’t you normally go on honeymoon straight after your wedding?’ Sally pondered.


‘Normally yes, but I remember Mum offering them our house in Barbados over Christmas as a wedding present, so I’m pretty sure they’re going to wait until then. Besides, I can’t see Mrs Fuller missing the start of a new school year, can you?’ Maria said with a knowing smile.


‘Come on, girls. I’m starving! Let’s go and see what monstrosity Mackle the Jackal has cooked up for us today,’ Pippa said, opening the bedroom door.


‘ATYS, baby!’ Molly exclaimed.


[image: Image]ATYS = Anything you say, Story-seeker.


‘I’ve run out of hangers and wardrobe space now anyway. No idea where I’m going to put the rest of it!’ she said, frowning at two unopened suitcases by the end of her bed.


‘I’ll do a deal with you, Moll,’ Pippa announced with cheeky glint in her eye. ‘You can use my wardrobe space and my hangers if … I can borrow a couple of those gorgeous outfits. That blue and white spotty dress is to die for!’


‘You’re on, Pippa Burrows! I’d say that’s a perfectly fair trade. And I totes agree about this dress,’ Molly said, flinging it onto Pippa’s bed. ‘Isn’t it divine? You can have first wear for being so accommodating! And there’s plenty more to go around don’t you worry, Sal,’ she went on, suddenly noticing Sally drooling in the direction of a black net skirt. ‘What’s mine is yours, girls.’


‘My favourite words!’ Pippa said disappearing down the corridor – her BFF’s close behind her.
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Plenty To Dine Out About
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‘Daisy! Lara! How are you? How was your summer?’ Pippa asked, hugging two of her favourite musicians in the Ivy Room.


‘Molly!’ Fashion Faye cried as she spotted the twins. ‘Wow – I love your skirt, Moll. You’ll have to let me borrow it one evening so I can make up a pattern and copy it. Actually, I’ve bought these amazing leopard print tights which would go with it a treat. I’ll drop them in later.’


‘Ah, thanks, Faye. Sounds fab! And you look super too. That fringe really suits you. Actually, I’m glad I bumped into you. I wanted have a quick word about Lucifette. Sally said she heard her going ballistic at you earlier …’


Maria, who’d been scanning the dining room for anything new or different, suddenly realised how much she’d missed the non-stop din of girly chatter. It felt great to be back.


As she reached for a flapjack, her hand brushed another hand reaching for the same plate.


‘Ooops. Sorry!’ said the other girl immediately, slightly shy.


Maria thought how pretty the brunette girl was with her green eyes and long hair in plaits.


‘No worries, my mistake. You go for it. There’ll be a top up tray along in a minute,’ Maria said.


It was only when the girl turned away with her tray that she realised it was one of the girls who’d been with Miss Coates earlier in the corridor. Time to do a little digging after supper, she thought, and find out who these newbies are. Maria liked to have all the facts at all times! In fact, why hadn’t she just asked her outright? Might have been nice to introduce herself. But something about that girl threw her off guard, and she just couldn’t put her finger on what it was.


[image: Image]Maria Fitzfoster, for the first time in her little life, Story-seeker, felt uneasy and she had no idea why!
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‘Old Mackle has outdone herself with this cottage pie. It’s almost, and I’m scared I might choke if I say it out loud, almost enjoyable!’ said Pippa.


‘Not sure I feel quite so enthusiastic, Pips, but loving how positive you are. We should all take a leaf out of your book,’ Molly said.


Pippa looked happy. And why shouldn’t she be? She’d just had the most wonderful summer with her family and best friends and had given the performance of her life at the wedding of the year. She didn’t even want to think about the audience of superstars and top music industry people who’d heard her sing yesterday. It had been all she was able to do not to stare at the star-filled front pew the whole time she’d been singing.


‘Where’s Sally got to? Her cottage pie will be stone cold at this rate,’ Maria said, looking around the dining room.


‘She went for ketchup …’ Molly answered through a mouthful of mashed potato.


All of a sudden, the girls were aware of a crowd gathering at the far end of the dining room.


‘Sally!’ Molly and Maria shouted in unison as they jumped up and raced over to see what was happening.


It was horrible. There was Lucinda, in all her vain, vile glory, her hand clenched around Sally’s upper arm, shouting at the top of her voice. Sally looked terrified.


‘You’re a loser, Sally Sudbury. Your Mum’s a loser, your Dad was a loser and if you ever have a child of your own, you can be darn sure it’ll be a complete loser too!’ Lucinda spat, her face twisted with rage.


‘Do you honestly think those twin freaks are really your friends? They feel sorry for you. We all feel sorry for you. And as for gatecrashing that celebrity wedding yesterday – what were you thinking? There’s no way you’d have been invited to that. You’re desperate … disgusting … deceitful …’


Molly and Maria had broken through to the front of the crowd and were about to launch themselves at Lucinda when they were halted by a stern voice.


‘LUCINDA MARCIANO! Unhand that girl at once …’


Lucinda, along with everyone else, swung around to see the new Mrs Fuller glaring at her. Maria wasn’t sure whose eyes were the wildest. Lucinda looked like a crazy banshee, but Mrs Fuller was so incensed, her eyes had turned to slits.


Lucinda was astounded. She’d picked that exact location in the corner of the dining room to target her ex-playmate, for the very reason that the staff tables were at the opposite end. Where on earth had Mrs Fuller appeared from? Shouldn’t she be on honeymoon or something?


‘MISS MARCIANO. I don’t believe you heard me the first time, so in the interests of second chances, I’ll tell you again. Unhand Miss Sudbury at once. Never in all my years of teaching have I heard such a spiteful attack. Miss Sudbury was indeed invited to attend my wedding yesterday as was Miss Burrows who performed at the ceremony, not that my guest list is anyone’s business but my own,’ Helen Fuller said.


The room was completely silent now. Anyone who hadn’t noticed the commotion begin had joined the circle of onlookers around Lucinda and Sally. Sally had tears streaming down her face, partly from the pain, partly due to embarrassment. There wasn’t a student or teacher present, who didn’t just want to run in and scoop her up, but no one dared break the dramatic stand-off between Mrs Fuller and Lucinda Marciano.


‘Helen, may I call you Helen?’ Lucinda snarled, as she pinched the skin on Sally’s arm ever tighter.


‘Oh, my gosh, she’s totally lost it!’ Molly whispered to Maria in shock.


‘YOU MOST CERTAINLY MAY NOT,’ Mrs Fuller answered angrily.


‘Ow,’ Sally winced, as Lucinda gripped harder.


‘You don’t tell me what I can or can’t do. I AM A MARCIANO. That’s Hollywood royalty, don’t you know. If you think I’m going to listen to some small town, plain Jane teacher interfering in my business, you’re mistaken, lady. Sally belongs to me. I own her. So you can take your pointy, smug, newly-married little nose and point it somewhere else!’ Lucinda announced, wildly out of control.


GASP!


The whole room was frozen to the spot waiting to see what might happen next.


‘Mrs Mackle, would you be so kind?’ Mrs Fuller said at which point Mackle the Jackal appeared from nowhere, and gently prised Lucinda’s fingers from Sally’s bruised arm.


[image: Image]Well, as gently as a woman with hands like bunches of bananas could, Story-seeker.


Now it was Lucinda’s turn to wince.


‘Woohoo! Go Mackle!’ came an anonymous shriek and everyone else joined in with applause and cheers. Mrs Mackle paused for a moment, loving the unfamiliar feeling of popularity. Perhaps it did pay to be nice after all? she thought.


Mrs Fuller raised her hand for calm. ‘Nurse Payne, perhaps you might take Sally down to the sick bay for a moment’s calm and some arnica to heal any bruising. I fear she may be in shock.’ Then she looked to where Lucinda, who seemed to have come back down to earth from Planet Lunatic, stood motionless, as an animal might if it was being held by the scruff of the neck.


‘Thank you, Mrs Mackle. Would you escort Miss Marciano to the headmistress’s office and let her know I’ll be up shortly.’


Mrs Fuller turned to the rest of the room.


‘L’Etoilettes, I’m sure that you are all reeling from what has just occurred in this dining room. But I would like to request that, out of respect for Miss Sudbury, you don’t spend the entire term gossiping about it. Please continue with your supper and get a good night’s sleep so that you’re fresh for the new school year tomorrow. I pray that none of us have to experience anything like this, ever again.’


Everyone nodded in silence, eyes fixed on her as she left the room. As soon as the door closed behind her, there was an almighty explosion of chatter. Gaggles of girls huddled together no matter what year group they were in, united in their disgust at one of the most horrendous scenes they’d ever witnessed.


‘I don’t even have any words for what just happened. What on earth possessed Lucifette to react like that? She’s lost the plot!’ Pippa said, incredulous.


‘I don’t even want to speak that wicked girl’s name,’ Molly said, her eyes brimming with tears. ‘Poor Sally. I can’t bear it. I’m going straight to the sick bay. She’ll be desperate to see us. I expect she’s just running all those awful things Lucifette said to her over and over in her head.’
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