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To l’Etoilettes everywhere who are seeking answers. Sometimes all you have to do is slow down, take a step back and you might just find that what you’re looking for is right under your nose.
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Welcome back, Story-seeker, to a new and exciting adventure with our favourite girls.


After an uncharacteristically quiet term at their beloved L’Etoile, our girls have arrived in London for the summer holidays and are itching for adventure!


Maria is ready to shadow journalist Luscious Tangerella at the Gazette, while Molly and the rest of the gang are determined to seek out some mischief. Who knows what they’ll find, but if you know our L’Etoilettes as well as we do, Story-seeker, they’ll be slipping into their black assassin gear for a midnight escapade in no time!


So sit comfortably and float into the Mystery of the Missing Ballerina.


Enjoy!


Love
Holly and Kelly Willoughby x
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Double Trouble in London
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‘Maria! What are you scrambling about under that desk for this time?’ Molly asked her sister.


‘My lucky silver pen … it’s missing. There’s no way I can go to the Gazette without it … I alllllllways have it!’ Maria said in despair.


Molly looked fondly at her usually calm and collected twin. To say she was finding the sight of Maria flapping about like a headless chicken amusing was an understatement. The Easter holidays had been a complete disaster for Maria, after her journalist hero, Luscious Tangerella, or LT as she was now referred to, had cancelled Maria’s promised week of shadowing her at the Gazette due to Buckingham Palace announcing the birth of a royal baby. LT had had to drop everything in order to put together a special issue, which had left Maria twiddling her thumbs at home.
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And we all know that boredom and disappointment, for someone as intelligent as Maria, Story-seeker, might possibly be the worst combination!





‘Right, when did you last have this super-duper pen?’ Molly asked, deciding it would be better for everyone if the elusive pen was found or none of them would be allowed to go to sleep that night.


‘I was sitting on my bed writing today’s to do list, then I put my notebook down …’ Maria said thoughtfully.


‘Where … where did you put it down? I can’t see your notebook either,’ Molly said, looking in Maria’s bedside cabinet and under the bed.


‘I know! How can I have been so forgetful? I put it where I always put it, in case I suddenly wake up in the night and think of something important … et voila!’ Maria announced in her best French accent as she flung her pillow on the floor.


‘You sleep with a notebook and pen under your pillow?’ Molly said in disbelief. She’d heard everything now.


‘Of course. Nothing more frustrating than having a brilliant idea in your dreams, then waking up and not being able to remember what it was. I bet you sleep with something completely ridiculous under your pillow!’ said Maria, leaping over to Molly’s bed.


Molly dived after her. ‘Nooooooo!’ she cried, but it was too late. There, in a little sparkly photo frame, was a picture of Prince Henry, heir to the throne, and in Molly’s mind, her future husband. ‘I can’t believe you just did that!’ Molly yelped like a wounded puppy. ‘I only discovered what you hide under your pillow because I was trying to be helpful. Are we not allowed to have any secrets?’


‘Not when you’re a twin, Moll!’ Maria giggled.


‘YO!’ came a shout from the hall. ‘What’s all the racket about?’ asked Sally as she entered the room.


‘You don’t want to know!’ Molly and Maria said in unison, then burst out laughing, thinking how equally silly they had been.


‘Good!’ Sally said. ‘Well, if you’ve quite finished with your morning row, we should go outside and wait for Pippa. She’ll be here any minute!’


‘Woohoo!’ Molly said. ‘I can’t believe we’ve been off school a whole week already and away from our darling Pippa.’


‘Just think how sad you’d both be if you didn’t have me living with you either,’ Sally said confidently.


Sally’s mum, Maggie Sudbury, had come to work for the Fitzfoster family a year ago, and it was the perfect arrangement for the three girls. It meant that they were always together, during term time and in the holidays. Even if they were in the London house and Maggie had to stay on in the country at Wilton House, the twins made sure Sally never left their side.


‘Exactly Sal! You’re like our AT,’ Molly said, grabbing her hand.


‘AT?’ Even Maria had no idea what AT meant.


‘Adopted triplet … obvs!’ Molly grinned.


‘Ha … only without the arguments!’ said Sally. ‘Which I’m more than happy about, BTW!’
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(BTW = By the way, Story-seeker)





‘It’s such a flipping shame the Sawyers aren’t in London for the hols. It’s so typical. When we were in the countryside for Christmas, Danya and Honey were in London and now that we’re in London, they’re in the country! Honestly, you couldn’t make it up!’ Molly groaned.


‘It’s not their fault they had to go to their grandparents in Norfolk. I bet they’d rather be here with us too,’ Maria said.




And they would have, Story-seeker, or at least in a house ten seconds’ walk away. Since Molly and Maria had met the Sawyer twins at the start of last term, the coincidences had just kept on coming … even down to where their parents lived. As fate would have it, the Sawyers lived on the other side of Beaufort Square, at number forty-four. This was discovered, to the girls’ delight, when Mrs Fitzfoster had asked for their home address to invite them to the Fitzfoster party in the caves under Wilton House. In the words of our Molly, Story-seeker – WATC?
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(WATC = What are the chances?)





It had only been a week since L’Etoile broke up but it already felt like a lifetime. Pippa’s cousin had got married that weekend in Cornwall, so she’d gone straight from L’Etoile to the venue to help her family with all the wedding preparations and rehearse for her performance in the church. But now she was on the way to join her best friends for some London mischief!
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Beaufort Square was one of those beautiful London squares with terraced town houses on three sides, a church at one end and an immaculate, private garden in the middle. It never looked more breath-taking than in the summer, when everything was green and leafy.


‘I think this might be my very favourite time of the year,’ Molly said, basking in the warm sunshine.


‘You said that at Christmas!’ Maria groaned.


‘Can I help it if I appreciate the beauty of Mother Nature?’ Molly said.


‘Sure, because the mountain of Christmas presents under our tree had nothing to do with why you said that was your favourite time of year!’ Maria said.


‘Are you two at it again?’ Sally said. ‘Honestly, what’s got into you today?’


‘Don’t look at me,’ Molly said. ‘She’s really tetchy today. I can’t say or do anything without her jumping down my throat.’


‘I’m sorry,’ Maria said, immediately realising that the girls were right. ‘I think it’s just my nerves for tomorrow. I’ve been looking forward to it for so long, now that it’s finally here, it’s all a bit much to compute. What if I mess up … trip up … or even throw up!’


‘You’ll be fine, Mimi,’ Molly said, suddenly feeling guilty for snapping. Of course Maria was nervous. ‘Honestly, Mimi, this is what you’ve been waiting for your whole life. You have nothing to worry about. You were born to be a journalist! Now tell me, what are you going to wear?’


‘What am I going to wear?’ Maria turned white. ‘I haven’t even thought about that!’


Molly raised every eyebrow she had … well, all two of them.
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To Molly Fitzfoster, our resident fashion queen, Story-seeker, the world began and ended with glamour and sparkle, so the fact that Maria hadn’t even planned what she might wear for the most important week of her life was unthinkable!





‘You haven’t thought about your outfit? You must be joking. You’re kidding … right?’ she said hesitantly.


‘To be truthful, it totally slipped my mind. I’ve been thinking more about researching what’s going on in the world this week so I can contribute in meetings,’ Maria said.


‘Well now, sister dear. Isn’t it lucky that you have Beaufort Square’s top fashionista to help you dress to impress?’ Molly said with a dazzling smile.


Sally giggled. This was where Molly would get her own back on her stressed out, snappy sister. She could see it now. A whole afternoon of make-up and curling tongs lay ahead, and that was before she’d tried anything on.


Molly had her thinking cap on. A multitude of looks flashing through her mind.


Suddenly she was distracted by a large silver car sweeping past them only to screech to a halt a bit further down the road.


‘Pippa!’ Sally squealed, running down the street.


As she did, the back doors flew open and who should jump out but Danya and Honey Sawyer. Molly, Maria and Sally couldn’t believe their eyes. Was it really them? But they were in Norfolk!


As they got closer, they saw that it was them. The Sawyers were in London!


Finally, someone sensible to talk through her week with, Maria thought, pleased to have Danya back.


Finally, someone to talk fashion with, Molly thought, ecstatic at seeing Honey.


How brilliant, but I hope Pippa gets here soon. I miss my pretend twin, Sally thought.


‘Girls! What on earth are you doing here?’ Molly said, throwing her arms around Honey, then Danya.


‘We thought you were in Norfolk for the holidays,’ Maria exclaimed.


‘We were!’ Danya said. ‘But the stupid builders working on Granny and Grandpa’s house didn’t shut the water supply off properly when they disconnected the kitchen pipes and the whole ground floor of the house flooded overnight. Honestly, it’s such a mess up there. I feel so sorry for them.’


‘Oh no – what a nightmare for them, but what a dream for us!’ Sally said.


‘Does this mean that you’re staying here for the rest of the hols then?’ Molly asked, hopefully.


‘Yessssirrreee!’ Honey squealed. ‘Can you believe it? And we’ve only got Greta to keep an eye on us so we’re in the clear for mischief. Mum and Dad have stayed on in Norfolk to help.’


‘Greta?’ Molly asked.


‘Our au pair,’ Danya said. ‘She’s over from Berlin for the holidays to help look after us. She’s really sweet, but thankfully quite naive so we’re not having too much trouble running rings around her.’


‘Sounds perfect to me!’ Maria said with a wink.


‘What are you doing out here in the square anyway?’ Danya asked. ‘It’s as if you were waiting for us!’


‘Pippa’s arriving any second now,’ Sally said excitedly.


‘No way! That’s amazing. The whole gang’s together. Or at least we will be. How about we go home, get unpacked and then pop over to yours later for a proper catch-up?’ Honey suggested.


‘Brilliant!’ Molly said. ‘Give us an hour to settle Pippa in and put in some Mum-and-Dad time. We live at number seven.’


‘Coolio! See you later, London Girls!’ Honey shouted back before jumping in the car next to an exasperated-looking Greta, who’d been trying to get the twins’ attention since they’d decided to jump out so suddenly.


‘How fab is this?’ Molly said.


‘I know. It couldn’t have worked out any better if we’d planned it,’ Maria said, having quite forgotten all about her Gazette nerves.


‘Pippa!’ all three girls shouted, seeing Uncle Harry’s red car pull up alongside them.


‘Pippa!’ Sally cried as she opened the car door. ‘Thank goodness you’re here. I was starting to feel like a right gooseberry with the twin explosion on this square!’


‘What?’ Pippa said, confused.


‘Pippa, you won’t believe it … the Sawyers are here too! They’ve just arrived,’ Molly said. ‘The whole gang’s back together!’


‘Wow, that’s amazing news!’ Pippa grinned and then turned to Sally. ‘I’ll be your honorary twin any day, Sal!’


Sally beamed.


‘That was the longest car journey from Devon. I think it was made even worse because I’ve been dying to see you all,’ Pippa said, dragging her case up the front steps.


‘It’s all right for you, Pippa,’ Uncle Harry said, closing the boot. ‘I’ve got to do the whole thing again tomorrow when I go and collect your mum. Why she couldn’t get the train, I’ll never know!’


‘Ah I know, Uncle H. You’re the best. Thanks so much for dropping me off. Drive safely and I’ll phone you tomorrow,’ Pippa said, kissing him goodbye.


Uncle Harry stood for a moment, just watching the gaggle of giddy girls all talking over each other. ‘No problem, Pippy. Just mind your manners and don’t go getting into any mischief,’ he said.


‘Yeah, right!’ Pippa said, flashing him a smile.


And with that the London threesome, which had unexpectedly turned into a fivesome, became a complete, mischievous sixsome!
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Catching Up
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‘Mrs Dundas! Look who’s here!’ Molly said as the four girls burst in through the front door.


Mrs Dundas was the Fitzfosters’ housekeeper at number seven. She was the loveliest lady and, more importantly, the best cook ever.
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Well, nearly the best cook ever, Story-seeker. Sally’s mum, Maggie, still held the trophy for the tastiest chocolate brownies on the planet.





‘Lovely to meet you, Pippa. The twins and Sally have told me so much about you. Are you hungry, dear?’ Mrs Dundas asked as she took some of Pippa’s bags.


‘If your legendary flapjack is on offer, I’m hungry,’ Pippa said, her mouth watering. ‘You see, I’ve heard all about you too!’


Mrs Dundas blushed with pride. ‘Coming right up, girls. I tell you what, why don’t you take Pippa’s things and show her where she’s sleeping and I’ll bring a tray of goodies up for you.’


‘Perfect!’ Maria said, grabbing everything back from Mrs Dundas.


‘Follow me, Pippa,’ Sally said. ‘You’re bunking in with me. Wait till you see our room. It’s so cool. We’ve got our own bathroom and everything.’


‘Mu-um!’ Molly called up the stairs. ‘Pippa’s here.’


Linda Fitzfoster peered over the bannister. ‘Hello, Pippa, darling. How wonderful to see you. The girls have missed you so much. How was the wedding?’


‘Oh it was so beautiful, Mrs F. My cousin looked like a princess and the sun shone the whole day,’ Pippa said.


‘What did you sing?’ Maria asked.


‘I cheated a bit and sang the same song I wrote for Mrs Fuller’s wedding – but none of the guests had heard it before so it was like singing it for the first time,’ Pippa answered. ‘Everyone seemed to like it.’


‘I love that song! Your voice gives me more and more goose-bumps every term since you’ve been at L’Etoile,’ Molly said.


‘Ah thanks, Moll,’ Pippa said.


‘Will you sing it for us, please?’ Sally asked.


‘Oh yes – that would be lovely, Pippa. I’m pleased to say Mr Fitzfoster will be home in time to join us for dinner so maybe you could do it then, by way of a little after-dinner entertainment?’ Linda Fitzfoster said.


‘Sure! I’d love to!’ Pippa replied.


‘Come on then – let’s go upstairs – or our flapjacks will arrive before we do!’ Molly said. ‘See you later, Mum!’


Linda Fitzfoster smiled as she watched the four best friends disappear to their bedrooms. They really did love each other to pieces and it was a pleasure to see.


While Sally helped Pippa unpack, Molly dived straight into her extensive wall of wardrobes.


‘Right, Maria … here’s what I’m thinking …’


‘Oh, I’d forgotten about this,’ Maria said, suddenly reminded of her Gazette nerves, and remembering the outfit marathon ahead.


‘How about this emerald top, with these skinnies and black pumps. I haven’t worn any of them yet. In fact I ordered the top from www.looklikeastar.com with you in mind anyway. This shade of green will bring out the colour of your eyes.’
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