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Chapter 1


I’ve never had a boyfriend before. I’ve never really fancied anyone. But Sophie thinks it’s about time. I’ve tried kissing, of course, and according to Sophie, lots of boys fancy me. I’m not so sure about that. I bet she just says that to be nice. That’s what Sophie’s like, she’s a good friend. We’ve known each other since first grade. We’re in eighth grade now.


“I have to tell you something, Ida,” she says one evening, as we’re standing in my room in front of the large mirror. We’re getting ready for a party. It’s warm, and I’ve opened both my windows. We can hear my mom talking to my little sister in the garden.


Sophie gives me a long and intense look, as only she knows how to do. “I was talking to Alexander yesterday,” she continues, taking a deep breath. “Heasked me if you were going to the party.” She quickly unzips my make-up bag.


I nod. Of course I’m coming to the party. It’s the last party before summer vacation. It’s at Ella’s apartment. Sophie and I have been spending the last hour finding clothes and putting on our make-up.


“I think he really likes you,” Sophie says.


“Why do you think that?” I ask.


“I just do,” Sophie says, looking at herself in the mirror. She borrowed one of my dresses, and it’s a perfect fit on her slim figure.


“Well it would seem appropriate for me to start liking him too then,” I say sarcastically, as I look unenthusiastically at myself in the mirror.


I’ve done my best to try fancying boys before. Lots of the boys in our class are quite nice and good-looking, but nothing happens inside me when I attempt to look at them like that. I’ve kissed both Sebastian and Daniel, but nothing happened. No heart pounding or butterflies in my stomach. I’ve tried holding their hands at the movies, but that was just disgusting, and my hands got all hot and sweaty.


“You’re blonde and tall,” Sophie says, while she carefully puts on some mascara. “That’s why you’re such a good match for Alexander. He’sblond as well.” She sighs a bit deeper than she usually does. “He’s the best looking boy in our class.”


I don’t really think so. I think Alexander is quite boring. He plays soccer every Tuesday and Thursday. I still feel a slight pang of excitement in my stomach though. He might want to be my boyfriend. That is a bit flattering actually. At least two girls from the other class fancy him.


Sophie shoots me a strict teacher-like glare.


“Just remember to be honest with him, alright?”


“Of course!” I say, spreading my arms to the side.


“Don’t exaggerate,” Sophie continues, fiddling with her eyebrow. “It’s not charming.”


I’m just about to start telling her off. I feel like it’s been a long time since I exaggerated anything. In the first years of school, I had a bad habit of telling stories which were not entirely true.


“You’re lying, Ida!” my classmate Ella once yelled, when I told her that my dad got a job as head chef to a prince in Dubai, and that he lived in a castle made of pure gold. We were only in seventh grade then.


“That’s why he doesn’t live on Starling Road with me and my mom anymore. His career as a chef is highly demanding,” I explainedto both Sophie, Ella, and the other girls in our class, while doing my best to look as if I was extremely proud of him. “But he sends back lots of money and presents!”


I know I exaggerated a lot then, but at that time, it didn’t really feel as if I were lying. My dad did once work as a chef abroad. It was on a ferry between England and Denmark. And he came really close to getting a job in Dubai, because he can cook so well.


“Didn’t your mom and dad just get divorced?” Ella asked me last summer.


I shook my head.


“I’m telling you, he’s in Dubai!”


The following week, my mom introduced me to my new stepdad, and to my new baby sister in her stomach. I haven’t mentioned my dad since.


Sophie and I finish putting on our make-up, and start fixing our hair. I’m thinking about Alexander. He’s a good student, the sort who always raises his hand and is ready to answer any question put to him. A year ago I was taller than him, but now he has grown taller than me.





My stepdad Ray takes us to the party. The evening sun is shining through the windshield, and Ray is wearing his mirrored sunglasses and a green track suit, which makes him look a bit like a soldier.





“Look at that view, girls,” he says, when we reach the top of the hill on Cormorant Road. We can see the bright green woodland, and the blue sea behind it. The sea is glowing with the last rays of the sun. It reminds me of ‘Persian’ and Greece, where my mom and I went on vacation last summer. That was before Ray and before my little sister. ‘Persian’ is not a cat, but a sort of dream boy I invented in the hotel in Greece. I don’t know why I called him something as strange as ‘Persian’. He was just a perfectly ordinary prince with sandals, a sword and a turban, which he would take off when he came to visit me. Then he would loosen his long dark hair, and shake it about in slow motion. And of course he’d be taller than 170 centimeters, so that he matched me. He’d be my age as well. Maybe a little bit older, but no more than 17. It doesn’t really matter how old he might be, since he doesn’t actually exist. And in the dream I’m 16 years old, and not 13, so I’m no longer afraid of all the naughty bits of the dream.


My mom bought the vacation to Greece online one evening, when I had been crying about how stupid my dad was. It was in seventh grade, and he hadn’t sent me any Christmas presents. My mom had turned on her laptop and showed me all sorts of beautiful beaches and hotels in Greece. And then she bought a vacation online.





“We have to get the ‘all inclusive’,” she said. ‘All inclusive’ meant that you got lots of things for free. I could eat all the ice cream I wanted, completely free of charge. And that was when I started dreaming about that boy ‘Persian’.





It turned out he was Greek, and suddenly I became a Greek princess living in a hotel-castle on a rugged island full of cliffs, surrounded by playful dolphins and bright blue sea.


I still haven’t forgiven my mom for – whoopsy-daisy! – getting pregnant with Ray’s child. We’re not going back to Greece this year. I was dreaming about that hotel with the pool and the ocean view, where I could once again pretend to meet ‘Persian’. Every day I would stare out to sea, and wait for my Greek prince. I’m not really sure if a Greek prince would be called ‘Persian’, but that doesn’t matter, as long as he’s good-looking. A black-haired boy with deep blue eyes and a sword that is capable of slaying dragons with a single cut.


“You girls behave yourselves,” Ray says with a smile, gallantly leaping out of the car to hold open the doors for us. I think it’s totally embarrassing. But it’s even more embarrassing that we have to drive around in a bright yellow car with ‘FF – Fabulous Fitness’ printed on the side. My stepdad owns the only gym in town, and he’s built like a prize-winning bull.





“Thank you so much for the ride,” Sophie says politely, and almost twists her ankle on the heeled sandals she borrowed from me.


I grab Sophie by the arm and tilt my head back. We’re standing in front of the tallest house in town. Eight stories tall. From Ella’s apartment you can see the sea, the woods, the school, the shopping center, and all the small streets with angular yellow single-family houses. I sigh. I’m not feeling very festive, even though the best looking boy in class possibly fancies me.





“I’ll pick you up at midnight!” Ray shouts after us, shutting the yellow doors of the car.


I want to wave at him, but it ends up looking as if I’m swatting away a fly.


Ella is hosting the party. She lives on the eighth floor in a large apartment. The other classes in our grade have been invited as well. After the summer vacation, the classes are going to be re-arranged at the Heatherfield, our school. The teachers have made that decision because some of the classes aren’t working out at all. I don’t talk to Sophie about it, but everyone knows that her brother, Jonah, is one of the worst troublemakers. He hangs out at the shopping center after school, where he’s part of a gang along with some boys from the Forest Hill School, which is on the opposite end of town.





I’m looking forward to being in a new class. Sophie is my best friend of course, but I still sort of hope we’ll end up in different classes. Just to try something new. We spend all of our time together anyway, and sometimes I just need a bit of space.


“Alexander and Sebastian are drinking beer!” Sophie whispers to me, while we’re sitting in the sofas eating chips and drinking soda. The music is loud, and the living room is packed with people.


Sophie points at the curtains. I giggle. There’s no mistaking it. Someone is lurking behind the thick long curtains by the door to the balcony. If they’re trying to hide, they’re not doing a very good job of it.


I stand up and walk over to them. I pull the curtain slightly apart and walk inside.


“Cheers guys,” I say loudly, struggling a bit with the fabric which is sticking to my naked arms.


Alexander is holding a tin of beer. “We’re drinking,” he whispers, taking a sip.


“Disgusting!” I say, and mean it. Beer doesn’t taste very good. I can smell it too. There’s a sweetly nauseating smell behind the curtains.


“We’re going to get really drunk,” Sebastian whispers and giggles.
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