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​Chapter 1

​The Great Christmas Caper
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Saturday 9th December

Jack and Lottie Primrose had a very serious problem. They hadn’t even broken up from school for the Christmas holidays, and they were already bored out of their minds.

To be fair, they had been up since six o’clock that morning, and it was now only eight am. In those two hours, they had eaten a truly heroic number of pancakes (14 between them), played about 50 games of Uno, and plotted at least five different pranks to unleash on their unsuspecting parents. Their pranks were legendary in their house – one Christmas they’d wrapped their dad’s car in so much tinsel that it looked like a giant bauble on wheels. Mum hadn’t been amused, but Dad had laughed so hard he cried. The Twin Terrors he called them.

“Right, Lottie,” said Jack, leaning back in his chair, the last chocolate smothered pancake dangling precariously from his fork, “we need something BIG this time, like ‘Go Big or Go Home’ big.”

“We are home dufus! But I Agree,” Lottie nodded, folding her arms thoughtfully. “We need to do something so Christmassy  it blows their socks off.”

“I was thinking the same thing!” said Jack, beaming at his twin sister. They were two peas in a very mischievous pod. Lottie had the same messy dark hair as Jack, the same bright green eyes, and the same talent for coming up with wildly ridiculous ideas. Together, they were unstoppable.

Suddenly, Lottie’s eyes lit up. “What if we turned the whole house into a Winter Wonderland? Like—POOF! Instant Christmas explosion! Mum and Dad won’t know what hit them.”

Jack’s face split into a wicked grin. “Genius, let's make it so Christmassy they’ll think they’ve stepped into the North Pole. Fake snow, lights everywhere, tinsel hanging from the ceiling—because this.." he said sweeping his arm dramatically around the room “is lame, there’s not a single decoration up yet, just that fancy little tree in the living room, it doesn’t feel like Christmas is coming!”

“We can sneak into the spare room and get all the decorations down quick while they’re still asleep!” Lottie giggled excitedly. “By the time they come down the house will be so glittery they’ll need sunglasses.”

“Perfect!” said Jack, clapping his hands together. “Operation Winter Wonderland is GO!”

With that, the twins crept upstairs to the spare room, carefully dodging the squeaky floorboard right outside their parents’ room. They didn’t have long, it was a Saturday so their parents were having a ‘much needed lie in’ however they would have to be as quick, quiet, and as ninja-like as possible. 

The spare room was full of random things their parents never threw away: broken lamps Dad was absolutely going to fix when he got around to it, bags of their old baby clothes Mum said she couldn’t bear to throw away, ancient family photos, and box after box of decorations that hadn’t seen the light of day in years. Utter paradise for Jack and Lottie.

“Jackpot!” said Jack, yanking open a large cardboard box labelled ‘Xmas Stuff – DO NOT TOUCH UNTIL DECEMBER 20TH’. 

Lottie snorted. “Better not Jack, the label says to not touch.”  Their shoulders shook while trying to stifle their giggles.

Together, they began rifling through the box, pulling out armfuls of tinsel, fairy lights, baubles, and garlands. It was like Christmas had exploded all over the floor.

“I reckon we start in the living room,” Jack whispered, draping a silver garland around his shoulders like a feather boa. “We’ll cover the entire ceiling in tinsel. It’ll be like a disco ball exploded.”

“Brilliant idea!” said Lottie, already tangled up in a string of fairy lights. “And we can hang baubles from the curtain rails, and use Dad’s shaving cream to make snow on the windows; he’s growing a beard so I’m sure he won’t mind!”

They grinned at each other, eyes sparkling with the excitement of their latest scheme. Jack and Lottie lived for this—planning, plotting, and executing the kind of pranks that would either make their parents laugh or give them heart palpitations. Either way, it was always worth it.

They lugged the boxes downstairs as quietly as possible and set to work.

Forty minutes later the house was unrecognizable.

Tinsel dripped from every surface. Fairy lights twinkled in the hallway, wrapped around every banister, chair, and even Coco the dog, who was now sleeping peacefully with a red bow on her head. The Christmas tree—previously a small, modest affair in the corner of the living room—had been transformed into a glittering masterpiece with at least seventy baubles, ten candy canes, and so much fake snow it looked like it had been caught in a blizzard.

Jack stood back to admire their work, a satisfied smile creeping across his face. “This,” he said, “is our finest work yet.”

“Mum’s going to freak out, you know how she likes it to look all fancy”  Lottie giggled.

“Maybe, but Dad’ll love it, he’s a bigger kid at Christmas than we are!”

Just as they were about to give themselves a well deserved pat on the back they heard the soft pad of footsteps on the upstairs landing. Their parents were up.

“Quick! Hide!” Lottie hissed, diving behind the sofa. Jack scrambled after her, nearly knocking over a giant cardboard snowman they’d set up in the living room. His knee smacked into the base of it, sending the snowman wobbling dangerously. He held his breath, eyes wide, hoping it wouldn’t tip over and blow their cover.

The house was silent for a moment. “Do you think Mum and Dad will notice?” Jack whispered, his heart pounding in his chest.

Lottie shot him a look. “We covered the entire living room in fake snow Jack. They’re going to notice.”

Jack peeked over the back of the sofa to survey their masterpiece. The entire house had been transformed into a winter wonderland while their parents slept. There was tinsel strung from every available surface, baubles hanging from the ceiling fan, and, of course, their pièce de résistance—heaps and heaps of flour scattered across the floor and furniture like a fresh blanket of snow.
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