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Chapter 1


My uncle turns the corner and we’re finally on my street. I don’t like this time of year; it’s only 4 p.m. and it’s already getting dark. I’ve been away for the week of half-term, but so much has happened it feels like a month. I’m not really sure if I’m the same person I was when I left. It’ll be nice to get back to normal.


I can’t wait to see my sister. I can’t wait to see my parents. I can’t wait to see the surprise that Tara’s left on my doorstep.


‘Do you know if Mum and Dad are home yet?’ I ask my aunt Jenny. She’s been calling Mum every few hours since Mum, Dad and Becky left our holiday in a rush.


Jenny turns awkwardly to look back at me from the passenger seat. She shakes her head. ‘Sorry, honey, they’re still at the hospital.’


I nod like I understand. And I do understand, but that doesn’t mean I’m thrilled about it.


Jenny clearly picks up on my look and says, ‘But your uncle and I will stay with you tonight. We can even get takeaway if you want.’ She raises her voice like she’s trying to excite a baby. ‘Whatever you’d like.’


This is how they always make it up to me. Shove me full of takeaway and treats as if that’s the same as having a family who are together. Becky gets my parents, and I get fat.


‘I’m not hungry.’


Immediately I feel guilty for sulking. I wouldn’t trade places with Becky for anything. No one would. And I wouldn’t swap with my parents either: having a child so sick that she’s rushed to hospital every few months must be awful. It means Mum can’t work and Dad has to work twice as hard. Almost the only time they get to spend with each other is when they’re at Becky’s bedside – hardly a romantic date.


Doesn’t change the fact that I’m the one left out.


My phone beeps:




You still coming home tonight? Don’t want the surprise on your doorstep to be stolen by squirrels [image: image] x x





Tara! She’ll make me feel normal again. I wonder what she’s got me. Maybe she’s written me a long letter like she used to before we both got mobiles. Maybe it’s make-up. Or maybe she’s got some info on Joel. Maybe she’s found out from Reece that Joel likes me back.


‘Who was that?’ asks Jenny.


‘Tara,’ I tell her. ‘She’s bought me a present.’


We’re turning on to our drive and I crane my neck between my aunt and uncle to see if I can see what’s there. But my phone beeps again so I look down at the display:




Yoooohoooo!





It’s Tara again. What does yoohoo mean?


‘It’s Tara!’ shouts Jenny.


‘That’s what I was . . .’ But when I look up I see what she means; there’s Tara. She’s sitting on my doorstep, in the dark, waiting for me. And it’s the best present ever.


I barely wait for my uncle to stop the car before opening the door and jumping out. Tara’s got her arms wide open and we have a massive hug.


‘Abs! I’m so glad you’re back! I’ve missed you so much!’ she yells.


‘Me too!’ I yell back.


We bounce around in circles hugging each other, and everything’s back to how it should be. She’s still the same old Tara – long brown hair, smiley and fun. I’m still the same old me too.


‘What’s been going on round here?’ I ask her. ‘What’s the goss? Everything OK with you and Reece?’ Reece and Tara only started going out this week . . . but a lot can happen in a week! ‘I can’t believe I wasn’t around to see you and him finally get together.’


Tara’s face can’t help but light up at the sound of Reece’s name. ‘It’s great. He’s great. We’re greatness.’ Then her face falls. ‘But we can talk all about that later. How’s Becky?’


There’s a lump in my throat. It pops up so quickly, like it’s always there but only rises to the surface when I have to say the words out loud.


Tara’s jaw clenches.


‘She started getting really sick on holiday,’ I tell her. ‘Then the other night Mum woke me up to say they were going back to London to take her to hospital.’


I was fast asleep on the foldaway bed when Mum came in, fully dressed, her hair all a mess. It wasn’t the first time it’s happened, but this time we were in a little holiday cottage in Wales. There was a hospital in Wales – obviously – but Becky had to go all the way back to London where her specialists are, the team of people who have been treating Becky since she was a baby when they realized something was up with her kidneys.


Mum had told me to go back to sleep and enjoy the rest of my holiday – I deserved it. I did go back to sleep. And I did enjoy my holiday. Does that make me a terrible person?


‘It’s a bad one,’ I tell Tara.


Tara doesn’t bother saying the things other people always say: It’ll all work out . . . Doctors can work miracles, etc., etc. She used to, because we all used to believe it. But Becky’s been ill for so long we don’t believe those things any more. Doctors are great and they do their best, but they’re just human like the rest of us.


Instead Tara gives me another hug.


‘If you want, I could stay the night,’ she says, looking over to my aunt and uncle.


Uncle Wesley is showing off, trying to carry as many bags out of the car as he can. Jenny is clutching a food chest.


She smiles at Tara. ‘Of course, Tara. You’re always welcome to stay.’


‘Yesssss!’ we both say at exactly the same time.


‘And we can still get takeaway?’ I ask.


Jenny nods and shoos us into the house. ‘I’ll order the usual – you still like ham and mushroom?’


We nod and race upstairs, turning all the lights on as we go. I hate the dark. And coming back to the dark, empty house without Becky is the worst.


As soon as we close my bedroom door Tara jumps on to my bed and sits there cross-legged.


‘Sooooo,’ she says, ‘how was your holiday then? You said in your texts you were having a pretty good time.’


I clamber up opposite her. ‘It was good.’ I lower my voice in case Jenny and Wesley can hear. ‘Thing is, my aunt and uncle are more dog people than children people, so after Mum and Dad left, I could do pretty much what I wanted.’


‘Cool!’ says Tara, her brown eyes twinkling. ‘So . . . spill.’


‘Umm, nothing to spill, really.’ I don’t want to tell Tara what I got up to.


‘Stop holding out on me!’ she says, shoving me on the shoulder. ‘Did you meet any cute boys?’


What happened on holiday doesn’t matter. It was so far away that it doesn’t feel real. I avoid the question by saying, ‘None as cute as Joel.’ So I don’t have to go into it.


‘Did you make any friends?’


‘No,’ I say. But this is a little white lie. Like I said, it doesn’t matter now.


‘Oh . . .’ Tara’s frowning now. ‘So what did you do then?’


‘You know, just chilled out.’


Not true. But I was a different person when I was there and I’m not sure she’ll want to hear about it.


‘You must have done something!’ she says.


‘It wasn’t that much fun really. I’m just glad I’m back with my BFF.’


‘Me too,’ she says. She holds up her wrist and flashes her bracelet at me. I gulp.


‘Hey!’ She reaches forward and grabs my wrist. ‘Where’s my Best Friend Friendship bracelet?’


I’m still wearing the bracelet the girls in Year 8 wear. Our school – Hillcrest High – was a boys’ school until the beginning of this term when they admitted ten girls to our year. Ten girls versus hundreds of boys. That’s if you include Simone, who doesn’t hang out with us for some reason. We always say hello and wave to her, but she never responds. But the rest of us nine have all become really good friends. We decided to form the Boys’ School Girls and we always stick together. No matter what. Candy made us matching scoobies so we never forget it.


But Tara and I have known each other much longer than the others – she’s been my best friend since we were four – and we made each other matching Best Friend friendship bracelets. We even bought silver discs that say ‘Best Friends’ and threaded them into the strings.


Tara’s wearing hers. Mine’s gone.


‘It’s in my suitcase,’ I tell her. ‘It kept coming off. The clasp broke.’


But this too is a lie.


Quickly I change the subject. ‘Will you come and see Becky with me tomorrow?’


Tara frowns a little and she clenches her teeth. ‘It depends – what time? Because the thing is I’m meeting Reece tomorrow. Oh, Abby, he’s amazing. We’ve kissed once or twice and it’s amazing. He’s a really good kisser. We don’t snog every day, but . . .’


And we’re back to normal: Tara talking about her stuff while I smile like a devoted best friend.


Only it doesn’t make me feel good, and it doesn’t make me relax. Maybe because I’m not really listening.


Why did I tell her the bracelet was in my bag? Why didn’t I tell her that I lost it? That would have been so much cleverer! Now I’ve lied to my best friend. And it feels bigger than a little white one. It’s a dirty great big one.









Chapter 2


When Mum and Dad said we were going on holiday for the autumn half-term I was stupid enough to get my hopes up. We don’t go on holiday that much because we have to be near a hospital that will do Becky’s regular dialysis. They found one in Wales.


The Pembrokeshire coast is one of those places adults go because it’s ‘beautiful’ and ‘picturesque’. But a better way to describe it would have been ‘dead’ and ‘boring’. The most fun I’d had was going for a walk down the beach, maybe stopping in at the post office to buy some sweets and a magazine. Though even the post office was closed more often than it was open. And I was trying not to eat too many sweets.


But there was nothing else to do. Becky was napping and Mum, Dad and my aunt and uncle were doing a crossword together. I headed down there. And of course it started raining.


The holiday cottage was in this little cul-de-sac. As I came out of it I saw some hope – in the form of two really fit boys, both carrying surfboards. One of them was ginger and had his wetsuit open to the waist – even though it was almost November. But if you had a bod like that I guess you’d want to show it off. The other was a bit bigger, with dark hair, and he hid his tummy under his wetsuit. I knew all about hiding my tummy.


I wondered if they’d let me hang out. But how would I even dare to talk to them?


I’ll just follow them for a bit, I thought to myself. Is that a bit stalkerish?


I let them get ahead of me as they walked down the road. The wind picked up and made my hair go all over the place. I quickly put it up in a ponytail. The boys were talking and laughing.


I wonder if they’ve noticed me.


‘Not bad, are they?’


I jumped.


When I turned there was a girl sitting on a wall over the road. She had auburn hair, kind of curly and messy, and her face was wet from the drizzle.


‘Pardon?’ I said.


The girl grinned. Her teeth were a little crooked but actually it made her look quite cute – like she had a cheeky side. I reckoned she was about my age. ‘I saw you staring at those boys,’ she said, leaping down and crossing the road.


Totally busted! Did I admit it or try to style it out? In the end I went for something in between. ‘How old do you reckon they are?’


‘How old are you?’ she asked me.


‘I’m twelve,’ I told her. ‘Thirteen in January.’


‘Ace!’ she said. ‘Me too.’ She scurried forward and walked along beside me. ‘I’ll be thirteen any second now.’


‘Yeah?’


‘Yeah,’ she said. ‘This week, in fact.’


‘Umm, happy birthday.’


I tried not to get my hopes up for an invite to a party, but I was totally due for something interesting to happen. While all my friends at Hillcrest were having fun over half-term, it would be so cool if I could have some fun too. Then maybe I wouldn’t be Boring Flabby Abby any more. I mean, I’d lost weight, but I was still as dull as this place.


‘What’s your name?’ I asked her.


‘Gerry,’ she said. ‘Short for Geraldine.’ She pulled a face.


‘Abby,’ I said. ‘Short for Abigail.’ I pulled the same face.


We both laughed.


‘And you’re here on holiday?’ she asked.


I nodded.


‘Me too,’ she said. ‘You an only child as well?’


‘I have a younger sister . . .’ I wasn’t sure whether to tell her the whole deal with Becky. Thing is, whenever I mention it, it becomes a seven-hour story with loads of questions. And there is no happy ending, yet. ‘But she’s ill,’ I finish finally.


‘I heard there’s a nasty bug going around,’ she said. I didn’t bother to correct her.


‘So, do you want to help me stalk these boys or what?’ I asked her.


She smiled at that but said, ‘I wouldn’t bother.’ She threw a glance at them as they walked off into the distance and wrinkled her nose, sizing them up like a new outfit she wasn’t sure about trying on. ‘They’re not really worth it. The ginger one is called Jason. He might have a hot bod but he’s such a letch. Always cracking on to me.’ She rolled her eyes as if being cracked on to was such a hassle.


I made a look like I was disgusted, but the truth is, no one has ever shown interest in me like that. ‘The tubby one – Nick – has an OK personality, but look at him – he’s so fat! I wouldn’t know whether to kiss him or set up a hog roast.’


‘Hey!’ I said. ‘That’s not cool.’


Something dark clouded over Gerry’s expression. She glared at me for a second, like I shouldn’t be judging her for making a joke. It might have been a joke – but it wasn’t a nice one.


‘It’s just . . . It wasn’t long ago that I was fat,’ I told her, almost whispering.


‘Oh,’ she said. The dark look was gone. ‘Sorry.’


I carried on walking. Gerry wasn’t following me any more and I felt torn: not sure if I wanted to hang out with someone who told mean jokes. But then again, I was stuck in Pembrokeshire for a whole week with no one my age to talk to. Becky’s up-and-down health seemed set on down – which meant she was in bed, and my parents were right with her. I turned and looked back. I must have imagined the dark expression because now Gerry just looked really sad, like an abandoned puppy.


I smiled at her. ‘Are you coming, or what?’


She bounded forward, again like a puppy. ‘Come on,’ she said. ‘I’ll show you where they hang out.’


We walked down the steep slope towards the sea, the wind blowing us all over the place. We got all the way to the beach without saying anything. It was a bit awkward because we’d only known each other five seconds and it already felt like we’d had our first fight. The two boys zipped their wetsuits up, then grabbed their surfboards and headed into the water. We sat on the wet sand to watch – it soaked through my denim skirt to my skin but I didn’t care.


Finally Gerry spoke. ‘I can’t believe you were ever fat,’ she told me. ‘You’re so pretty.’


No one had ever called me pretty before.


‘Seriously!’ she said, clearly picking up on my surprise.


‘I have photographic evidence,’ I told her. ‘Friend me on Facebook and you’ll see for yourself.’


Gerry looked down at her ripped-up Converse. ‘Umm, I’m not on Facebook,’ she said. ‘My . . . um . . . dad reckons I’m going to get kidnapped and murdered every time I go on the internet.’


I laughed. ‘My parents are the opposite,’ I told her. ‘I spend my life on Instagram and Facebook but they’re so busy they hardly notice. Then they see something on TV that makes them freak out and suddenly they want to go through my friend list and ask how I know them, how old they are, and make sure I’m not meeting up with strangers.’ I pulled out my phone. ‘Parents are such idiots.’


‘Completely stupid!’ said Gerry.


I tap the Facebook app. ‘Let me show you some pictures of me.’ I got to the photo of all of us girls on the very first day at Hillcrest High. Hard to believe it was only a few weeks ago. ‘See –’ I handed Gerry my phone – ‘I’m a giant heifer.’


In the photo Tara had her arm around me. I always used to make sure I was behind someone or something whenever anyone photographed me but even though my body was half hidden by Indiana and Obi, you could see my chubby cheeks.


‘You look so different!’ she said. Then she looked at me, worried that she’d offended me again. ‘I mean, sorry. You looked nice there too but . . .’


‘It’s OK,’ I said, knocking her shoulder with mine so she shuffled forward in the sand. ‘I lost a few pounds.’


She scrolled through the rest of my photos. ‘Who’s that?’ she asked.


It was me and Obi, all dressed up for Tara’s party. ‘It’s—’ But I hadn’t got the words out before she was on to the next one.


‘Where are you going there?’


It was me and Tara being silly in hula skirts. Tara’s idea.


‘We—’ But again she didn’t give me the time to tell her.


‘Who’s the band?’


‘That’s Sucker Punch.’ I knew which photo she was looking at: Donna on the mic, set up as their new singer. And Reece on the drums somewhere, hardly visible in the back. Lenny on lead guitar, looking all perfect with his not-ahair-out-of-place quiff.


‘That’s Joel,’ I told her with a dreamy sigh. He was onstage and hadn’t even bothered to iron his T-shirt – but I loved that photo of him. His eyes were closed, getting into the music, his fingers on the guitar strings.


‘Are they your friends?’ she asked me.


I nodded.


‘Wow, Abby,’ she said, ‘you’re so cool.’


I was speechless. No one had ever called me cool before. Possibly because I wasn’t cool. At all. But maybe that could change and I could become a different person. Maybe cool could become a new thing for me.


Time to reinvent Abby.









Chapter 3


The drum roll is so long and loud that I can’t really think about anything else. Tara takes my hand and gives it a squeeze, looking at me like, Isn’t my boyfriend amazing?


Of course Tara thinks Reece is amazing. They’ve only been going out for five minutes, so everything he does seems perfect. Reece is good at the drums, and he’s a nice guy so I’m happy my best friend’s with him. But he’s not perfect . . . though I’d never tell Tara I think that.


Reece isn’t perfect. But Joel is.


Joel looks at me and sticks out his tongue.


I giggle, then lean over to Tara to whisper: ‘Wouldn’t it be cool if I started going out with my best friend’s boyfriend’s best friend.’


Tara scrunches up her face and mouths, ‘I can’t hear you,’ tapping her ear as she does.


‘WOULDN’T IT . . .?’ But no matter how loud I say it she’s not listening – she’s back focused on Reece. Never mind, it’s a conversation we’ve had a million times anyway.


‘Hold up! Hold up!’ Donna’s voice pierces through this monumental drum roll and Reece stops playing.


‘Thank you!’ she says into the microphone with a huffy sigh. She’s got her hands on her hips now. ‘Reece,’ she says, ‘you’re a great drummer – we all know it – but have you heard the expression too much of a good thing?’


Joel and I look at each other and somehow manage not to laugh. But Reece looks outraged at the suggestion, and Tara’s backing him up with an equal amount of outrage. It’s the first day back after half-term and she’s been copying everything he does all day.


‘There’s nothing wrong with a little drum solo, Donna!’ Tara says.


‘You’re right,’ says Lenny, strumming at his guitar. ‘There’s nothing wrong with a little drum solo. That went on for eternity.’


Donna beams at Lenny and we all start laughing – everyone except Tara and Reece. Tara looks at me but I don’t stop. I’m not going to pretend I feel exactly what she does all the time. Not any more.


I guess I have changed a little.


Joel walks over to Reece. ‘Sorry, mate.’


Reece lets his grumpy look drop. ‘It’s OK. I was just trying out some stuff.’


Donna flips her gorgeous hair. ‘I think we all know what the problem is here.’ She looks over at me and Tara. ‘The group is being distracted by the groupies.’ She flips her hair again, as if this makes the statement more true.


‘We’re just sitting here quietly,’ I say, sticking up for myself for once.


‘Not being rude, Abby,’ Donna says, which usually means she’s about to be very rude, ‘but I don’t think you’re the distraction.’


I’m not insulted though. I’ve never really thought of myself as a distraction.


Tara grabs me round the waist. ‘Aww, Abs,’ she says, ‘you’ll always be a distraction to me.’


I push her off. ‘Come on, let’s go. If these guys don’t hurry up and get famous, how can we say we knew them way back when they were spotty kids.’


‘Hey!’ says Donna. ‘My skin is Clearasil perfect.’


Tara looks at Reece to make the decision for her.


‘Go on,’ Reece says to her. ‘You’d better go. We don’t want Diva Donna getting into another one of her strops.’


‘Oh, OK,’ she says, groaning at the thought of having to part from him for a millisecond. We used to laugh at girls who behaved like this; now Tara’s one of them.


She runs over and gives Reece a kiss. ‘Keep it clean!’ I tell them, and Tara pulls away after just a peck, embarrassed . . . and clearly a bit disappointed that she has to hold off on the snog.


I get up and wait by the door for Tara to grab her things. She gives one last wave to Reece – you’d think he was off to war or something – then she links her arm in mine and we walk out of the music rooms and up the stairs.


In the main corridor we see Obi, Hannah and Indiana.


‘Hey, laaaay-deez!’ Obi calls at the top of her voice, making the boys in the corridor turn and look.


I blush. I can’t help it. I still find it weird being one of the very few girls in a school full of boys. There are only ten of us girls here at the school, including the Secretive Simone. It means we get looked at a lot. Tara and I used to go to a mixed school. But last summer she said she was signing up to Hillcrest, so I said I would too. There’s no way I would want to be at a school without her. I thought it would be nice to be surrounded by boys – guaranteed attention! But it drives me mental with paranoia. I pull down the ends of my sleeves and chew them. They’re completely wrecked.


‘Hey, lay-deez, yourself,’ I reply to Obi.


We have a quick hug. ‘What are you up to?’ she asks us both.


‘We’ve just been watching Sucker Punch while they practise,’ I tell them.


‘How do they sound?’ asks Indiana.


‘Amazing,’ says Tara. ‘Especially the drums.’


‘There are a couple of ego issues.’ I whisper the last two words and the others laugh.


‘Donna has always had a massive ego,’ says Tara.


‘I was talking about Reece!’ I say, and nudge her a little so she knows I’m teasing. The girls smile at me and it makes me feel cool. Just like Gerry said I was. Maybe I have always been cool, but I’ve been hiding it for Tara’s sake . . .


Tara’s face is set, defensive. ‘Speaking of Reece . . .’ she starts.


Hannah rolls her eyes.


‘I wish I’d never brought him up,’ I mumble, and Obi must have heard because she smothers a chuckle behind her hand.


‘He sent me the cutest text last night . . .’


‘A text?!’ Obi says. ‘How romantic!’


‘Chivalry is still showing vital signs,’ says Indiana.


We laugh, but Tara is firmly in the Land of Luuurve and goes on describing the text that he sent her. For a message with ten words in it, she’s talking about it like it was a hardback novel.


My phone vibrates and I pull it out of my bag. We carry on walking as I check the screen.


It’s a friend request – I haven’t had one in ages.


‘Oh my God!’ I gasp.


It’s Gerry! She’s finally got herself a Facebook account.


The last time I saw her it was a bit awkward, and on Saturday I sort of ran back to London without saying a proper goodbye. But we already had each other’s numbers and had said we’d stay in contact. Two days later and she’s done just that.


‘What?’ asks Hannah.


‘It’s—’ I say.


‘. . . which is so funny . . .’ Tara says, speaking a little more loudly to cut me off. That’s OK. I don’t need to tell the others about Gerry. It’s not like they’ll ever meet her or anything.


‘. . . because he usually signs off with a smiley face and then two kisses . . .’


From her profile picture Gerry looks just how I remember. Even prettier, really.


I hesitate for a second. But what’s the worst that could happen? I accept her friend request.


‘. . . but this time he sends me a load of zs and a sleepy face . . .’


I’ve tuned Tara out as I start typing a message on Gerry’s wall. ‘Hi hun, so good to hear from you! How are you? Get me on Instagram too.’ And I send her my handle: @Abbracadabra.


‘Look, Abby.’ Tara shoves her phone under my nose.


‘Hey!’ I say. ‘I’m typing here.’ I push her hand away.


Tara frowns. It’s not really like me to push her away. Not for anything. ‘Who are you texting?’ she asks me.


‘This girl I met on holiday – Gerry.’ I show her Gerry’s Facebook picture.


‘Oh.’


‘She was ace fun,’ I tell them.


‘Ace?’ says Indiana.


‘Who says ace?’ repeats Hannah.


I laugh. ‘It’s one of Gerry’s words.’


‘She looks nice,’ says Obi, leaning over to have a look.


‘She was really nice!’ I say. ‘And a bit of a wild child.’


Indiana and Obi exchange a look, like they’re impressed.


‘She lives in north London,’ I tell them. ‘Barnet somewhere.’


Tara is frowning harder, confused. ‘Anyway,’ she says, ‘I haven’t finished telling you about—’


But Hannah cuts her off. ‘So your holiday wasn’t ruined by your sister getting sick?’ she asks me.


‘Not completely,’ I say. ‘Me and Gerry had a really good time.’


‘I’m glad,’ says Obi. ‘You deserve it, with everything your family are going through.’


I do deserve it. I have been through a lot. I press Post on my message to Gerry and we walk along the corridor.


‘What happened then?’ asks Indiana.


For the first time in ages, all attention is on me. Tara looks hurt that we don’t care about her story, but to be honest, she’s become a bit boring – every sentence she says seems to have the word ‘Reece’ in it.


Isn’t it about time she listened to what I have to say?









Chapter 4


KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK


The sound at the window made me so scared I dropped the pencil I was drawing with. A million murder scenarios flashed through my mind. I knew I should have kicked up more of a fuss about sleeping downstairs on the foldaway. I was about to become the first to die.


‘Only me,’ came the whisper from outside.


Gerry.


I didn’t know whether to hug her or throttle her! I hid my pad of paper and the photo of Tara I was copying under my pillow. For some reason I didn’t want Gerry to see I was drawing a picture of my friend.


As soon as I got to the window, I realized I was wearing my cuddly-bear pyjamas. Cringe!


‘God, Gerry!’ I whispered back. ‘You could have given me a heart attack.’


Gerry laughed. Her face was lit brightly against the deathly dark beyond by the glow from my room, and her hair billowed in the wind.


‘I thought you might kill me if I left you out of this mega party situation,’ she said. ‘So it was either me or you who was going to die. I chose you.’ She laughed again.


I couldn’t ignore the p-word. ‘What party situation?’ My heart started racing.


‘Guess!’ she said, climbing in through my window without waiting to be asked. ‘We’re meeting up with the boys.’


I stood back to let her drop in, sitting back down on my bed and covering myself with my pillow so she couldn’t see my flabby tummy. ‘Which boys?’ I asked, though there was only one lot of boys down here – or at least only one pair that we had been stalking for the last four days.


Gerry rolled her eyes. ‘Come on!’ she said. ‘They’re meeting us up on the cliff in about . . .’ she looked at her wrist where a watch should be, ‘two minutes. Get dressed, quick.’


I glanced at the closed door. It wasn’t quite eleven yet, but the house was quiet. I wasn’t sure about sneaking out at night.


‘My parents won’t let me go out now,’ I told her quickly. ‘And they’re asleep so I can’t ask. Becky hasn’t been feeling great since we got here and she’s been keeping Mum and Dad up. My aunt and uncle are early-to-bed-early-to-rise types.’


Gerry stuck her tongue out. ‘Those types are the worst,’ she said. ‘Might be voted as prime minister, but would never be voted “most popular”.’


‘Ha!’ I said, then covered my mouth. ‘Sorry, I don’t think I can come.’


Gerry walked over to my packed suitcase. ‘But you just said they’re all asleep.’ She started rummaging through my clothes. It made me uncomfortable. We’d spent almost all our time together since we met, but she’d never been into the cottage before and I hadn’t been to hers – even though her complex sounded much cooler, with a pool and a hot lifeguard on duty. I suddenly realized that I didn’t know her that well. I didn’t know if she’d laugh at my Minnie Mouse knickers.


I clenched my teeth. Outside looked so dark. ‘Umm . . .’ I started, but I didn’t know how to turn her down. Call for my parents to chuck her out? Accidently make too much noise and wake them?


But Gerry was already picking up my bright green lacy top, my jean jacket, and black leggings. She came and sat next to me on the bed. ‘I’m sorry your sister is ill, but your parents would want you to enjoy yourself.’


OEBPS/nav.xhtml






		Cover Page



		Title Page



		Copyright Page



		Praise for other books by Lil Chase



		Books by Lil Chase



		Dedication



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Chapter 27



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31













		Cover



		Table of Contents



		Begin Reading











OEBPS/images/smile.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781848668188.jpg
‘Compelling ... . full
of neat twists’
Chicklish






OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
Quercus





