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Everyone should have a fairy godmother – right? But until I went to stay with my cousin, Maxine, I used to think they only existed in fairy stories. But Max turned out to be one scary fairy godmother and she changed my life. For ever.

Before that, I was boring little Bella – quiet and shy, with mousy hair and terrible clothes. Not any more, though. You’re talking to the new, improved model. I’ve even got a new name: Izzy. How cool is that?

Now I’m going to tell you how she did it – the whole story, like Max would say: with all the grisly details.



It started the day I went to stay in Manchester with the Rosses. I really didn’t want to go; I hardly knew them. My mum and Auntie Paula are sisters, but they rarely spoke now they were grown up, so I hadn’t seen any of the family since I was little. But when Mum got ill, and had to go into hospital, there was nowhere else for me to go.

The afternoon Uncle Dougie was coming to collect me, I remember standing there, all pathetic, with my case packed, like one of those evacuee kids in the war. I felt so scared I could hardly bear to look at my mum.

‘Come on, Isabella, cheer up,’ Mum said, her arm round my shoulder, trying her best to smile. ‘It’s only for a week or two. I’ll ring or write to you every day. And it’s not that far.’

Not that far?! It was two hundred miles! She might as well have been sending me to live on Mars as far as I was concerned. And when I arrived there, it couldn’t have felt much weirder if she had.

Everything was different from home. It’s a city for a start, nothing like the little town where I live. And their house is much bigger than ours, with this huge kitchen that everyone seems to collect in. They were all waiting there when I arrived, the whole lot of them, like a reception committee. Auntie Paula came over and gave me a big hug. Even though she’s older than Mum she looks younger, trendier, with short hair and her ears pierced in two or three places. She’s very smiley and seemed nice, but I could have done without all the hugging!

‘Come and sit down, Isabella, luv,’ she said. ‘How was the journey?’

‘OK,’ I shrugged, which wasn’t the truth, it had felt really awkward.

‘I’ve no ears left,’ Uncle Dougie said, ‘she’s about talked them off,’ which I think was supposed to be a joke because I hadn’t actually said a word for most of the journey. I wasn’t used to talking to almost strangers.

My cousin Maxine and her best friend, Leah, were there – giving me the once over and grinning at each other. I was sure they were laughing at me and I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. Max and Leah are fifteen and really cool-looking. Just like pop stars – the hair, the clothes, everything. Next to them, I felt like a little shadow.

‘Hi, hon,’ Max said, grinning, ‘welcome to the House of Fun.’

‘Guaranteed laugh-a-minute,’ Leah said, rolling her eyes and the two of them high-fived.

Even my cousin Martin was there, which Max said was a miracle.

‘Mum must’ve bribed him,’ she told me. ‘It’s the only way she’d have got him away from his computer.’

At least Martin didn’t stare at me. When Auntie Paula asked him wasn’t he at least going to say hello, he just ducked his head and grunted. I didn’t say anything, either. I wasn’t used to talking to boys.

When it was time for supper, which is what the Rosses call it, that was different too. Mum and me call it tea and we just have something on our knees, watching the telly. Mum isn’t really into cooking. But Auntie Paula makes these big casseroles and everyone sits round a table, talking at the tops of their voices. I wasn’t hungry; I was far too nervous to eat, so I just poked at it with a fork and pretended to eat. Everyone was making jokes. Mostly about how much Martin eats. Nobody calls him Martin, by the way, they usually call him Chip, but at meal-times they call him The Hoover.

‘Look out, The Hoover’s about. Eat up Isabella.’

‘Leave the pattern on the plate,’ they told him.

Martin took no notice. He just kept sucking up food like a…hoover. Before we’d finished eating, his best friend turned up at the door. Max told me that, because his name’s Danny Pike, everyone at school calls them Fish and Chips.

Danny came and sat at the table with us, but didn’t join in because apparently he doesn’t eat much. Not like Chip. Uncle Dougie said, he eats like Desperate Dan on his birthday.

‘Another helping of Cow Pie for The Hoover?’

Max and Leah watched Chip tuck into his fourth helping and groaned.

‘Why are brothers so disgusting?’ said Max.

‘It’s an extra gene,’ said Leah, who had two brothers of her own. ‘The disgusting gene.’

‘Yeah,’ said Max, ‘Chip’s got a bundle of them,’ and they both fell about laughing, even Auntie Paula joined in.

Usually my mum and me eat our tea watching Neighbours. We don’t talk all the time like the Rosses. That first mealtime with them felt a bit like a game of netball, which is another thing I’ve never been any good at. You know, not being sure when the ball’s coming your way but knowing when it does, you’re bound to drop it. When they weren’t teasing Chip, everyone was firing questions at me – about school, and friends, and what I was interested in, and what I liked to eat – that kind of stuff. I didn’t tell them much; there wasn’t much to tell. But they still kept asking.

I couldn’t wait for the meal to be over so I could go and just sit on my bed and be on my own. At home I spend a lot of time in my bedroom. I’ve never had to share it with anyone else – ever. So imagine how I felt when Auntie Paula told Max to take my case up to her bedroom and Max said, ‘C’mon, hon. Let’s go. You’re bunking with me. Won’t that be fun!’
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Max and Leah sat on Max’s bed and I sat opposite them on the spare bed. They kept talking about music and clothes and boys and other things I didn’t know a whole lot about. I knew they were trying to be nice, trying to get to know me, but the harder they tried the more nervous and embarrassed I got. When the phone rang downstairs and Auntie Paula called up that it was Mum ringing for me, I felt like I’d been rescued from the torture chamber.

Auntie Paula was in the kitchen, listening to the radio while she did the washing up. When she handed me the phone – it was one of those walkabout ones – I didn’t know where to go so as not to be in anybody’s way. It was too noisy in the kitchen so I tried the lounge, but Uncle Dougie was asleep in front of the TV. In the end, I went and sat on the stairs.

‘Hello, sweetie,’ Mum said. ‘Everything OK? I’m missing you already.’

I had to swallow really hard. I wanted to tell her how much I was missing her too. I wanted to beg her to let me come home, but I was scared that if I opened my mouth properly I’d start bawling, and someone might hear me. So I just mumbled, ‘Mmm,’ to everything Mum asked me. I didn’t take a lot of it in.

‘Anyway, I’ll ring you again tomorrow,’ she said finally, ‘and on Monday I’ll let you know how I get on at the hospital. But don’t worry, now, I’m going to be just fine. You’ll be back home in no time. You will be a good girl for your Auntie Paula, won’t you?’

‘Mmm. Bye, Mum,’ I said. After she’d hung up, I sat there on the stairs, squeezing the phone hard, trying not to cry. I was worried for myself, having to stay in Manchester, with people I hardly knew, but I was worried for my mum too, having to go into hospital, all on her own. I knew she was trying to be brave, but that meant I had to be too, even though I definitely wasn’t feeling it.

While I was still sitting there, I heard voices coming from Max’s room. I wasn’t trying to eavesdrop, honest. But once I’d started, I was stuck. If I’d got up and moved, Max and Leah might have heard me. You know what happens to people who listen into other people’s conversations, though – sometimes they hear things they’d rather not.

‘So what’re you gonna do with her, Max?’ Leah was asking. ‘They’re gonna eat her alive at school.’

‘Tell me something I don’t know, Leah.’

‘That straggly hair and those clothes!’

‘I’m never gonna live it down,’ Max groaned. ‘And she’s such a mouse. She’s hardly said two words to us yet.’

‘You know what she needs, don’t you?’ said Leah.

‘Yeah,’ said Max. ‘The Full Works.’

‘But d’you think she’ll go for it?’

‘Leave her to me,’ said Max. ‘I’ll make an excellent fairy godmother. And when I’ve worked my magic, this Cinderella’s gonna be the talk of the school.’

I sat there on the stairs like a little rabbit. I couldn’t begin to guess what Max was planning. I didn’t know what The Full Works was, but whatever it was, it sounded like the start of something big. And it certainly was!



I don’t know about you, but I’ve never been good at waking up in the morning. On school days my mum’s usually in and out like a yoyo – chivvy, chivvy, chivvy – until I get out of bed. So that first morning away from home it took me ages to wake up properly. At first I couldn’t work out where I was, but I had this creepy feeling that someone was watching me. When I opened my eyes – someone was.

Max was sitting up in bed, staring at me. She’d got a sketchpad leaning against her knees and she was sucking on the end of a pencil. Her bed was littered with magazines.

‘I thought you were never gonna wake up,’ she said. ‘Come on, we’ve got a busy day. What d’you think of these?’

Three or four magazines winged their way across the room and landed on my bed. I sat up and started to leaf through them. Max had turned down the corners on some pages, so I studied those more carefully. But I still had no idea what I was supposed to be looking at. Max soon got fed up of my blank looks. She jumped out of her bed and came and sat on the end of mine.

‘We’re looking for a whole new image,’ she explained. ‘Nothing regular – like townie or skater. And too glam won’t work – you’re definitely not a girlie-girl. I’m thinking more indie. Perhaps a bit retro on the surface, but underneath…this wild child trying to get out. What d’you think?’

I was starting to think perhaps I hadn’t woken up yet, that this was still part of my dream. What was Max talking about? But slowly I began to realise. She was planning to make me over. That’s what all the talk about Cinderella and fairy godmothers had been about.

‘I’m a bit of a Makeover Queen, if I say so myself,’ Max said. ‘I love those programmes, don’t you? I did a Changing Rooms in here last summer. Random, right?’

I looked around Max’s room, which is fantastic. The walls are a groovy turquoise blue, so it feels like you’re underwater, and there’s lots of gold and silver everywhere. One wall’s covered with posters and photos and bits of Max’s art projects. It certainly is random. And wonderful, but even so…

‘Relax, hon! You’ve either got good taste, or you haven’t,’ Max rattled on. ‘And as you can see – I’ve got it.’

Max was right: everything about her was really cool. But I didn’t feel relaxed – terrified, more like. Max was too excited to notice, though.

‘No need to thank me, either,’ she went on. ‘We’re family, right. And let’s face it, my cool-cred would hit the floor if I let you go out looking like that. So, think of it as self-preservation.’

All the time Max was talking she was drawing in her pad, and checking out colours. ‘Pink,’ she eventually decided. ‘Definitely pink. Not baby pink! Hot, fruity, juicy pink. I’m thinking raspberries. With black. Great combination. Well-sexy.’

I sat in bed, not really believing what was happening. Just the word ‘sexy’ made me go red. I was used to disappearing into the background and that’s what I wanted to go on doing. But I wouldn’t have dared to argue with Max, that would have felt like standing in front of a steamroller. I’m telling you, she was scary!

Eventually, she paused for breath and gave me a quick smile.

‘OK, we’ll work the rest out as we go along,’ she said. ‘But prepare to be amazed. When I’m finished, I guarantee even your own mum won’t recognise you. You’ve got ten minutes to get some breakfast. Chop, chop, Cinderella. We’ve got a makeover to do.’
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In no more than ten minutes I was sitting on a chair in Max’s bedroom with a towel round my shoulders, waiting for what Maxine called Phase One of the makeover to start! I dreaded to think how many other phases she’d got planned! It was Saturday morning, so Auntie Paula and Uncle Dougie had gone to the supermarket; we had the house to ourselves. Chip wouldn’t bother us, Max said, he’d be in one of his two usual states, fast asleep or super-glued to his computer.

Max had an apron on, with combs and brushes sticking out of the pockets. And a scarily sharp looking pair of scissors in her hand. By now Leah had arrived and was sitting on Max’s bed, breaking up metal coat hangers and giving advice. Leah’s sister is a hairdresser, which was where the scissors had come from.

Max had sat me in front of a full-length mirror, but before she got started she covered the glass with a long scarf, so I couldn’t see what was happening. I didn’t know if that was a good thing or not. There were suddenly loads of questions I wanted to ask Max like: had she ever cut anybody’s hair before? How much hair was she planning on leaving me with? What would my mum have to say about it? What on earth were the broken coat hangers for? As usual, I was far too much of a coward to say any of them out loud.

But, although I was feeling petrified, there was this teeny-tiny voice inside me asking another question: could Max really, honestly, truly turn me into someone else? Someone more interesting? Someone even I wouldn’t recognise? Because, although it was scary, that was sort of exciting as well. I’ve always wished I wasn’t so quiet – and boring. I’ve often wondered what it would be like to be prettier, more popular, cool even. Maybe that’s the reason why, although I’d been growing my hair since I was a toddler, I didn’t try to stop Max. I just closed my eyes and left it all to my new, scary fairy godmother.

If I’m really honest, it didn’t feel like I had a whole lot of choice anyway.

Max and Leah were arguing about feathering and layering and whether perms were out of fashion or coming back in. And about something called Zig-Zagging. Then, suddenly, I heard the scissors snip, snap, round my ears and Max’s surprised voice, ‘Oo-err. Well, we’ve started now…’

I tried to stay calm, but after a bit I couldn’t help taking a peep. When I saw the amount of hair on the floor, I panicked and jumped out of the chair.

‘I must be nearly bald!’ I screamed.

Max went mad. ‘Look out, idiot! I almost chopped your ear off. What’s up, don’t you trust me? Go on then, have a feel. See, there’s still plenty left.’

Actually, there was. It was a bit shorter in places but I could still feel plenty around my shoulders. I sat back in the chair and tried to relax. And I was doing OK, until Max asked Leah if she’d brought the colours, and Leah said she’d brought Raspberry Ripple and Crimson Craze so which did she want, and Max said, ‘Let’s go mad. Why don’t we have both?’

I tried to make a run for it then. I was imagining my head looking like a striped ice cream. But Max grabbed me and held me back in the chair.

‘Calm down, girl. We’re only doing the odd stripe of each. It’ll be very subtle. Remember, I’m your fairy godmother; you can trust me. Now come on everyone – bathroom.’

Max locked the three of us in the bathroom for what seemed like ages. Chip was awake by then, knocking on the door and rattling the handle to get in. ‘What’re you lot up to, anyway?’ he eventually shouted. ‘You’ve been in there half an hour already.’

‘Girls’ stuff,’ Max told him. ‘Come back in fifteen minutes.’

‘Fifteen minutes! I can’t wait that long.’

‘’Course you can,’ Max called back.

‘He can tie a knot in it,’ Leah grinned and they fell about laughing again.

They’d covered strips of my hair with this gooey stuff and then wrapped it in bits of foil. The three of us were perched on the side of the bath, waiting for the colour to take. I watched Max and Leah doing their nails and listened to them talking about people from school. I was trying to imagine what I was going to look like with pink hair and dreading to think what my mum was going to say.

At last, Leah checked Max’s watch and said it was time to wash it off.

As I leaned over the washbasin, I could see that the water going down the sink was the colour of Ribena.

So I was already feeling nervous without Chip stirring things up. When we came out of the bathroom he was waiting outside, leaning against the wall with his legs crossed. When he saw me, his mouth opened and closed like a goldfish.

‘Oh – my – G-d! What on earth happened to her? Mum is gonna flip!’

Max told him to zip it and bundled me back into the bedroom. She still wouldn’t let me see it. She towelled my hair dry and then, while Max started winding pieces of hair round the bits of coat hanger, Leah went downstairs to find a new roll of kitchen foil.

When she came back, Leah whispered to Max that her mum and dad were home. Max swore under her breath and quickly locked her bedroom door which had me panicking all over again. By then I was actually glad they’d covered the mirror. I was glad I couldn’t see what was going on.

Between them Max and Leah covered the hair that was wrapped round bits of coat hanger with more foil and then heated them all up with Max’s hair straighteners. It was a pity they hadn’t put a peg on my nose as well, because then I wouldn’t have smelled the burning smell which I suddenly realised must be my hair. Max and Leah started blaming each other.

‘Too hot, too hot. You’ve got them too hot!’

‘Yes! I think I know that, Leah! Timing was your job.’

‘You’re the one with the watch…’

‘Well, I can’t do everything!’

Eventually, it was finished. They took all the stuff off my hair and both of them kept circling round me, fluffing it up and fiddling with it.

‘Oh, yes, this is sweet,’ Max decided. ‘If I say so myself: I’m a genius.’

‘Give me some of the credit, why don’t you?’ Leah complained.

I thought they’d let me see it then, but Max said, ‘Just needs a bit of make-up,’ and Leah agreed.

I tried to argue with them but they promised me they just meant a touch of lip gloss. ‘And some pink glitter,’ Leah added quickly. I was so glad my mum wasn’t going to see it.

They finally agreed it was time to show me the results of all their hard work. But just as Max was about to take the scarf off the mirror, Auntie Paula banged on the bedroom door, demanding to come in.

‘Exactly what’s going on in there, Maxine?’ she shouted. ‘And, more to the point, what’s that burning smell?’

One quick look round and I knew we were in big trouble. The room was in chaos: hair all over the floor, and broken bits of coat hangers and screwed up foil. So much pinky-red dye on the towels it looked like someone had been murdered. And it smelled like we’d been having a bonfire.

But Auntie Paula wasn’t going away, so Max had no choice but to unlock the door. Her mum stormed in like a tornado. I thought my mum had a temper but Auntie Paula’s yelling sort of bounced off the ceiling.

Even so, I hardly took in a word of what she was saying…because in all the chaos, the scarf covering the mirror had fallen away and there, looking back at me, was this weird-looking person, with a mixture of straight and kinky, pink and brown hair, shiny lips and pink glittery eyes. Scary!

Suddenly I realised who it was.

Well, I thought, Max was right about one thing – even my own mum wouldn’t recognise me. And I slid off the chair onto the floor and burst out crying.
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‘What on earth were you thinking?!’ Auntie Paula asked Max for the fifth time. We were all sitting round the kitchen table while Auntie Paula tried to get to the bottom of what was going on.

‘Look, Mum,’ said Max, perfectly calmly, ‘something had to happen. Otherwise they’d have made mincemeat of her at school on Monday.’

‘But Isabella may only be at your school for two weeks!’

‘Two hours’d be enough,’ Max told her, ‘if you look that different. Even you’ve got to admit it, Mum – it’s an improvement.’

Auntie Paula wasn’t admitting anything and anyway, she said, ‘Look how upset Isabella is.’

‘We should’ve prepared her better, Max,’ Leah admitted, handing me more tissues.

‘Thanks, Leah. Tell me something I don’t know,’ Max snapped back.

But I wasn’t crying because they hadn’t prepared me, or because I didn’t like my new hairstyle. To be honest it looked…amazing! The problem was, it looked rubbish on me. You’ve seen those books with split pages, where you put different heads on people’s bodies so they look really silly. Well, imagine that times ten. I’m sitting there, dressed in my pyjamas, with this really groovy hairstyle and funky make-up, but underneath it’s still mousy-me, with red eyes and a runny nose.
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