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  1 LUCY




  OMG, it’s official. Sharon hates me.

  Why else would she ruin my life?




  ‘Lucy, I said no.’ Her frazzled bun bobs as she

  shakes her head.




  ‘But, Sharon,’ I cry, jumping up from the kitchen

  table, ‘that’s so unfair!’




  ‘No, it’s not.’ She glares at me as she

  fills the sink with steaming water. ‘And don’t call

  me Sharon. I’m your mother.’




  ‘Allegedly,’ I mutter, slumping in my seat and

  scowling at her as I stab at the remains of my tasteless tofu

  stew. Honestly, we’re so unalike I swear the only thing

  I’ve inherited from her is my mousy-brown hair – and

  I hate my hair! Why, of all the girls in my year, do I have to be

  the one with an uber-uptight control-freak mum? Who thinks sunset

  means bedtime, make-up and chocolate are mortal sins, and a

  monthly book club is a social life? #AsIf




  ‘Please, Mum –’ I clear the table and

  sidle up to her as she starts the washing up –

  ‘everyone else is going. Even Kimmy!’




  Mum raises an eyebrow. ‘Even Kimmy? I thought she

  was your best friend?’




  ‘She is,’ I grumble, scraping the scraps into the

  bin. ‘When she has time. Which is never.’




  ‘Don’t exaggerate.’




  ‘I’m not!’ I protest, dumping the dirty

  dishes on to the counter with a clatter. ‘She’s

  suddenly become this mahoosive fitness freak – playing

  boring sports before, after and even during school,

  leaving me by myself like Billy-no-mates!’ I hug my arms

  tightly.




  ‘Well, just make some new friends,’ Mum says,

  stacking clean plates on the draining board.




  ‘I’m trying!’ Like it’s that easy!

  ‘But if I don’t go to the ball, it’ll be

  impossible! I’ll be left out of every conversation for the

  rest of term!’




  ‘Don’t be such a drama queen!’




  I grit my teeth. Why doesn’t she ever take me

  seriously?




  ‘Maybe you should take up a sport too,’ she

  suggests. ‘You could do with getting a bit more

  exercise.’




  ‘Like dancing?’ I suggest, batting my eyelashes.

  ‘At a ball?’




  ‘No!’ Mum snaps. ‘Now, please, give it a

  rest, Lucy. I’ve got a headache.’




  ‘So we can’t even talk about it?’




  ‘We have talked about it.’ She grips the

  washing-up brush so tightly I think it might snap. ‘I said

  no.’




  Like that’s fair.




  I shove a slice of bread into the toaster and yank the handle

  down roughly. She just doesn’t get it. The Black and White

  Ball is a BIG DEAL. It’s all everyone at school’s

  been talking about for weeks, plus it’s possible –

  just possible – that Zak will be there. #Swoon




  Just the thought of him cheers me up – his gorgeous

  floppy black hair, his melted-chocolate eyes, that lovely

  lopsided grin . . . Not that he’s ever smiled directly at

  me. Or even looked at me actually, but every day I watch

  out for him in assembly, hoping that our eyes will finally meet,

  that I’ll actually get up the guts to talk to him.




  But at a ball . . .




  I can just imagine it. A disco ball sprinkling everyone with

  swirling glittering lights, as a slow song comes on, our eyes

  meet across the dance floor, he smiles, and—




  Pop! My toast jumps up, startling me from my daydream.

  I cover it in thick, gooey chocolate spread – perfect

  comfort food – but just as I’m about to take a bite,

  Mum snatches it off me with her wet soapy hand. Gross!




  ‘No sugar before bed,’ she chides, dropping it

  into the bin.




  ‘But, Mum!’




  ‘And stop sulking,’ she says. ‘It’ll

  give you wrinkles.’




  Like she can talk! But pointing out that she’s got

  hundreds of wrinkles probably won’t help my case . . .




  I take a deep breath. ‘Can I at least ask why I

  can’t go to the ball?’




  She looks away. ‘Well, for one thing you’re too

  young.’




  ‘It’s a school ball!’ I cry.

  ‘At school. For schoolchildren. How on earth can I

  be too YOUNG?!’




  ‘Lucy,’ she says, wincing.




  ‘Sorry!’ I’d forgotten about her headache.

  Time for a new approach. I pick up a tea towel. ‘Here, let

  me help.’




  ‘Thank you. But you still can’t go, Lucy.

  It’s my weekend with you. I’ve made dinner

  plans,’ Mum says, handing me some wet cutlery.




  ‘We have dinner together every day!’ I protest.

  ‘We just ate dinner together! Can’t we

  rearrange it?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘Why not? You’re so unreasonable!’ I moan,

  shoving the cutlery into a drawer and slamming it shut –

  forgetting it has one of those ‘soft-close’

  mechanisms. #Fail




  ‘No, you’re extremely ungrateful!’ Mum

  scolds, violently scrubbing a baking tray.




  ‘I’m not!’ I insist. ‘I’m happy

  to go out to dinner – I’m happy to pay for

  dinner on any other day! I’ll pay for my ball ticket

  too!’




  ‘Oh really? With what?’




  ‘I’ll . . . get a Saturday job,’ I say.




  ‘Oh, Pumpkin, you’re only twelve years old.’

  Mum smiles sympathetically as she picks up a saucepan.

  ‘You’re too young to get a job.’




  ‘Then I’ll ask Dad for an advance on my pocket

  money.’




  ‘You will not!’ The pan clatters into the sink,

  splashing suds everywhere.




  ‘He won’t mind!’ I argue. ‘He told me

  if I ever need money just to ask, so—’




  ‘I said NO!’




  OK, so maybe mentioning Dad wasn’t such a great idea. I

  overheard them arguing on the phone earlier and Mum’s been

  uber-touchy ever since. Which is weird, as they’ve never

  argued much – even when they were getting divorced. Not in

  front of me anyway. Don’t get me wrong, I was completely

  gutted when they split up – and devastated when Dad moved

  in with his blonde Aussie fitness-freak girlfriend, Irritating

  Ingrid – but now . . . Dad seems younger somehow;

  he’s out meeting new people, having fun – while Mum

  just seems more stressed. I glance over at her, her grey roots

  showing more every day, and I’m not sure which one looks

  more tired, Mum or the shapeless baggy dress she’s wearing.

  I swear it’s older than me, repaired to within an inch of

  its life, like everything in her wardrobe. #FiftyShadesOfBeige.

  She could do with some new clothes. She could do with some fun.

  Like going to a ball, for instance . . .




  ‘Why don’t you come to the ball too? They need

  chaperones,’ I suggest. ‘That way we could still

  spend the evening together?’




  ‘You must be desperate.’ Mum raises an eyebrow.

  ‘I thought I embarrassed you?’




  ‘Of course not!’ I lie awkwardly. But having my

  embarrassing mum there would be better than not going at all.

  Just.




  ‘What’s the big deal anyway, Lucy?’ Mum

  asks. ‘Why are you so keen to go to this ball?’




  Zak’s dreamy face dances in my mind.




  ‘Well . . . it’s just . . .’




  ‘Wait!’ Mum says suddenly. ‘Is this about a

  boy?’




  My heart lifts. She does understand! ‘Yes! Oh,

  Mum, he’s so—’




  ‘I knew it!’ she cries, throwing her hands

  up and flicking grotty washing-up water all over me.

  ‘Pumpkin, you’re too young to have a

  boyfriend.’




  My heart plummets. ‘But you met Dad when you were my

  age!’ #Hypocrite




  ‘That was completely different.’




  ‘How?’ I demand.




  ‘We were just friends at your age! We didn’t start

  dating till we were much, much older. And neither will you. Boys

  are too distracting.’




  ‘But Zak could help me with my schoolwork!’

  I insist. ‘He came top in the maths challenge

  and—’




  ‘Wait, Zak Patel?’ Mum turns.

  ‘Nina’s son?’




  ‘Um . . .’




  ‘Lucy!’ Mum’s eyebrows shoot up.

  ‘He’s two years older than you!’




  ‘So? Dad’s ten years older than

  Ingrid!’ I retort before I can stop myself.

  #UberHypocrite




  ‘I’m aware of that,’ Mum says quietly.

  ‘But he’s a grown-up. Allegedly.’ She brushes a

  hair from my face with her soapy fingers. ‘And you’re

  my little Pumpkin.’




  ‘I’m not a freaking pumpkin!’ I

  protest, flinging down the tea towel, my blood boiling.

  ‘I’m not a child any more, but you can’t even

  see it!’




  ‘You’ll grow up soon enough, Lucy.’




  ‘How?’ I exclaim. ‘How am I ever

  supposed to grow up if you won’t let me?! All my

  school friends get space and independence and phones and freedom

  – but not me! It’s so unfair, Sharon!’




  ‘I’ve told you, don’t call me that!’

  she snaps. ‘I’m your mother!’




  ‘No, you’re my dictator!’




  ‘Lucy, this conversation is over! Go to your

  room.’




  ‘See?’ I yell. ‘Dictator!’




  





  2 SHARON




  It’s official. Lucy hates me. She

  slams the kitchen door behind her, making the cups on the

  draining board rattle and my head pound painfully. Terrific.




  I finish washing up, put the leftover stew in a

  tub in the fridge, then decide to get an early night –

  anything to get rid of this splitting headache. I pause outside

  Lucy’s room, hoping she’s still up, but she’s

  snoring gently. I trudge to my own room, my heart heavy. I hate

  going to bed without resolving an argument. I wish I could just

  be honest with Lucy, about Saturday night, about her dad, about

  everything. Then maybe she wouldn’t think I’m

  such a tyrant. But I guess it’s a mother’s job to be

  the bad guy now and then.




  Sometimes I really hate being the grown-up.




  





  3 LUCY




  I lie still, eyes shut, pretending to snore

  until she goes away.




  #Grrr




  I hate her. And I hate being a kid! Life is so much simpler

  for grown-ups – they can do whatever they want,

  whenever they want – not to mention get to

  completely and utterly dictate their kids’ lives.




  Doesn’t she see how hard it is being nearly thirteen?

  Doesn’t she care?




  I wish, just for a day, she could remember what it’s

  like being twelve.
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  4

  SHARON




  My eyes fly open, my heart racing a mile a

  minute, sweat sticky on the back of my neck, my duvet over my

  head.




  I take a deep breath and try to calm down.




  I must’ve had a nightmare – a

  terrible nightmare – but what about?




  I can’t even remember . . .




  Whatever it was, it was just a dream, I remind

  myself. It wasn’t real, and I’m safe in my own bed .

  . . But as I reach for my pillow, I realize it’s not!

  My pillow’s pink, but this one’s brown!

  Bizarro. Where’s it come from? And where’s mine . . .

  ?




  I yank the duvet off my head, and my jaw

  drops.




  Holy guacamole! WHERE ON EARTH AM I?




  Where’s my pink bed and dressing table?

  Where are my posters and keyboard? I gaze at the HUGE bed, pine

  furniture and white walls, goosebumps prickling my arms.




  Where am I? How did I get here? WHAT’S

  HAPPENED? My heart beats loudly, making it impossible to think,

  to remember . . .




  Have I been kidnapped? Oh my giddy aunt,

  THAT’S THE ONLY POSSIBLE EXPLANATION!




  Deep breaths, take deep breaths, I tell myself,

  trying desperately not to scream. What would Nancy Drew do?




  Escape!




  To my surprise, the door isn’t locked. I

  peek outside and see a long white hallway, with several other

  doors and a window, but they’re all closed. I hold my

  breath and tiptoe carefully out.




  Then suddenly I hear a toilet flush and one of

  the other doors opens!




  I freeze.




  What should I do? Run? Hide? Find something to

  hit the kidnapper with? I grab the first thing I see – an

  orchid in a pot from the windowsill. Terrific.




  I clutch it tightly, ready to defend myself. But

  to my surprise a girl in school uniform hurries out. She

  must’ve been kidnapped too!




  ‘Psst!’ I hiss.




  She spins around, startled. ‘You scared

  me!’




  ‘Shh!’ I whisper, grabbing her hand.

  ‘Come on!’ I drag her quickly along the corridor.




  ‘What the . . . ? What’s going on?

  Why are we whispering? Wait – Is there someone

  here?’ Her eyes widen as she stops dead.

  ‘OMG!’




  OMG? Is that our kidnapper? I try to think

  of anyone I know with those initials . . .




  ‘Sharon!’ she gasps, pulling her hand

  free.




  I stare at her. ‘You know

  me?’




  ‘Well, I’m not so sure any

  more!’ she exclaims, putting her hand on her hip.

  ‘How did this happen? When did it happen? After I

  went to bed? And what’s with the plant?’




  ‘SHH!’ I hiss nervously.

  ‘Let’s just get out of here!’ I grab her arm

  but she doesn’t budge.




  ‘We can’t just leave!’

  she protests.




  ‘Why not?’




  ‘Well, you’re in your nightie,

  for a start!’




  ‘So?’ I hiss. This is totally

  not the time to worry about fashion!




  She folds her arms. ‘Look, just tell him

  it’s time to go.’




  My jaw drops. She wants me to find the

  kidnapper and say we’re leaving? Nancy Drew never

  did anything like that!




  ‘I . . . I can’t!’ I

  squeak.




  ‘Fine. I’ll do it then! This is

  ridiculous!’ She knocks loudly on the door of the room I

  woke up in. ‘Hello?’




  ‘There’s no one in there,’ I

  whisper.




  She frowns, then marches boldly down the

  corridor, sticking her head in through every doorway.

  ‘Hello? Is there anybody there?’




  I hover behind her, orchid at the ready.




  ‘Hello?’ She calls. ‘Hello,

  hello, hello! There’s no one here, Sharon.’




  ‘What about this room?’ I point to

  the one door she hasn’t checked.




  ‘He’d better not be in

  there!’ the girl growls, storming inside. ‘Nope.

  Coast’s clear!’




  ‘Thank goodness!’ I breathe a sigh of

  relief as I follow her – and then my eyes nearly pop out of

  my head! Unlike the pristine hallway and the room I woke up in,

  this bedroom is majorly cluttered, with stuff spilling over every

  surface – but what crazy stuff! A bookshelf is

  overflowing with what look like impossibly flat, plastic books

  – except one’s lying open and there aren’t any

  pages, just a doughnut-shaped hole . . . bizarro! Then

  there’s a huge, wide, ridiculously thin screen attached to

  the wall, and – wait – something just moved on the

  bedside table. My eyes flick to the picture frame. Weird –

  I swear it was a different photo a moment ago . . . Oh my giddy

  aunt, it just changed again! What is going on? Is O.M.G. a

  spy? An alien? Have we been kidnapped by alien spies?




  ‘Holy guacamole!’ I gasp. ‘Look

  at this place!’




  ‘Don’t start,’ the girl

  grumbles. ‘My room, my mess. If you don’t like it,

  don’t come in.’




  ‘Your room?’ Wait. She

  lives here?




  She rolls her eyes. ‘OK. Technically

  it’s your house, so it’s your room.

  Satisfied?’




  ‘What?’ Now I’m majorly

  confused. My house? I gaze around at all the strange

  machines and contraptions, my head spinning. Where am I? How did

  I get here? How does this girl know me? And why can’t I

  remember?




  Then my eyes fall on a calendar. And I

  scream.




  





  5 LUCY




  ‘What’s happened?

  What’s wrong?!’ My heart beats fast as I spin round

  to find Mum’s favourite plant pot smashed at her feet,

  orchid and wood chips strewn all over the carpet.




  ‘Is . . . is this a joke?’ she stammers, her face

  deathly pale as she pulls my calendar off the wall. ‘What .

  . . what’s the date?’




  ‘Monday the . . . I dunno, fourteenth of October?

  You’ve got the calendar.’




  ‘So this . . . this is this year’s

  calendar?’ Mum thrusts it under my nose.




  ‘Er, yes,’ I say, taking it. ‘Why would I

  have a calendar for any other year?’ #Weird. And why

  isn’t she at all bothered about the broken pot?

  #UberWeird




  ‘Oh my giddy, giddy aunt!’ Her hands fly to her

  cheeks. ‘How has this happened?’




  ‘What? What’s happened?’ I scan the calendar

  anxiously, but there’s not even anything marked on it for

  today. ‘Have we missed something important?’




  ‘Only about thirty years!’ Mum’s face

  crumples. She looks as if she’s on the verge of tears.




  ‘What?’ Fear flutters in my stomach.

  ‘What are you talking about?’




  ‘You won’t believe me.’ She shakes her head.

  ‘I don’t believe me. Oh my goodness, how did I

  get here? And why here? Why now?’




  A cold shiver runs down my spine as I watch my always-calm,

  always-in-control mother lurch wildly around my room, staring at

  my stuff as if she’s never seen any of it before.

  ‘Look, just . . . just calm down, OK?’ I beg.

  ‘You’re starting to freak me out!’




  ‘I’m freaking out!’ she squeals.




  ‘But why?’




  ‘Because I – I must’ve TRAVELLED THROUGH

  TIME!’




  She looks at me, her eyes wild and confused, then suddenly

  bursts out laughing.




  ‘Is . . . is this a joke?’ I say uncertainly.

  ‘Because I don’t get it.’




  ‘No!’ She insists. ‘It’s not a joke!

  Yesterday when I went to bed it was 1985, and now . . . I’m

  in the FUTURE! This is AWESOME!’ She gazes round the room.

  ‘Is that a television? It’s

  enormous!’




  #OMG. She’s finally flipped.




  ‘And what’s this?’ She picks up a DVD case

  from the floor. ‘X-Men . . .’




  ‘Um, I have no idea how that got here,’ I lie

  automatically. ‘Kimmy must’ve lent me the wrong

  movie. By accident.’




  ‘It’s a movie?’ Her eyes widen as she

  pops the disc out. ‘Cool!’




  ‘Cool?’ My heart pounds in my ears. Mum

  absolutely hates superhero films – she says

  they’re mindless violent fantasies. ‘Who are you and

  what’ve you done with my mother?’




  ‘I’m so sorry!’ she cries. ‘I thought

  you knew – I’m Sharon Miller, nice to meet

  you.’ She shakes my hand. ‘But I don’t know

  where your mother is. Sorry – I just got here.’




  What? My mind feels like it’s about to explode.

  Is she having a nervous breakdown? What should I do?




  She gazes intently at the DVD. ‘Totally space

  age. Can I take one back with me?’




  ‘Back?’




  ‘Yeah. I mean, if I can take stuff – I don’t

  know how time travel works!’ She laughs. ‘My science

  teacher said we couldn’t – or was it shouldn’t?

  – travel through time, because of the danger of creating

  rifts in the space–time thingummyjiggy – so

  he’d totally flip out if I brought this into

  school!’




  ‘School?’ I stare at my middle-aged mother.

  ‘How old are you?’




  She straightens her shoulders. ‘Twelve.’




  My eyebrows shoot upward. ‘Twelve?’




  She nods. ‘Why? How old are you?’




  Suddenly all my panic turns to rage. ‘Oh, I get

  it. This is all some kind of twisted role play to show me how

  immature I am? Nice one, Mum. Funny. Not!’ I snatch the DVD

  off her and shove it into my school bag, my cheeks burning. I

  can’t believe I fell for that!




  ‘Wait,’ she says quietly. ‘You’re my .

  . . my daughter?’




  ‘According to my birth certificate.’ I scowl,

  yanking the zip closed.




  ‘Oh my . . .’




  Something in her voice makes me turn.




  ‘For real?’ she says, all colour draining from her

  face.




  My heart skips. If she’s acting, she deserves a flipping

  Oscar.




  ‘Mum, seriously . . .’ I swallow hard, and my

  voice is barely a whisper when I say, ‘Are you

  OK?’




  ‘No!’ She shakes her head frantically.

  ‘I’m not supposed to travel within my own timeline!

  What about the space–time thingummyjiggy?’




  OMG, she really, truly, thinks she’s

  time-travelled? I bite my lip. Is that even

  possible . . . ? I try to remember what we learned in

  physics – if only I’d paid more attention!




  ‘I mean, of all places to time-travel to – of all

  the people to meet!’ Mum clasps my hand. ‘I

  can’t believe you’re my daughter! But how did

  you recognize me?’




  My jaw drops.




  ‘Of course – you must’ve seen old

  photos!’ She smiles suddenly. ‘Dad’s always got

  his Polaroid camera out. It’s, like, so

  embarrassing.’




  ‘Um . . . it’s not from photos,’ I say

  slowly.




  She frowns. ‘Then how?’




  I take a deep breath, then lead her to my wardrobe –

  with its full-length mirror . . .




  





  6 SHARON




  A blood-curdling scream rips from my

  throat. ‘What’s happened to me?’ I back

  away from the mirror in horror. ‘I’m OLD!

  Majorly old! Like, at least twenty-five!’




  The girl snorts. ‘And the rest!’




  ‘I . . . I must’ve somehow

  transported into the body of my future self!’ I frown at my

  ancient reflection, then gasp in disgust as my forehead creases

  into a million lines. ‘Gross! I’ve got

  wrinkles!’ I wail, trying to smooth them out with my

  fingers. ‘And grey roots!’




  The girl nods. ‘I’ve been telling you

  to dye them for ages.’




  ‘Why didn’t I?’




  ‘It’s like you stopped caring ever

  since D—’ She stops suddenly.




  ‘Since what?’




  ‘Since you dyed it the first time,’

  she says quickly.




  I shake my head, still struggling to take it all

  in. I can’t believe just yesterday I was twelve years old,

  totally flat-chested, praying for my spots to clear up, and now .

  . . well, now I’ve got boobs at least, and the spots are

  gone – but there are big bags under my eyes, wrinkles

  everywhere, and – ugh! – saggy skin beneath my chin.

  I prod it – and it wobbles! Gross!




  ‘This is so freaky,’ I squeal.

  ‘Like that movie – Freaky Friday!’




  ‘Yeah.’ The girl nods. ‘Except

  unlike Lindsay Lohan, I haven’t changed too, thank

  goodness!’




  ‘Who?’ I ask.




  ‘Lindsay Lohan,’ she repeats.

  ‘The daughter.’




  ‘You mean Jodie Foster!’




  ‘Who?’ She frowns, twirling a strand

  of hair around her finger – just like I do – and

  suddenly I can’t help but smile. She’s my future

  daughter. How incredible is that? It’s even more

  unbelievable than travelling through time!




  ‘So, like, what’s your name?’ I

  ask shyly. It seems like a crazy question to ask my own daughter,

  but . . . ‘Wait!’ I snap my fingers.

  ‘Lucy?’




  She stares at me. Then nods. Then her eyes

  narrow. ‘Is this all fake, Mum?’




  ‘No!’ I insist. ‘I

  promise!’




  ‘Then how would you know—’




  ‘It’s my favourite girl’s

  name,’ I explain. ‘Ever since I read The Lion, the

  Witch and the Wardrobe.’




  Lucy smiles nervously and sits down on the bed.

  ‘That’s my favourite book.’




  ‘Me too!’ I cry, plonking myself down

  next to her. ‘And, please, call me Shazza. Mum sounds so

  old!’




  ‘Shazza?’ she splutters.




  I nod. ‘That’s what my friends call

  me. I hate the name Sharon!’




  ‘OK . . . Pleased to meet you . . .

  Shazza.’ Lucy smiles shyly.




  ‘Pleased to meet you too, Lucy.’ I

  beam.




  





  7 LUCY




  ‘I can’t believe we’re

  both twelve!’ Shazza cries, grabbing my hands excitedly.

  ‘That’s so weird!’




  ‘This is all uber-weird!’ I cry, staring at

  her as she jumps up to peer at the mirror again, as if gazing at

  a stranger. But it’s also pretty cool. I mean time

  travel? Wow!




  ‘Hey, look at my ears – they’re

  pierced!’ Shazza squeals. ‘Rad! Wonder when

  that happened. I’ve been begging Ma for ages but she

  always says I’m too young.’




  ‘Tell me about it,’ I mutter.




  ‘Yours won’t let you either?’




  ‘Uh, you won’t, no.’




  She blinks. ‘Right. Me.’ She frowns.

  ‘Future-me.’




  ‘But you’d let me, wouldn’t

  you?’ I say quickly.




  ‘What?’




  A slow smile spreads across my face. ‘You’d

  let me get my ears pierced, right, Shazza?’ I am

  overwhelmed by the geniusness of my plan – now I’ll

  definitely know if she’s putting on an act!




  She looks conflicted for a moment and I’m almost sure

  I’ve called her bluff . . . but then she shrugs. ‘Why

  not?’




  ‘Why not?’ I stare at her.

  ‘Seriously?’ I’m torn between being

  uber-thrilled and uber-freaked out.




  ‘Come on!’ She grabs my hand. ‘Let’s

  do it!’




  OK, so freaked out beats thrilled. By a landslide. Especially

  when she asks me to fetch a needle and two ice cubes and says we

  should go into the bathroom ‘in case it gets

  messy’.




  Messy how . . . ?




  ‘Relax!’ Shazza laughs as I

  perch on the side of the cold bathtub. ‘Stop shaking

  – I don’t want to stab you in the face!’




  Funnily enough, this does not help me relax. ‘Um, have

  you done this before?’ I ask nervously as she squeezes my

  earlobe between the ice cubes.




  ‘Yep. Just last night actually.’




  ‘Last night?’




  ‘I mean – well, decades ago, I guess!’ She

  giggles. ‘I pierced my friend Kelly’s ears. Well,

  ear.’




  ‘She only had one done? Is that an eighties

  thing?’




  ‘Well, no, she was going to have both, but she fainted

  after the first one. Lame.’




  ‘She fainted?’ I gasp.




  ‘Kelly always freaks out at the sight of

  blood.’




  My stomach lurches. ‘Blood?’




  ‘It was the same in biology when we dissected

  hearts,’ Shazza says, squinting with concentration as she

  lifts the needle to my very-cold-but-nowhere-near-numb-yet

  earlobe. ‘Now, just hold still—’




  ‘Wait!’ I cry, jumping up out of her reach.




  ‘What’s the matter?’




  ‘I . . . er . . .’ I search desperately for an

  excuse.




  ‘Have you changed your mind?’ she asks, the needle

  still glinting in her hand.




  ‘I . . .’ Hang on – is that her

  plan? Is she trying to scare me off getting my ears

  pierced? Is she really still Mum? Who’s bluffing

  who here . . . ?




  ‘It’ll only take a minute!’ She smiles

  encouragingly.




  ‘Is that the time? I’ve gotta go!’ I’m

  not taking any chances where needles are involved!




  ‘Go where?’ She frowns.




  ‘Duh! School!’




  ‘School?!’ Shazza grabs my arm. ‘No,

  no, no! You can’t leave me! Take the day

  off!’




  #JawDrop. ‘You mean . . . skip school?’




  ‘Yes!’ she cries. ‘Say you’re ill!

  Stay home! Please, Lucy!’




  ‘Wow.’ I sink on to the toilet lid, dizzy with

  shock, all my doubts instantly skittering out the window.

  ‘Mum – the old Mum – would never in a

  million years let me bunk off. My school had to send

  me home when I had chickenpox!’ I look up.

  ‘You’re really not her, are you?’




  She shakes her head. ‘Not yet!’




  ‘But . . . how did this happen?’




  ‘I’ve no idea!’ Shazza shrugs.




  ‘I mean, do you have a . . . a time machine or

  something?’ I ask.




  ‘No.’




  ‘And how did you end up in Mum’s middle-aged

  body?’




  ‘I don’t know!’ Shazza insists. ‘All I

  know is, yesterday I was twelve years old in 1985, and now

  I’m here, like this! I wish I knew how. I wish I knew

  why.’




  #LightBulb! ‘That’s it!’ I cry,

  jumping up. ‘It’s my wish!’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Last night I wished that Mum – Old Mum

  – knew what it was like to be twelve for a day, and now

  you’re here: twelve-year-old Mum!’
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