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TO-DO LIST




1.   April Fool’s Day is coming – time to brainstorm some A+ . . . Need to get my girls and get ’em good, hahaha. Something food related?? And capture it all on camera, obv!


2.   More gymnastics: Put in SERIOUS hours on the beam . . . Olympics, here I come!


3.   Catch up with my YouTube watching. **Wish I had my own MacBook instead of my dad’s ancient laptop**


4.   Buy ingredients for pranks.
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5.   Babysit Max – Thursday.


6.   Easter prep: Make a list of fave choc for Mum and Dad and leave it hanging around. Never too old for the Easter bunny!!
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Jessie sat on the bus home from Abby’s house, playing Candy Crush on her phone and chewing on a jelly worm. After what had felt like an eternity, her braces had finally been removed a couple of weeks earlier and, as well as loving her new smile, she was having the best time rediscovering her favourite gummy sweets, even though the dentist had told her to go easy on them.


‘Hi, doggy!’ she said cheerfully to the miniature dachshund who had got on the bus with his owner, sniffed her trainers, and settled down on her right foot. ‘I don’t mind,’ she replied as the owner apologized. ‘I’ve just been playing football with my friend’s dog; he can probably smell him on me!’


She’d been at Abby’s house with Lucy and Hermione for their regular after-school Girls Can Vlog meeting. On top of the usual business of discussing content and brainstorming ideas for future videos, Abby had been keen to talk about their preparation for SummerTube. There were only a few months to go until the big YouTube convention, and Abby said they needed to take the channel to the ‘next level’ before then. Whatever that meant.
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Jessie had leaped at the chance to give Weenie the pug a runaround in the garden and take a moment’s peace from the intensely businesslike atmosphere of Abby’s room. She loved their vlogging club, but, honestly, sometimes it felt more like a full-time job than a hobby!


‘Sorry, little guy – this is my stop,’ she said, jumping up and ringing the bell, shaking the dachshund gently off her foot.


Lucy had suggested that they film an April Fool’s Day prank for the channel, as 1st April was coming up, and they’d all agreed to think of ideas . . . but secretly Jessie had her own plans. Oh yeah, she mused as she stepped off the bus. I’m gonna trick them all myself. They won’t be expecting a solo prank – genius!


Letting herself into her house five minutes later, she was mildly surprised to see that her parents were both in the kitchen: Mum stirring something on the hob, and Dad carrying a sleepy Max off to bed. Because of their differing work schedules, it was rare for them to be at home together during the week.


‘Goodnight, Maxy!’ she called. Her little brother waved as he was carted off to his room. ‘Mum, I’m starving. What’s cooking?’


[image: image]


‘Pasta and pesto,’ said her mum, passing her some parmesan to grate. ‘How was your meeting?’


Jessie grabbed the cheese grater. ‘Good! Abby’s in an extra-bubbly mood these days – I think it’s because Dakota and Ben have officially broken up.’


‘Ah! That Abby – always chasing after boys!’ Mrs Dunbar laughed. She eyed the rapidly growing pile of cheese. ‘OK, that’s enough, even for you lot. Call your brothers.’


A few minutes later the family – minus Max – sat down around the table.


‘I’ve decided to prank the girls,’ said Jessie, filling her glass with juice. ‘I need something really good, for April Fool’s Day. Any ideas? Something totally different to anything I’ve done before.’ She glanced at Jake hopefully. Her middle brother loved pranks almost as much as she did, and they were always comparing notes on the funniest new YouTubers.
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‘Yes!’ said Jake eagerly, shovelling pasta spirals into his mouth. ‘I’m sooo glad you asked. Today I saw this thing you can do with a thermos full of soup—’


‘Actually, before we get on to that,’ interrupted Jessie’s mum, glancing over at her husband, ‘there’s something we all need to talk about . . .’ She put her fork down, and the expression on her face worried Jessie.


‘What?’ asked Leon stroppily. He glanced towards the living room. ‘My match starts in ten minutes, so this had better be quick.’


Jessie kicked him. He was two years older than her, so why did she always have to keep him in line?


‘Mum’s trying to tell us something,’ she hissed. ‘I think it’s important.’


‘Whatever, Miss Butter Wouldn’t Melt. I’m not the one who got sent home from my school ski trip for underage drinking,’ drawled Leon.


Jake looked up, surprised. ‘Jessie was drinking on that trip? Actual alcohol?’


‘No!’ squealed Jessie. ‘Jeez, Leon!’ It was still a sore subject – having to miss the last few days of snowboarding in France had been so depressingly awful. ‘That was all a misunderstanding, Dakota set me up. Which Leon KNOWS. He’s just being an idiot.’ She glared at him across the table.
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‘Yes, that’s enough, Leon,’ said her mum. ‘Anyway, kids, we have some news. Your father’s job . . .’ She stopped. ‘Do you want to explain, love?’


Her dad nodded and cleared his throat. ‘Guys, I don’t want you to worry, OK? But the company’s not been doing brilliantly for a while, and well – long story short – I am now . . . technically . . . without a job.’


Jessie gasped and exchanged looks with her brothers.


‘There’s no need to panic,’ he continued. ‘Your mum and I have known about this for a while now and we’ve made some plans for how to deal with the situation before I find a new role.’


‘I’m so sorry, Dad,’ said Jessie, the pasta settling like a rock in her stomach. For as long as she could remember, her father had always loved his job in IT. Despite the long hours in the office, he seemed to thrive on the pressure. She gave him a hopeful smile. ‘Is it definitely a done deal?’


‘Yes, sweetie.’ He sighed. ‘Not the best timing, but your mum’s going to do extra shifts at the hospital, and—’


‘How can Mum do any more shifts?’ interrupted Jake sulkily. ‘She’s hardly ever here as it is.’


‘Enough, Jakey!’ said their mum. ‘I can do a bit more now that your dad will be around to take care of things at home. He’s keen to do more cooking, for one thing.’
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‘Oh no,’ Leon mumbled. ‘Please no haggis. It literally makes me vom.’


Their father was Scottish and occasionally liked to experiment with the cuisine of his birthplace, with varying degrees of success.


As her brothers complained, Jessie was still processing the news. Suddenly something occurred to her and she sat up straight in her seat.


‘But you had to pay extra for me to come home from the ski trip early,’ she wailed at her parents. ‘AND I’ve just had my room redone! That must have been expensive. Those new lights, the painting . . .’


‘Well, don’t feel too guilty,’ said her dad. ‘You’ve actually reminded me of the next thing we need to tell you about.’


‘Is it as depressing as the last thing?’ grumbled Leon, looking at his phone.
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‘No – well, it’s another big change . . . but hopefully we can all be open-minded about it.’ He paused. ‘We’re getting a lodger. To help with the bills.’


There was silence.


‘Like, someone who lives in our house? A complete stranger?’ asked Jake nervously.


‘Someone we know nothing about, who might murder us in our beds?’ added Leon, waggling his eyebrows dramatically.


Jessie rolled her eyes. ‘Let’s hope so, in your case. But, uh, Dad – where is this person supposed to go? We don’t have a spare room.’
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‘Well, darling – remember you just mentioned the work we did in your bedroom?’ said her mother tentatively.


‘Yeah . . . ?’ Jessie took a sip of juice.


‘It makes sense for that to be the room we rent out. It’s by far the most modern and welcoming.’


Leon burst out laughing as Jessie spat out her drink.


‘My actual bedroom? What! But where would I go?’


‘As it’s probably only going to be for a few months, we thought it might be fun for you to share with Maxy,’ said her mum lightly. ‘His nursery’s far too big for him, especially once you tidy away all the toys. There’s acres of space.’ She didn’t quite meet Jessie’s eyes.


‘Oh man – this is too good,’ crowed Leon.


Jessie glared at him and stood up, furiously pushing back her chair.


‘But where is all my stuff supposed to go? And – wait – how can I do any filming with Max in there crying his eyes out?’ she said, pacing around the kitchen. ‘Or gym practice? Jeez! Why can’t Leon be the one to share? He has zero hobbies – unless you count lying around playing Minecraft.’


‘Jessie, sit down, love,’ said her father, looking at her anxiously. ‘Max spends a lot of time down here or at nursery. And there’s plenty of storage room in those cupboards.’


‘I promise you’ll have some time to yourself,’ added her mum. ‘We understand that you need plenty of your own space.’


[image: image]


‘Why? It’s not like she has a boyfriend,’ drawled Leon.


Jessie sat down abruptly, the reality of the situation hitting her. ‘Do we even know who this lodger person is?’ she asked grumpily.


‘Yes, your mum and I have met her via a student letting agency,’ said her father. ‘Her name is Gabriella, she’s from Mexico, and she’s over here studying chemistry. She seems very studious; I’m sure she’ll spend a lot of time revising in her room.’
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‘Is she fit?’ asked Leon, prompting Jake to wolf-whistle. ‘How old is she?’


‘Ugh, why are you so gross, Leon!’ cried Jessie.


Noticing the despairing looks on her parents’ faces, she was suddenly struck by pity for both of them. She decided to pull herself together. It was clear her stupid brothers weren’t going to be responsible about this, so someone had to be.


‘OK, fine. When do I have to move my stuff?’




21:38




Jessie: SOS GUYS – THE WORST HAS HAPPENED!










21:45


Lucy: What???






21:56


Hermione: RU OK? x






21:59


Abby: Spill!






22:02




Jessie: My dad lost his job and we’re getting a LODGER.









22:02


Jessie: WHO IS TAKING OVER MY ROOM [image: image]






22:04


Lucy: And you have to share with them??






22:04


Jessie: Lol no. With MAX [image: image]






22:07


Hermione: Woah! That’s rough!






22:09


Jessie: Worst bit is – she’s coming NEXT WEEK.






22:09


Jessie: I have to move my stuff this WEEKEND.






22:11




Abby: Wow. We can help . . . I’m great at interiors!!









22:14


Lucy: Yeah happy to help xxxx






22:17


Hermione: Me too.






22:18


Jessie: You guys are the best. Bring snacks!! xox
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VLOG 1
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FADE IN: JESSIE’S KITCHEN.


JESSIE is at the counter in a polka-dot apron.


JESSIE


Hi, guys! So have you checked your calendars recently? That’s right – it’s nearly time for APRIL FOOL’S DAY! The girls think we’re filming an April Fool video here tomorrow, but what they DON’T know is that I’m going to prank them first. It’s time for a surprise picnic that they’ll never forget! I’m preparing some delicious ‘treats’, like these doughnuts drenched with talcum powder that looks like icing sugar. I’ll put them in an old Krispy Kreme box to help mislead them. Mwahaha!






[image: image]








MONTAGE: Sped-up footage of JESSIE sprinkling doughnuts with powder and putting them in box.
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JESSIE (CONTINUED)


Then I’m making this amazing-looking cake, which is two kitchen sponges covered with whipped cream, then drizzled with chocolate sauce, and finally some cake sprinkles.


MONTAGE: JESSIE covering the sponges with whipped cream from spray can and decorating them.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


OMG – this looks perfect! No one would ever guess what’s really inside. OK, now I’ve got to get this stuff to the park, then make some calls. Stay tuned . . .


FADE TO: THE PARK.


In the park with picnic spread out on blanket on ground, JESSIE is holding the camera facing her.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


(on phone)


Hey, Lucy! Listen, I really need your help. I’m in the park by the swings and I’ve just found an injured bird. It must have fallen out of its nest. I don’t know what to do?! Pleeeease come now!


(grinning)


You can? Thank you sooo much. See you soon! Byeee.


JESSIE dials again.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


(on phone)


Hey, Abs! You busy? I could really use your help with choosing an outfit for this party I’m going to next weekend. Could you meet me in the park where I’m minding Maxy until Leon comes, and then we could go to the shops from here? OK, great! I’m by the swings . . . See ya!


JESSIE hangs up the phone and looks into the camera.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


(gleeful)


Two down and one to go . . .


JESSIE dials phone.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


Hi, Hermione! Can you do me a favour? Would you listen to me practise my report for English and tell me honestly what you think? I’m so nervous about it. Really? Well, now would be good. I’m in the park by the swings babysitting Maxy. OK, amazing. I’ll see you soon! Byee!


JESSIE hangs up.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


(to camera)


I can’t wait to see what happen when they all turn up and sit down to my DELICIOUS picnic I’m off to hide behind the cafe where they won’t be able to see me.
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CUT TO: Handheld footage – through some tree leaves, we see LUCY rushing over to the swings.


LUCY


(calling out)


Jessie! Jessie! Where are you?! Where’s the b-bird? Oh, Abs, what are you d-doing here?


ABBY walks into shot.


ABBY


I’m supposed to be meeting Jessie. She wanted me to meet her here to go shopping. Where is she?


LUCY


Well, she called me too to come help r-rescue a wounded bird. Ooh, just got a text from her.


LUCY takes out her phone and reads.


LUCY (CONTINUED)


(reading aloud)


SURPRISE! Gone to loo – see ya soon.


Enjoy the picnic I’ve laid out for you! Jess.


ABBY


That’s weird! Never mind, let’s tuck into some doughnuts while we wait for her. Oh, look, here comes Hermione!


HERMIONE walks into shot.


HERMIONE


What are you guys doing here? I’m supposed to be meeting Jess . . .


LUCY


Us too. But she’s left us a p-picnic . . . It must be a surprise! Fancy a doughnut or some c-cake?


JESSIE turns the camera around and we see her laughing silently. Camera turns back to the girls.


LUCY cuts a piece of cake while ABBY picks up doughnut and takes a big bite. One chew and she spits it out in disgust.


ABBY


YUCK! That’s totally disgusting! UGH. What is it?


(she hands it to HERMIONE)


HERMIONE


I don’t think that’s sugar on top . . . it smells like talcum powder!


LUCY squeals, spitting out a mouthful of sponge.


LUCY


This c-cake isn’t right either!


JESSIE, still filming, runs out from behind trees.


JESSIE


APRIL FOOL! HAHAHA! GOTCHA!


LUCY


(laughing)


W-what is wrong with you?!


ABBY


Queen of Pranks!


They all push her into the fake cake.


JESSIE gets up, wiping the icing off her face.


JESSIE


That was such a hoot. Guys – I got you some real doughnuts to say sorry . . .
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JESSIE gives the girls a box of Krispy Kremes and turns to the camera.


JESSIE (CONTINUED)


I’m such a bad friend, ha ha! But they love me anyway. Give us a thumbs-up below if you enjoyed this video, and let me know if you’ve played a prank for April Fool’s Day. Byeee!


FADE OUT.
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Views: 2,878


Subscribers: 9,430


Comments:


MagicMorgan: Jessie you’re evil! Love it!


PrankingsteinJosh: We need to try that doughnut prank!


SassySays: LOVE IT. [image: image] [image: image] [image: image] Also, you guys are nearly at 10k!! xx


billythekid: A bird fell from the tree?! Can’t believe you fell for that ha ha!


natalie_blogs: Abby where is your top from in this video?


Amazing_Abby_xxx: Topshop sale! Go go go x


Jakethechamp: Nice one sis!


*jazzyjessie*: Thanks bro :)


(scroll down to see 17 more comments)
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‘Ah, Jessie, glad you could join us!’


‘Hi, Laila,’ gasped Jessie as she dashed into the hall and stood near one of the free mats in the front row. ‘Sorry I’m late!’ She’d gone halfway home after school before remembering that her dad was looking after Max and she was free to go to the sports centre for gymnastics. The sessions were on a pay-as-you-go basis, and she only came when she could make it, but she knew her coach, Laila, wanted her to commit to coming more regularly. The bus ride only took about ten minutes from the stop outside school, and her mum had offered to pay for more sessions in exchange for Jessie giving up her room.
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The young coach smiled at her. ‘Don’t worry. I’m just glad you made it. Your attendance hasn’t been, shall we say, easy to predict lately.’


Jessie squirmed. ‘I know, I know.’ She shoved her braids into a scrunchie to make a topknot. ‘Things have changed at home though, and basically I’m off the hook with babysitting my little brother.’ She grinned hopefully. ‘So I’m planning to come here for both sessions every week now, if that’s OK?’


Laila clapped her hands together. ‘If it’s OK?! Jess – it’s music to my ears! As you know, I really think you’ve got some potential, but the only way we’re going to draw it out of you is with regular practice.’


Jessie’s heart lifted at the praise. Their PE teacher at school, Mr Evans, frequently complimented her, but he encouraged all of his students, even those who could barely manage a forward roll. If Laila, a specialized coach, thought Jessie was something special, then maybe she did actually have some talent. She’d always loved gymnastics with a passion and had done pretty well in a few small competitions when she was younger, but she’d been distracted with other things over the last two years.


Laila turned and addressed the other girls in the room. ‘OK, gang. Today we’re going to be trying some pairs work, so it’s great that Jessie has made it, because now we’re a nice even number. Anya, come and join Jessie over here.’


A girl who Jessie hadn’t seen before came over to stand at the neighbouring mat.


‘Hi, I’m Anya,’ she said, her clear blue eyes staring at Jessie. Her hair was scraped into a severe bun fixed with dozens of kirby grips so that not a single strand could escape. ‘Why were you late?’ she demanded.
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Jessie bristled, adjusting the strap of her leotard. How was it any of this girl’s business? ‘Er, family stuff,’ she replied. ‘Anyway, I’m here now! How old are you?’


Anya was a head shorter than Jessie, though she stood with a very straight back, making her seem taller.


‘Fourteen. I just moved here from Poland.’


‘Oh, really? How come?’ said Jessie, intrigued.


That explained the unfamiliar accent. But Anya seemed to have switched off. Her gaze had returned to Laila, who started taking them through their warm-up exercises.


‘You’re the same age as me,’ Jessie whispered as they jogged on the spot.


But again, there was no response. Anya was concentrating hard, eyes to the front of the room, as if nothing in the world could distract her.


Weird, thought Jessie. Maybe she’s just shy?


Definitely not shy! concluded Jessie fifty minutes later, wiping a bead of sweat from her forehead. They’d been working on a two-person forward roll, which always looked easy on gymnastics videos, but was frustratingly difficult to get right in real life. She kept losing hold of Anya’s ankles. But Anya was a strong, precise gymnast, and she’d obviously trained a lot. She barked instructions at Jessie, at one point rushing over to her bag to get a notebook and draw a diagram.
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