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  She has travelled extensively as a United Nations Goodwill Ambassador with particular interest in issues affecting women and children, and she has had two bestselling autobiographies

  published.




  Geri lives in London and has a daughter, Bluebell Madonna.
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  To Bluebell. Little girl, big imagination.
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  It was Saturday morning. The sun was sparkling like fizzy lemonade.




  Ugenia got a phone call from Bronte, one of her best friends.




  ‘Ugenia, I have to go shopping with my mother,’ said Bronte. ‘Please can you come with me?’




  ‘Sure!’ replied Ugenia.




  Shopping with Bronte’s mum? That sounds important, Ugenia thought.
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  Ugenia knew that Bronte’s parents were divorced when Bronte was a baby, and that Bronte lived alone with her mother. Although Bronte and Ugenia had been friends for a while now, they only

  ever hung out at Ugenia’s house. Bronte had never invited Ugenia round to her house, so Ugenia had no idea what Bronte’s mum was like. She thought it was a bit odd, but that maybe

  Bronte’s mum was just a bit shy, like Bronte.




  ‘Granny Betty, I’m going shopping with Bronte,’ called Ugenia. Granny Betty had been left in charge while Ugenia’s parents were out at the DIY shop.




  Ugenia’s mum was a presenter on Breakfast TV. Professor Lavender, Ugenia’s father, worked at the Dinosaur Museum in town, and he loved anything old and dusty. At the weekends –

  if Professor Lavender wasn’t working – they both loved doing up their house, 13 Cromer road.




  Granny Betty was actually Ugenia’s great-grandmother, but she was not your average great-grandmother. In fact, she was more than great – she was extraordinary!




  Things you need to know about Granny Betty:




  

    

      1. She was 101 years old.




      2. She treated every day like Christmas.




      3. She gave karate chops to anyone who annoyed her.




      4. She did wheelies on Ugenia’s mountain bike.


    


  




  ‘Be a love and pick me up some big white pants at the shops,’ grinned Granny Betty, handing Ugenia a five-pound note. ‘I really need some new undies – I turned my other

  big white pants pink in the wash. Oh, and you can keep the change, Ugenia. My little treat.’




  ‘Thanks, Gran, maybe I’ll get us some jelly beans as well,’ smiled Ugenia gratefully.
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  Fifty-five minutes later, a shiny red convertible sports car with its roof down and an engine that sounded like it was clearing its throat, skidded into the small drive of 13 Cromer road,

  knocking over a flowerpot.




  ‘HURRY UP, UGENIA! HURRY!’ shouted a very thin woman from the driving seat. She had a peroxide-blonde beehive hairdo and bright red lipstick.
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  ‘This is my mother,’ said Bronte, cringing with embarrassment and trying to hide in the back seat.




  ‘Darling, don’t call me that! it makes me sound old! Ugenia, do call me Pamela,’ said Bronte’s mum as she looked into the car mirror and applied even more bright red

  lipstick.




  ‘Hello, Pamela,’ said Ugenia, climbing over the black leather seat and into the back of the car to join Bronte.




  ‘You do realize that today is the most important day of the year?’ said Pamela. ‘it’s the Garrods’ summer sale and there will be bargains galore! You’ll soon

  discover, Ugenia, that I love to spend, spend, spend!’




  Garrods was a very large department store that sold everything.




  ‘I’m so excited!’ shrieked Pamela, speeding off down Boxmore Hill towards the town centre.




  Three and a half minutes later, Pamela, Ugenia and Bronte whizzed past the twenty-four-hour, bargain-budget, bulk-buyers’ supersized supermarket and finally screeched to a halt outside the

  large, purple-coloured department store.




  ‘Be a good boy and park it,’ purred Pamela as she threw the car keys at a doorman wearing a matching purple coat and top hat.




  Pamela – and her now windswept beehive hairdo – marched through Garrods’ gigantic glass doors as fast as her six-and-a-half-inch spiky stiletto heels would allow, with Ugenia

  and Bronte tagging along behind her.




  ‘I want to see the owner – Alfred,’ Pamela announced to an assistant. ‘Tell him his perfect Pammy is here!’




  Before the assistant could move, a tiny, smiling moonfaced man in a purple tailored suit suddenly appeared at the top of a golden escalator.
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  ‘Welcome to my universe! How glorious to see my favourite shopaholic once again!’ beamed Alfred, descending majestically and giving Pamela an air kiss on both cheeks.




  ‘Alfred, meet my daugh– I mean, my SISTERS – Bronte and Ugenia,’ said Pamela.




  ‘Nothing wrong with a little white lie to make you look good,’ whispered Pamela to Ugenia.




  ‘Ladies,’ declared Alfred, ‘let’s shop till we drop. Follow me!’




  And with that, Bronte, Ugenia and Pamela followed Alfred up the golden escalator.




  Ugenia gazed around the store with amazement. This wasn’t just any old shop . . . Garrods was spectacular. It sold everything from shoes to sofas, celery to satchels, books to baggage,

  pants to potatoes. It even sold scented purple toilet paper to wipe pet pooches’ bottoms.




  There were crowds of people pushing and shoving each other, all trying to reach for the same shiny handbags. It felt like a mad jumble sale, with a mishmash of arms and legs.




  This looks like a nightmare, thought Ugenia, staring at Granny Betty’s five-pound note. I won’t get much change out of this. Everything looks very expensive.




  ‘I want shoes – lots of shoes!’ announced Pamela as they entered the shoe department.




  ‘I want every style in every colour!’ she purred. ‘A girl can never have too many shoes!’
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  Alfred snapped his fingers. ‘Consider it done,’ he declared as a mountain of shoeboxes were brought to Pamela’s feet.




  ‘I feel fabulous!’ shrieked Pamela, parading around the crowded shoe department.




  ‘Now, I want undies – lots of undies!’ she announced as they entered the very frilly ladies’ underwear department.




  ‘I want every style in every colour,’ she purred. ‘A girl can never have too many undies!’




  Alfred snapped his fingers. ‘Your wish is my command!’ he laughed, presenting her with an array of multicoloured undies.
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  ‘I feel sensational!’ gushed Pamela, beaming at herself in the mirror and hugging the rack of frilly, lacy undies.




  Ugenia stared at Pamela’s teeny-weeny, dainty panties on their pretty little hangers.




  And then she remembered Granny Betty’s request.




  ‘Excuse me, Alfred, but do you have any big white pants?’ enquired a rather embarrassed Ugenia. ‘They’re not for me,’ she added quickly.




  ‘Alfred, I need you!’ interrupted Pamela, who had marched on to the nighties and was stroking racks of pink silk and satin and lace.




  ‘Bronte, I can see why you wanted my support on your mother’s shopping trip,’ muttered Ugenia, frowning. ‘We might as well not be here!’




  Bronte rolled her eyes. ‘I think my mum’s gone mad,’ she whispered to Ugenia. ‘She’s always slightly crazy, but she can’t afford to pay for this stuff –

  we’re on a budget.’




  Ugenia felt quite sorry for Bronte. She stared at Granny Betty’s five-pound note again.




  Suddenly a man with a silver moustache and a giant cigar strolled in. A pair of green-eyed, identical twin girls with white-blonde hair accompanied him.
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  ‘Bronte . . . meet Mr Ronald Brump!’ shrieked Pamela. ‘WE’RE ENGAGED TO BE MARRIED! Surprise!’




  Bronte looked at Ugenia. Ugenia looked at Bronte. They both looked at Pamela.




  ‘Isn’t he totally, absolutely fabulous?’ announced Pamela, beaming at Bronte.




  ‘Don’t you just adore him, sweetie? He’s a generous billionaire and he just loves to buy me mountains of shoes and handbags, which of course makes me so very happy.’

  Pamela giggled, clapping her hands joyously.
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