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CHAPTER 1 What Could Possibly Go Wrong?


Remember when I said I hated Mondays? Well, I did. And I do… hate Mondays, that is. I say it all the time. But I have decided that I don’t hate any day during summer vacation. Simply because this summer has been perfect so far. Perfect weather, perfect outfits and accessories, perfectly purple and fun cupcake orders, perfectly fun parties, perfectly cute boys, and most importantly, perfectly cool friends. I even made a new friend at the beach when I visited my dad in New York City last weekend. That’s where I’m from and where I lived until I moved to the suburbs. I used to feel like I was trapped in Maple Grove, but I have really learned to love my new town, and I have felt totally at home in both the city and the suburbs. And this summer… This summer was shaping up to be the best one ever!

It felt like anything was possible.

I mean, anything!

I was more confident in my cupcake baking skills and my place in my friend group and my sense of self. My Spanish was also getting better.

I just knew nothing could go wrong this summer. Nothing was standing in my way. I smiled to myself, swirling around in my thoughts.

One thing I was super excited about was visiting New York City again, but with my friends from here, so they could finally meet my city besties. I let out a sigh and rubbed my eyes. I rolled over and texted the one and only Katie Brown, my best friend here in Maple Grove and the founder of the Cupcake Club.



Me: Can you believe how amazing Jake’s friend’s party went? I mean, pretty much thanks to us and our amazing cupcake skills, right? Cupcakes are like small, delicious fashionistas!







Katie: Mia, it’s 6:57 AM. Could this text wait until the roosters stop crowing?







Me: Roosters? Where are you?







Katie: Sorry. Roosters are in my dream, or maybe nightmare at this point, lol







Me: I was just thinking that this summer we can go to NYC, and you can meet some of my city friends. Well, not all of them. My bestie Ava says she’s going away for the summer so sadly you won’t meet her.







Katie: Oooooh, okay, I love this for us, I also love… sleeping… five more minutes Mia… just five more…





At that point Katie stopped texting me, and she definitely fell asleep for longer than five minutes.

But still, everything was going great.

There was nothing that could ruin this day or this summer. I listened to the birds chirping outside and smiled.

Nothing. Nada.

Later that day, my video chat rang on my tablet. It was Lexie, the new friend from NYC I mentioned.

“Mia! I took your advice and I put some sea salt in my spray bottle. Next time we go to the beach, I’ll for sure have more of a curly beach look!” Lexie said, swinging her head from side to side.

“Such a great hack, right? It still looks so good right now! Are you going to the beach today?” I asked.

“Yup!” she said, nodding. “You know it. Certified beach girlie. And I got a new bathing suit!” She ran off-screen and came back holding the bathing suit up.

“I love that! I’m going to be back in the city soon. We definitely have to chill again, and you can meet my friends from here. I’m trying to bring them!” I said.

Lexie smiled and nodded as if she was just as excited as I was. “One hundred percent! Text me when you’re here and we’ll plan! Talk to you soon!”

Lexie swiped out of the video chat, and I went on to finish primping my hair. I was friends with the coolest girl, who was a year older than me! Not only that, but she was also really into fashion and had a great sense of style. You can’t teach style. It’s just something you have or don’t have, and Lexie has it, and she’s really inspiring and down to earth about it.

I let out another sigh. I was going to have the most memorable summer ever, making money with the Cupcake Club and getting to buy more bathing suits and accessories and maybe even keep some saved up in my piggy bank.

“Mia! Tienes hambre? You hungry, buddy?” Dan, my stepbrother, shouted from the bottom of the stairs.

I ran down the stairs. I was so hungry! “Sí. There’s some top-notch Spanish for you there, pal. You know, you could be almost fluent like me if you weren’t always so busy being covered in hamburger grease. You’re off the clock now, you can take your hat off.” I gazed at his uniform and work hat.

“You leave my hat alone!” Dan demanded.

I threw my hands up playfully.

“So I’ve been thinking of picking up another language so I can call myself trilingual.”

“Hmm… that’s very worldly. Mia who speaks all the languages!” Dan said, smirking as he handed me my burger.

Dan worked part-time at Burger Barn, and I got all the perks—free burgers and fries with a side of stepsibling embarrassment—and he got to wear that uniform, get paid, and embarrass me, so I guess we were both winning?

“Gracias, hermano Daniel! You’re my favorite stepbrother ever!” I told him.

“Okay, I see you flexing your Spanish even more! And, Mia, I’m your only stepbrother… who, as a matter of fact, speaks Spanish far better than you! But I’ll let you have your moment, little sis…” Dan put his hand on my shoulder and grinned. “Because I’m a good person! You hear that, world? I’m a good person and a great burger flipper!” Dan took his greasy hand off my shoulder and started stuffing his face with his burger.

I ignored his Spanish-speaking comment and pulled up a chair to eat with him. He split his fries with me and served us some water.

“Sooo… how’s life?” he asked in between bites.

“Fine… Why wouldn’t it be?” I asked back, furrowing my brow.

“Oh, no reason, and that’s—that’s great!” Dan replied.

“Dan, don’t be weird…,” I told him, then continued. “Actually, life couldn’t be better! Wait, correction. It’s better now with this burger! You’re a real one!” I put out my fist.

“Thanks, buddy,” Dan said, meeting my fist with his. “So, you want to know who I saw today?”

I didn’t even get a chance to guess, but I had an idea.

“Aaaaronn!” he said in a singsongy voice.

“Hm. I know someone named Aaron, but I’m not sure what that sound was…” I smirked, attempting to hide my blushing face.

“Well? You like him, right? Want to know what he was doing…?” he went on in his singsongy voice.

I shrugged and tried to play it cool. “I mean, sure, if you want…” I moved in a little closer, completely engulfed.

“Eh, he was just with his parents, probably back-to-school shopping. I wasn’t really paying attention,” Dan replied nonchalantly. Then he burped. Brothers, I thought.

“Okay, one, it’s called: excuse me. Two, wow, that was really so detailed. Thank you so much. I am so glad I was here for that!” I teased. Then I began to imagine Aaron shopping for new school clothes and how cute he’d look in them. I wondered if he’d ever let me style him. I mean, when we’re a couple. Maybe I could just be his stylist, and then he’d see how talented I am and he’d fall to his knees and tell me how amazing and brilliant I am…

“You’re welcome,” Dan said. “Let me guess, you just imagined your entire life with Aaron.”

“Meh, just the first day of school and the first five years of our relationship.” I laughed, then paused and remembered Dan sounded really weird when asking me how life was lately. “Wait, what did you mean when you said how’s life? I see you every day. You know how life is.”

“Oh, that? It’s just an expression,” he replied.

And at that very moment, the door flung open and my mom glided into the kitchen.

“Hello, my love doves!” She maneuvered her way to us and planted a kiss on my forehead and just missed Dan’s head for a kiss as he dodged out of the way.

Dan jumped up and said his goodbyes. “Later! Love ya.” He grabbed his food and the rest of his things. That was weird, and let me explain why: Dan wasn’t like a regular teenage boy. He loved eating dinner with us and catching up about our days. It was one of the reasons I loved him. But today he was jittery, almost anxious. Why? I wondered.

“Um… okay… What’s going on here… Mother… Mother of mine…?” I looked at her, questioning her words before she even got the chance to speak them.

Now the look Dan gave me when he left the room made sense. It was a look of apprehension. And now Mom had that same look on her face. A look that said there was something she had to tell me, and I wasn’t going to like what it was.

“How would you feel about… going to camp for the rest of the summer, upstate in the woods?” my mom pushed out, gulping and looking nervous.

“What?” I gasped.

“Mia, your dad and I were talking, and we’re going to send you to sleepaway camp! You’ll start next week. Isn’t that fun?”

“Mom… how can you make a decision like this without even asking me what I want?” I snapped.

“It’s sometimes not always about just what you want. I’m sorry,” she said.

“You’re sorry? Okay, that makes me feel a lot better,” I said sarcastically, feeling my hands shake and my stomach start to do flip-flops. “Well, I’m sorry too, but I—I’m not g-g-oing, and you can’t make me!” And as the words tripped their way out of my mouth, I realized I may have said that a little too harshly. I pushed away my burger, my appetite completely ruined, and ran to the nearest bathroom.
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CHAPTER 2 Is My Mom for Real?


My face was hot and I could barely find the light when I slammed the bathroom door. I was so angry and confused. How could my mom just order me to go to camp and not even tell me? That was not what people who loved each other did. They had conversations. Like my friends did all the time in our Cupcake Club. Friends talked to each other. People talked to each other and made sure everyone was comfortable!

I quickly washed my face with cool water and patted it dry.

I looked in the mirror and I could only see two red eyes that were really angry. I wiped my hands on the nearest towel, then slipped my phone out of my pocket and texted Alexis.



Me: Guess what just happened…







Alexis:…







Me: I’m so annoyed!







Alexis: What happened? I’m here for you, friend. Lay it on me.







Me: My mother…







Alexis: Oh brother… errr I mean oh mother… [image: Emoji: Woman Facepalming.]







Me: Exactly, my mom literally just told me she’s sending me away to sleepaway camp and I’m supposed to be happy about it and I have to leave in six days??? Am I overreacting about this? Doesn’t this sound all-around weird, right?







Alexis: It’s definitely not upfront! I’m really sorry, Mia. Do you want to vent or do you want advice?







Me: Seeeee, this is why I text you when I’m going through it! I think I want both! and a side compliment. Joking, joking…







Alexis: My advice is that you talk to your mom and tell her how it makes you feel! And you can still text and vent anytime you want and… a compliment hmm.… you can totally get through this, Mia.







Me: Oh no.







Alexis: What now?







Me: My mom’s calling my name… my FULL name. Gotta go, thanks pal!







Alexis: [image: Emoji: Cupcake.] Heeeere!! I literally just made this one cupcake for you!







Me: Ty, you always know how to cheer me up. It’s delicious.







Alexis: Wow finished already, and you didn’t even save me half!





I laughed at Alexis’s last text. But even my laugh felt angry.

I slid my phone back into my pocket and wiped the hot tears from my cheeks, then took a deep breath and opened the bathroom door.

“Mia, will you please talk to me?” my mom asked in a low and gentle voice.

“Talk? Now you want to talk? You could have talked to me before you made a life decision about my summer, Mom!” I was really sharp with my words and felt bad the second they came tumbling out of my mouth.

My mom looked down at the floor and back up into my eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said, frowning.

“You’re sorry? That’s all I get? I had so many plans for this summer, and now none of that can happen! I was supposed to see my friends, I was supposed to go to the city, and I was supposed to keep working with the Cupcake Club.”

My mom walked back to the kitchen table, and I followed her.

“I’m listening, Mia. You’re expressing your frustration and I’m listening,” she assured me.

“Okay, well, I’m mad at you,” I said, loosening up my tone because my mom was being really receptive.

“You have every right to feel mad. I am sorry that I didn’t tell you. You know, sometimes adults have to make adult decisions, and your dad and I made a choice, and you are old enough to have been part of this conversation, but—” I didn’t let her finish.

“But? You were doing so good there, Mom,” I said.

This time my mom almost snapped back. “Hey, now, don’t be fresh. I’m serious. We should have included you in our discussion since it was about you and—”

“Oh, so now you’re replacing the but with an and,” I said, interrupting her again.

“Mia,” my mother said sharply.

“Mother…” I looked at her sternly.

My mom smiled.

“Mia…” Her voice was warm now. “You are going to camp because your dad, Eddie, and I are either working or going to be away. Dad and Eddie both work full time, and I just found out about an extended business trip out of town with a really important client. This could be great for us. We need the money.”

“Yeah,” I replied. I sat down and looked at my pathetic, half-eaten burger. “But what about Dan?” I asked, hoping for a save.

“Dan is a teenager—a great one! But I wouldn’t feel comfortable leaving both of my kids home alone for the rest of the summer with no adult supervision. You understand, right?” she asked.

“Well, sure, I understand that part. I just don’t understand why you didn’t have this conversation with me before.” I really couldn’t let that part go. I leave in six days! I screamed to myself.

My mom looked at me with those warm, inviting eyes again. Those irresistible eyes that mothers have when they’re really telling you they love you. So unfair, I thought.

“I think I’m just used to making decisions about you and for you, and I forget my beautiful Mia is growing up and deserves to be part of the decision-making,” she explained.

“Okay, chill, Mom. You already said sorry.” I laughed softly, and my mom came in and gave me a side hug.

With both of us a little—okay, a lot—calmer, my mom took out the kettle and started making some tea. We sat and spoke about sleepaway camp together. Like we should have before this whole mess.

“The camp is called Camp Evergreen,” Mom began. “Isn’t that cute?! You know, when I was your age, I loved going to sleepaway camp. It’s like a tradition to go! It was one of my favorite memories of the summer. We told scary stories, did arts and crafts, and played sports. I even learned how to shave my legs at sleepaway camp. And, oh, I had my first real crush at camp. He actually became my high school boyfriend.”

I looked at her with wide eyes and said, “Ew.”

“Mia…,” she said, warning me to chill.

“I mean, yay! That’s so sweet!” I said, styling my fakest grin.

“It was!” she continued. “Sleepaway camp is a lot like school, but no homework or tests, and you can be one with nature. Plus, you may learn something new or something about yourself.”

“Yeah, like how to lose a cupcake business in less than two months?!” I said frantically.

“Oh, Mia, I know you’ll really enjoy it. And I’m really sorry, I am!” she whined, walking toward the living room.

“I forgive you. Now, please, leave me be and let me grieve in silence,” I replied dramatically and a little less upset. I took one last big bite out of my hamburger and disappeared to my room to face my impending doom… at sleepaway camp.
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