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THIS DIARY BELONGS TO:


Nikki J. Maxwell


PRIVATE & CONFIDENTIAL


If found, please return to ME for REWARD!




(NO SNOOPING ALLOWED!!!☹)
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TOTAL DISASTER!!!


Mean girl MacKenzie has stolen Nikki’s diary!


Now in a dorky twist, MacKenzie spills all the details of her own GLAMFABULOUS life!






Find out what the queen bee really thinks about Nikki and her friends in DRAMA QUEEN . . .







WEDNESDAY, APRIL 2


The past twenty-four hours of my life have been so disgustingly NAUSEATING that I’m actually starting to feel like a . . . puddle of . . . um, cat . . . VOMIT!!


First I ruined my brand-new sweater with a PBJ and pickle sandwich (a long story).


Then I got hit in the face by a dodgeball during gym in front of the ENTIRE class and ended up trapped in a wacky fairy tale (an even longer story!).


Okay, I can handle the utter HUMILIATION of walking around school OBLIVIOUS to the fact that a SANDWICH is stuck to my abdomen like duct tape.


Hey, I can even handle a mild concussion. However, what I CAN’T handle is the fact that “someone” started an AWFUL rumor about me!


I overheard two CCP (Cute, Cool & Popular) girls gossiping about it in the bathroom.


Rumor has it that my CRUSH kissed me (at a charity event last weekend) on a DARE merely to snag a FREE large pizza from Queasy Cheesy!


Of course I totally FREAKED when I heard it! Not only is a dare like that rude and insensitive, but it’s a very cruel joke to play on a person like . . . well . . . ME!


I was SURE the whole thing was a big fat LIE! Sorry! But everyone knows Queasy Cheesy pizzas are just NASTY! Had it been a dare for a yummy Crazy Burger, I’d TOTALLY believe it!


Hey, I’ll be the first to admit, that rumor could have been A LOT worse. But STILL . . . !! I just wish “someone” would stay out of my personal business. And by “someone,” I mean my mortal enemy . . . MACKENZIE HOLLISTER ☹!!


I don’t know why that girl HATES MY GUTS! It wasn’t MY fault Principal Winston gave her a three-day detention for “unsportsmanlike behavior” for slamming me in the face with that dodgeball.


I’m really LUCKY I’m not in a COMA right now! Or undergoing life-threatening surgery . . .
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Anyway, as punishment for what MacKenzie did to me, she has to clean the bug-infested showers in the girls’ locker room.


Unfortunately, I learned today that the bug problem in there is REALLY bad!!


I was sitting behind MacKenzie in French class finishing up my homework when I noticed there was something stuck in her hair.


At first I thought it was one of those fancy designer barrettes she loves to wear. But when I took a closer look, I realized it was actually a gigantic dead STINK BUG!! EWW ☹!!


That’s when I tapped her on the shoulder. “Um, MacKenzie! Excuse me, but I just wanted to let you know that—”


“Nikki, WHY are you even talking to me?! Just mind your OWN business!” she said, glaring at me like I was something her spoiled poodle, Fifi, had left in the grass in her backyard.
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MACKENZIE, GLARING AT ME IN A VERY RUDE MANNER!





“Okay! Then I won’t tell you there’s a huge dead STINK BUG in your hair!” I said very calmly. “Besides, it kinda looks like an ugly barrette! And it totally complements your eye color!”


“WHAT?!” MacKenzie gasped, and her eyes got as big as saucers.


She whipped out her makeup mirror.


“OMG! OMG! There’s a big black . . . INSECT with prickly legs tangled in my golden tresses! EEEEEEEEEEEK!!!” she shrieked. Then she started jumping around hysterically and shaking her hair to get it out. She had a complete meltdown!


“You’re making it worse. Now it’s even more tangled in there. Just sit down and chillax!” I said as I grabbed a tissue and reached for her hair.


“GET AWAY FROM ME!!” she screamed. “I don’t want TWO disgusting CREATURES in my beautiful hair!”


“Stop acting like a spoiled BRAT!” I shot back. “I’m just removing the bug for you! See?!”
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ME, REMOVING THE STINK BUG FROM MACKENZIE’S HAIR





“That is DISGUSTING! Get it away from me!”


“You’re welcome!” I said, glaring at her.


“Hmph! Don’t expect a thank-you from me! It’s all YOUR fault that bug was in my hair! It’s probably from those nasty showers I’m being forced to clean.”


Suddenly she folded her arms and narrowed her eyes at me.


“Or maybe YOU put it in my hair to try to ruin my reputation! I bet you want everyone to think my house is overrun with disgusting bugs! Again.”


“MacKenzie, I think your lip gloss must be leaking into your brain. That’s ridiculous!”


“How could you put that nasty BUG in my hair?! I’m getting SICK just thinking about it. UGH!!”


Then she covered her mouth and mumbled something. But I couldn’t understand a word. . . .
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ME, TRYING TO FIGURE OUT WHAT MACKENZIE WAS SAYING!





Although we were in French class, it definitely didn’t sound like she was speaking French!


By the time I FINALLY figured out what she was saying, it was TOO late.


Desperate, she took off running toward the wastebasket at the front of the room.


But, unfortunately, she DIDN’T make it.


I could NOT believe that MacKenzie Hollister, the QUEEN of the CCPs, actually threw up in front of the ENTIRE French class!


She was like a bad car accident! I really DIDN’T want to see her covered in puke from head to toe ☹! But I couldn’t help staring ☺!


I have never seen her SO embarrassed. SO humiliated. SO vulnerable. SO um . . . MESSY!


I was both shocked and surprised when I was suddenly overcome with overwhelming emotion.


I had NEVER, EVER felt more SORRY for a human being in my ENTIRE life! . . .
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POOR CHUCK THE JANITOR!! HE HAS A REALLY DIRTY JOB!





It seemed like such a grave injustice that HE had to clean up the horrible mess that MacKenzie had made.


Sometimes life is SO UNFAIR ☹!!


But he took his job very seriously because he actually put on one of those paper mask thingies that doctors wear during surgery.


I’m guessing it was probably because of the very noxious and excessive . . . STINKAGE!


Anyway, our French teacher immediately sent MacKenzie down to the office to call her parents to go home for the rest of the day.


And instead of having class in our smelly, contaminated room, our teacher took us down to the library to quietly study our French vocabulary words.


Which was PERFECT for me because I was able to work on my special project for National Library Week later this month.


My BFFs, Chloe and Zoey, and I held a book drive for our school back in September, and it was a HUGE success.


So now we’re planning an even bigger one for National Library Week!


We’ll also be traveling to NYC for a book festival and will get to “Meet-n-Greet” some of our favorite authors. SQUEEEEEEE!!!


Anyway, I can’t believe MacKenzie ACTUALLY thinks I put that stink bug in her hair!!


Unfortunately for her, it looks like the kids in our class are already GOSSIPING about what happened.


One girl had her cell phone out. She showed it to a guy, and then they started snickering like crazy.


I guessed that she was probably texting the ENTIRE school!


But this whole thing is all MacKenzie’s fault!!


She totally OVERREACTED and FREAKED OUT even after I offered to help her.


MacKenzie is such a VOMIT QUEEN!


OOPS! I meant . . .


DRAMA QUEEN!


Sorry about that, MacKenzie!!


☺!!




THURSDAY, APRIL 3


I’m SO upset right now I can barely write ☹!! I was at my locker, minding my own business, when MacKenzie tapped me on my shoulder and sneered, “Why are YOU always hanging around here?!! PLEASE! Just go away!”


“Sorry, but I hang around here because, unfortunately, MY locker is right next to YOURS,” I said, rolling my eyes at her.


“I still can’t believe you put that bug in my hair! I’ll NEVER speak to you again as long as I live!!”


“Whatever, MacKenzie!” I muttered as I counted down in my head for her to start blabbing at me again. Five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . .


“You’re MAD at me because I spilled the beans that Brandon kissed you on a DARE just to get a free pizza! And now everyone is gossiping about it. So to get even, you PRETENDED to be injured in gym class just to get ME in trouble! . . .”
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“NIKKI, YOU’RE JUST A PATHETIC FAKE!”





Sorry, but I could only take so much of Miss Thang talking TRASH right to my face like that! So I got all up in HER face and said . . .


“Really, MacKenzie?! You think I’M faking?!! Does this BRUISE look FAKE to you?! I don’t think so! The ONLY fake things around here, girlfriend, are YOUR bad hair extensions and tacky spray-on tan!!”
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ME, SHOWING MACKENZIE MY BRUISE





“Poor baby! So, I’m supposed to feel guilty when I actually did you a big FAVOR?” MacKenzie snarled. “That cute little bruise I gave you draws attention away from your hideous face!”


“Um, MacKenzie, have you looked at YOUR face lately? What brand of makeup did you use this morning? Paint-by-number?!”


“I wouldn’t go there if I were you. My designer lipstick cost MORE than your entire ugly outfit. So don’t HATE me because I’m BEAUTIFUL!”


“Well, you need to EAT some of your designer lipstick. Then MAYBE you’ll be BEAUTIFUL on the INSIDE!” I shot back.


Suddenly MacKenzie got SUPERserious and stared at my forehead.


“Nikki, I’m really worried about that bruise. It looks like gangrene might be setting in. I need to run down to the nurse’s office and get some bandages for you. Wait right here, okay, hon?”


But I already knew what was going on in that TWISTED little BRAIN of hers. . . .
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MACKENZIE, PUTTING A BANDAGE ON MY BRUISE!





When she got done with me, I was going to look like a . . . totally messed up . . . middle school, um . . . MUMMY!


And I was NOT about to let MacKenzie publicly HUMILIATE me! Again!


It was bad enough that she was spreading a nasty rumor about me. But now I was worried she was going to ruin my friendship with Brandon.


Anyway, I was getting my books out of my locker and still FUMING about everything she’d done to me, when I felt ANOTHER tap on my shoulder!


JUST GREAT ☹!! The last thing I wanted to deal with right then was a second round of harassment from MacKenzie. I was so NOT letting her put bandages on my bruise!


That’s when I totally lost it! I wanted to shove her bandages right down her throat. But since I don’t believe in violence, I decided to just tell her off in a very RUDE yet friendly way. . . .
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OMG!! When I turned around and saw it was BRANDON, I totally FREAKED OUT!!


His mouth dropped open and he looked hurt and confused. I guess I was in shock or something, because when I tried to explain why I’d said those things and apologize, all that came out was . . .
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We just stood there. Very awkwardly. Staring at each other for what seemed like FOREVER!


“Okay, Nikki. If that’s what you really want,” he finally said quietly. “I guess I was totally out of line last weekend when I . . . you know. Anyway, I owe you an apology. I’m very sorry.”


“WHAT?! Brandon, I don’t want or need your apology. What I’m trying to say is that I made a big mistake. Actually, I owe YOU an apolo—”


“Mistake?! Really?! Is that all it was to you?”


“Of course it was a mistake. I’d never do anything like that to you on purpose. It was a brief moment of stupidity and I’m sorry it happened. But it will NEVER happen again, I promise. You did NOT deserve that.”


Brandon looked even more hurt than before.


It was almost like he didn’t understand a word I was saying.


After another long silence, he took a deep breath and let out a sad sigh. “I really don’t know what to say. . . .”


“Actually, Brandon, you don’t have to say anything at all. I was really angry. And, as crazy as it sounds, I thought you were someone else.”


“I know I could have been more honest with you. But I didn’t mean to mislead you. Just don’t be mad at me, okay?”


“You don’t understand! I was actually mad at—”


“I DO understand, Nikki, and I want you to be happy. So I’ll just back off, if that’s what you really want.”


He nervously brushed his shaggy bangs out of his eyes and glanced at his watch.


“Anyway, I think we BOTH better get to class. Later.” Then he shoved his hands in his pockets and quickly walked away. . . .





[image: image]




ME, TOTALLY CONFUSED ABOUT WHAT JUST HAPPENED BETWEEN BRANDON AND ME ☹!





MUST. NOT. PANIC!!!


Did I really just ACCIDENTALLY tell Brandon I was sick and tired of him making my life miserable and to go slither under a rock?!!


Yep! I think I actually DID!!


Okay, time to PANIC!!! . . .


AAAAAAAAAAAAHHH ☹!!!


(That was me screaming!)


OMG! Like, WHO does that to their CRUSH?!!


I sighed, collapsed against my locker, and blinked back tears of frustration.


A massive wave of insecurity hung over me like a dark storm cloud as I carefully contemplated my next move:


1. Just “Shake It Off” and get to my geometry class since I had a quiz starting in less than two minutes (and I still needed to study) ☹!


2. Follow Brandon around the school “stalker-style” and apologize profusely until he finally accepts and agrees that we’re best buds again.


3. Rush to the girls’ bathroom, lock myself in a stall, and have a meltdown until Chloe and Zoey come and rescue me (AGAIN!).


4. Climb into my locker, slam the door shut, and stay in there SULKING until the last day of school or until I DIE of hunger, whichever occurs first!


I am the WORST! FRIEND!! EVER!!!


And now I THINK BRANDON HATES ME!!


☹!!




FRIDAY, APRIL 4


Today we only had a half day of school due to teacher training. Which means I didn’t get a chance to talk to Chloe and Zoey about that big blowup I had with Brandon yesterday.


The crazy thing is that I think I’m more upset about it today than I was yesterday. Go figure!


I stopped by Brandon’s locker a couple of times to try to talk to him, but he was never around.


So now I’m starting to suspect that he might be avoiding me. If I were him, I’d avoid me too!


I really want to believe MacKenzie made up that stupid rumor about the Prank-4-Pizza—but what if all (or some?) of it is actually TRUE ☹?!!


NONE of this makes sense! So in spite of all the craziness with Brandon yesterday, I’ll still consider him a true friend. He deserves it.


The Brandon I know would NEVER, EVER accept a dare like that. And I REFUSE to waste any more of my time OBSESSING over it.


Anyway, after school I was doing my biology homework when my bratty little sister, Brianna, came skipping into my room, singing to herself.


“I’ve got a surprise! I’ve got a surprise!”


She poked her head over my shoulder to see what I was doing.


“Don’t you wanna know what it is?” she asked.


“Nope,” I answered indifferently, and continued reading.


“Well, I’m gonna show you anyway!”


That’s when Brianna grinned and slammed a fishbowl on top of my biology book. Water splashed everywhere. My homework was completely soaked! . . .
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BRIANNA, SPLASHING WATER ON ME AND MY HOMEWORK!





Brianna!!” I yelled. “What are you doing?! Now my book and homework are soaking wet! Go away!”


I took another look at the fishbowl and realized there was actually a goldfish in it.


“Where did THAT come from?”


“My teacher!” she replied. “She’s letting ME babysit the class goldfish, Rover, for the entire weekend! We’re gonna do lots of fun stuff together since we’re best friends!”


All I could do was shake my head.


“Well, I think you need to be more careful with him. And more responsible. You could’ve cracked the fishbowl!”


“Responsible? What does that mean?” she asked.


“Let’s see . . . how do I explain this in Nick Jr. terms?” I tapped my chin in thought. “I’ll use Mom as an example. Mom feeds you, drives you to school, takes care of you when you’re sick, and makes sure that you’re always safe. That’s called being responsible.”


“Oh! NOW I understand. So, I need to be Rover’s mommy!” she said eagerly.


“Yeah, something like that,” I said. “Take him to your room and read him a story. I don’t want any more water on my homework.”


“Okeydokey!” she replied, and picked up her fishbowl. “Rover, your mommy is taking you to see her bedroom!”


I was glad she had that fish, because I figured it would keep her occupied and out of my hair.


But fifteen minutes later she came bouncing back into my room.


“Where’s Rover?” I asked her.


“He’s taking a bubble bath,” she answered.


“WHAT?! Did you say BUBBLE BATH?!” I shrieked.


“Yep. He smelled really fishy, so I thought I’d give him a nice, warm bubble bath! That’s what Mommy would do, right?”


“Brianna, are you serious?! Rover’s a FISH! He’s SUPPOSED to smell really fishy!”


“Well, he DOESN’T smell fishy anymore! Come take a sniff! I gotta go finish his bubble bath now. And dry him with your hair dryer. Bye!”


Oh . . . CRUD! I slammed my book shut and sighed. So much for homework!


I rushed down the hall and then peeked into the bathroom to check on poor Rover.


And, sure enough, it was just as I had feared.


He was covered in soap suds and bubbles and FLOATING in the bathroom sink!


Brianna was busy adding even more water. . . .
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BRIANNA, GIVING HER GOLDFISH A BUBBLE BATH!





“OMG! You really gave your goldfish a bubble bath? Are you crazy?!” I exclaimed. “Brianna, you cooked the darn thing!!”


“What are you talking about? Rover’s really having fun. See how relaxed he is?”




[image: image]







Brianna stuck the dead fish right in my face. That’s when I threw up in my mouth a little.


“He’s FAR from relaxed!” I told Brianna. “He’s not moving because he’s . . . DEAD!”


“I’m his mommy, not you! And I say he’s sleeping! So there!” she said, sticking her tongue out at me.


But when she asked me if Rover could borrow MY toothbrush so they could brush their teeth together at bedtime, I’d heard enough!


Obviously, something had to be done. If I let her learn the truth on her own, she’d probably need therapy for the rest of her life. Then again, Dad wasn’t exactly the expert on topics like this. He’d probably just flush poor Rover down the toilet, which would be even more traumatizing to Brianna. I decided to talk to Mom about the dead fish situation tomorrow evening, as soon as she returned home from her visit with my grandma.


Sometimes having a NUTTY little sister is really challenging!! ☹!!




SATURDAY, APRIL 5


“Mom, do you know about Brianna’s goldfish, Rover?” I asked.


“Yes, I do! And I think he’ll teach her a lot about responsibility,” she answered with a smile.
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“Well, last night he was doing a back float in the bathroom sink,” I exclaimed. “In a bubble bath!”


Mom let out a deep sigh and rubbed her temples.


“Brianna, Brianna, Brianna . . . ,” she muttered in exhaustion. “What am I going to do with that child?”


“Mom, she didn’t believe me when I told her Rover was dead. She loves that fish like it’s her own baby! She’s going to be traumatized when she finally figures out she cooked him in a bubble bath.”


I remember when I had a goldfish at her age. His name was Mr. Fish-n-Chips.


All the kids in my class brought their pets to show-and-tell, so I wanted to do the same.


I put Mr. Fish-n-Chips in a box with holes in it so he could breathe, and carried him to school.


Well, you can imagine what I discovered when I opened up that box for show-and-tell!


“I know it’s going to be sad when Brianna learns the truth. I wish there was another option,” Mom said, shaking her head.


Suddenly her eyes lit up.


“I have an idea! And if we hurry, we can get there before they close at nine p.m.!”


I looked at the clock and back at her in confusion. It was 8:43 p.m.


Normally, she’d be nagging me to finish my homework and get ready for bed.


“I don’t get it! WHERE are we going?” I asked.


“Hurry!” she exclaimed as she grabbed her coat. “I’ll explain everything in the car on the way.”
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MOM, ABOUT TO TAKE ME ON A MYSTERY ROAD TRIP!





We jumped into the car and she floored it.


“Um, MOM, can you . . . SLOW DOWN?!!”


“I can’t! We only have ten minutes before they close!” she yelled back.


The rest of the ride was a blur.


Before I knew it, we were parked in the middle of an empty Pets-N-Stuff parking lot. As we were getting out of the car, we saw a store clerk locking the doors.


“Oh. No. They. Didn’t!” Mom yelled. “We still have a good six minutes left to shop! They can’t close early!”


She jumped out of the car and stormed up to the Pets-N-Stuff door. I scurried after her.


Inside, an employee was sweeping the floor. He saw us standing there but completely ignored us. Then he rolled his eyes and turned his back to us.


“HEY!!” Mom banged her fist on the glass door. “YOU DON’T CLOSE TILL NINE! WE STILL HAVE FIVE MINUTES TO SHOP! OPEN UP!!”
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ME AND MY MOM, TRYING TO BREAK INTO A CLOSED STORE!!





The dude looked totally annoyed. He muttered some stuff that I was probably glad I couldn’t hear and kept sweeping.


So Mom just kept pounding on the glass door. I was praying that it wouldn’t break and shatter into a million pieces! Finally, the guy dropped the broom, unlocked the door, and poked his head out, scowling angrily.


“When the doors are locked, that’s a hint for customers to get lost!” he snapped at Mom. “We’re closed, lady! Deal with it!”


He was about to slam the door shut, but Mom stuck her foot in the way.


“Listen here!” she growled, waving her finger in his face. “We have a dead goldfish emergency at home, so I am NOT in a very good mood! Now, YOU’RE going to let us in so we can buy a new one, because I am NOT doing another fish funeral! Do you have any idea how traumatic a fish funeral is for a child? WELL? DO YOU?!”


“N-no, ma’am!” the guy stuttered nervously, his eyes as big as saucers.


He must’ve thought we had just broken out of a mental hospital or something!


“That’s right! You DON’T know!” Mom continued. “So let us in! Or so help me, I’ll go straight to Pets-N-Stuff national headquarters to complain about how horrific your customer service is! Do I make myself clear, young man?”


“VERY clear, ma’am!” he said, with a fake smile plastered across his face. “Please come in!”


“Hmph!” Mom stuck her nose in the air and walked into the store like she owned the place. I scrambled after her.


I have to admit, it was kind of fun watching her tell off that jerk-of-a-clerk!


We searched all the aquariums for Rover’s identical twin, but no luck.


Then, just as we were about to give up, I spotted a fish the exact same size and orangey color as Rover hiding behind a small castle.
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ME AND THE NEW GOLDFISH, GETTING TO KNOW EACH OTHER!





Mom and I were so happy to have finally found our fish that we gave each other a high five.


While she was at the checkout counter paying for the brand-new Rover, I noticed a poster for a contest to win dog food near the front door.
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Of course I immediately thought of the Fuzzy Friends Animal Rescue Center, where Brandon volunteers! A free one-year supply of dog food could really help out the center. And, who knows, I might just win!


Any money saved on food expenses would mean additional dollars that Brandon could use to care for even MORE homeless animals. That would make him SO happy! A big smile spread across my face just thinking about him.


I suddenly realized just how much our friendship meant to me. So I decided to text him a huge apology as soon as I got back to the car.


I filled out the little card with Brandon’s name and address, kissed it for good luck, and then dropped it into the big box with the rest of the entries.


I was standing at the front door, waiting for my mom, when I noticed a SUPERcute guy walk out of the shop next door, listening to his tunes. Only, it wasn’t just ANY SUPERcute guy. . . .





[image: image]




IT WAS BRANDON?!!





And he had a PIZZA!


But it wasn’t just ANY pizza!


It was a QUEASY CHEESY TAKEOUT pizza ☹!!


I gasped and stared in disbelief with my face pressed against the door.


Then I screamed, “NOOOOOOO!!!”


Only, I just said it inside my head, so no one else heard it but me.


As I watched Brandon disappear around the corner, I felt like my heart had dropped into my sneakers and splattered all over the floor.


Okay, NOW I was starting to worry that the rumor WAS true!


Which also meant I had to ask myself a very difficult and potentially heartbreaking QUESTION about that KISS. . . .


Were Chloe and Zoey going to be so ANGRY at Brandon that they’d THREATEN to give him a BEATDOWN like they did at the Sweetheart Dance back in February??!!!


OMG! That fiasco was CRAY-CRAY! Especially when Chloe totally lost it and went all Karate Kid in her fancy ball gown! Of course I was also DYING to know the answers to a few other questions. Had Brandon:


1. kissed me on a DARE just to get a free pizza, as MacKenzie had alleged?


2. kissed me only because he wanted to help raise money for charity to help the needy children of the world?


Or


3. kissed me because he considered me MORE than just a good friend?


Suddenly I felt SO confused!


It was quite obvious that I didn’t know Brandon as well as I thought I did.


Anyway, by the time my mom and I finally made it back home, Brianna was fast asleep.


We tiptoed into Brianna’s room and made the swap.


And as we were leaving, I could see the new Rover happily swimming around in circles.


Mission. Accomplished!!


By then I was so exhausted by the whole Brandon drama that I went straight to bed.


But I just lay awake, staring at the ceiling and trying to figure out what went wrong in our relationship.


Then I got up and started writing in my diary.


Suddenly it made perfect sense why Brandon had been so defensive on Thursday and seemingly eager to back off and give me some space.


It was probably his GUILTY conscience!


Or maybe he just wanted to start hanging out with MacKenzie.


Which is perfectly fine with me! MISS DIVA and MR. DARE totally deserve each other!!


Right now I’m so OVER Brandon!


I wouldn’t care if he took a bite of his stupid pizza and CHOKED on a PEPPERONI!


I just want OFF this crazy emotional roller coaster!


☹!!




SUNDAY, APRIL 6


Brianna snuck into my room while I was sleeping.


“BOO!” she shouted into my ear, and giggled.


“Good morning, Brianna,” I answered without flinching (after the hundredth time, it doesn’t even scare me anymore). “Why don’t you go somewhere and pick your nose so I can sleep?”


“Rover wanted to say hi!” she said, holding the fishbowl up to my face. “He finally woke up from his nap! See?”


The new Rover was STILL happily swimming around in circles. Thank goodness!


“And he still smells nice and clean from his bath!” she chirped. “You wanna sniff?”


“No! What I WANT is for you and Rover to get out of my room. Please!” I grumped, and threw my blanket over my head.


“We’re gonna play dolls and watch TV. And then I’m gonna feed Rover a yummy breakfast!”


When Brianna said “breakfast,” I assumed she’d be feeding him FISH FOOD! NOT . . .
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PRINCESS SUGAR PLUM CEREAL!!





OMG! I was SO disgusted with Brianna!


Mom and I could be sitting in jail for practically breaking and entering a closed pet store.


All because Brianna didn’t know how to take care of her stupid fish!


But one thing was clear! We needed to get poor Rover back to school before Brianna KILLED him. AGAIN!


Mom called Brianna’s teacher to apologize and let her know that we had to replace the goldfish.


But apparently, not even the Rover that Brianna had brought home was the original Rover.


Her teacher explained that, unfortunately, other children before Brianna had also had similar “accidents.”


Which meant the Rover we’d just bought was actually Rover the Ninth!


I was really shocked and surprised to hear that news.


Mom and I both agreed that Brianna was nowhere near ready for a real, live pet goldfish yet.


Although, I could always buy some of those Goldfish snack crackers and dump them in the fishbowl with a little bubble bath.


As long as they floated upside down on their backs (like the original Rover), Brianna would NEVER know the difference!


Anyway, since she has to return Rover to her classroom tomorrow, she’s decided she wants to buy a pet fish with arms so it can play dolls and bake chocolate cupcakes with her.


I was like, “Sorry, Brianna! But fish DON’T have arms!”


But she said, “Uh-huh, they do! I saw one on the Internet and I’m already saving my allowance!” . . .
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BRIANNA’S PET FISH WITH ARMS (ALSO KNOWN AS A MERMAID)





Well, one thing is for sure!


If Brianna gives her NEW pet fish with arms a bubble bath and feeds her Princess Sugar Plum Cereal like she did with Rover, things could get a whole lot MESSIER really fast! I’m just sayin’ . . . !!


With all the Rover drama, I completely forgot to mention the MOST important thing that happened today!!


I got frantic texts from both Chloe and Zoey about a crazy rumor they’d just heard about ME that involved Brandon, a pizza, and a kiss ☹!!


Of course I told them EVERYTHING. They both rushed over to my house and we talked for what seemed like hours.


Now I’m feeling a lot better. Maybe my life isn’t a bottomless pit of despair after all!


Chloe and Zoey are the BEST friends EVER!! I don’t know what I’d do without them! ☹!!




MONDAY, APRIL 7


It was another typical day in gym class. The exercises were pointless, the CCP kids were slacking off, and the gym teacher was yelling at them.


I was still fuming about the Brandon situation.


“I CAN’T believe it! It’s like I’ve been bought and sold for a cruddy pizza!” I ranted.


Since it was still a bit too chilly to play tennis outside, we practiced inside by hitting tennis balls against the gym wall.


It was actually very therapeutic for me since I needed something to help burn off all the negative energy I had pent up inside.


To put it bluntly, I was so TICKED OFF, I wanted to SMACK something!


But on a more positive note, my BFFs and I looked SUPERcute in our chic tennis outfits. . . .
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ME AND MY BFFS, CHATTING AND HITTING TENNIS BALLS IN OUR CUTE-N-CHIC OUTFITS!





“I thought Brandon was a really nice guy. But I didn’t really know him at all!” I fumed.


“Nikki, just calm down!” Zoey said. “I know it looks like the rumor might be true. But maybe Brandon bought the pizza with his allowance?”


“Really? What IDIOT would spend a dime on a cruddy Queasy Cheesy pizza?” I shot back.


“A really HUNGRY idiot?” Chloe answered. “I got a great deal on a shrimp pizza there last week.”


“But he said he owes me an apology, so that must mean the rumor is true! And WHY did he just walk away when I was trying to talk to him?” I asked.


“I’m pretty sure it was probably because you were screaming at him about RUINING your life,” Zoey replied. “But I could be wrong.”


“Maybe he walked away to go look for a rock. You DID tell him to go SLITHER back under a rock, right?” Chloe quipped.


“Okay, I’ll admit it. That part was MY fault! I just wish I knew for sure if all the stuff MacKenzie said about a DARE is true!” I said, and whacked my ball even harder. “Because now I’ll NEVER know if my very first kiss was just a big JOKE! And it’s DRIVING. ME. CRAZY!!!”


I slammed my tennis ball in anger, and we barely managed to duck as it ricocheted off the wall and shot across the gym at what seemed like a hundred miles an hour.


Chloe raised an eyebrow at me. “CRAZY is an understatement! Nikki, you’re BEATING your poor tennis ball like it owes you money!” she snarked.


“Sorry!” I muttered.


Suddenly Zoey’s eyes lit up. “Listen up, guys! I have an idea! And yes, I know it’s crazy! But why don’t we just call Queasy Cheesy and ask them to send us a copy of Brandon’s receipt?! Then we can see if he personally paid for the pizza or if someone bought it for him because of a dare like MacKenzie said.”

OEBPS/html/docimages/page31.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page9.jpg
SHE'S QOING TO DIE UNLESS WE DO
AN EMERQENCY REVERSE-DODGEBALL

FACIAL-SLAM-ECTOMY . . . I

DEFLATED
N\ DODGEBALL
N v

Y

Y)
i Z
\\ S
Cper SN X
AL





OEBPS/html/docimages/page22.jpg
T
*

4‘ - 3 * Ilw A ‘«V, \

&@

a WK 2

ov u
®

(]

=

e ———— e ——






OEBPS/html/docimages/page11.jpg
,“(f: 020208

o g‘:”" \| (&

g / :..‘ O
4 /|
'.o' ,.,_v'.;-v

X
A\
2
¥

e

.0»

\&
el
0% R






OEBPS/html/docimages/page54.jpg
Dl2..B ¥ | BnEs
PR
[ @[>

r

p X <
% |5
) {

[ 1

.. ?f » 5 U
S @
' w-~ X 3_.\ ’
e s : D
V===
EFne? D)
090 ‘ \@l
o — - J
' |

7//"5” o/

o
o

N







OEBPS/html/docimages/page63.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page43.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page48.jpg
———
o
";6 @\\f\

/4
WARKS i






OEBPS/html/docimages/page15.jpg
S _.
S5
NS
= W
— <
HT
< <<
—.=Z
a=
3=
< \O
pn






OEBPS/html/docimages/title.jpg
“‘“g‘ Renée RUSSe ll






OEBPS/html/docimages/page27.jpg
I'M REALLY SICK AND TIRED OF YOU 40ING OUT
OF YOUR WAY TO MAKE MY LIFE MISERABLE!
SO PLEASE JUST 40 SLITHER BACK UNDER
A ROCK AND LEAVE ME ALONE, OKAY?I






OEBPS/html/docimages/page23.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/9781471182358.jpg
Tales from anot-so-fabulous life





OEBPS/html/docimages/page25.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page17.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page28.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page13.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page51.jpg
N "\\\er ??






OEBPS/html/docimages/page52.jpg
ENTER TODAY AND WIN A
FREE ONE-YEAR SUPPLY OF

DOGGY DINER

DOG FooD!!

Just fill out your entry form and
deposit it in the box.






OEBPS/html/docimages/page60.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page46.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page41.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page66.jpg
\
\ / "$: \Q
'('{;'g.',

NE
! =
(] l t‘r.' ,






OEBPS/html/docimages/page40.jpg





OEBPS/html/docimages/page36.jpg
7722 \\

\ ]
A
7

A
N 071777722
BP0 7 2%
& V1 220
N ///// A——_\






OEBPS/html/05_toc.html


CONTENTS



Part 1: Total Disaster!!!



Chapter 1: Wednesday, April 2



Chapter 2: Thursday, April 3



Chapter 3: Friday, April 4



Chapter 4: Saturday, April 5



Chapter 5: Sunday, April 6



Chapter 6: Monday, April 7



Chapter 7: Tuesday, April 8



Chapter 8: Wednesday, April 9



Chapter 9: Thursday, April 10



Chapter 10: Friday, April 11



Chapter 11: Saturday, April 12



Chapter 12: Sunday, April 13



Chapter 13: Monday, April 14



Chapter 14: Tuesday, April 15



Chapter 15: Wednesday, April 16



Chapter 16: Thursday, April 17



Chapter 17: Friday, April 18



Chapter 18: Saturday, April 19



Chapter 19: My Miss Know-It-All Meanest Letter of the Day



Chapter 20: Sunday, April 20



Chapter 21: My Miss Know-It-All Meanest Letters of the Day



Chapter 22: Monday, April 21



Chapter 23: My Miss Know-It-All Meanest Letter of the Day



Chapter 24: Tuesday, April 22



Chapter 25: My Miss Know-It-All Meanest Letter of the Day



Chapter 26: Wednesday, April 23



Chapter 27: Thursday, April 24



Chapter 28: Friday, April 25



Chapter 29: Saturday, April 26



Chapter 30: Sunday, April 27



Chapter 31: Monday, April 28



Chapter 32: Tuesday, April 29



Chapter 33: Wednesday, April 30



Part 2: Operation: Paws!



Chapter 34: Wednesday, April 30—4:05 P.M. At My Locker



Chapter 35: Wednesday—4:45 P.M. At The Cupcakery



Chapter 36: Wednesday—5:10 P.M. At The Cupcakery



Chapter 37: Wednesday—5:27 P.M. At Fuzzy Friends



Chapter 38: Wednesday—5:35 P.M. At Fuzzy Friends



Chapter 39: Wednesday—5:48 P.M. At Fuzzy Friends



Chapter 40: Wednesday—8:10 P.M. In My Bedroom



Chapter 41: Wednesday—11:51 P.M. In My Bedroom



Chapter 42: Thursday, May 1—2:05 P.M. In The Girls’ Bathroom



Chapter 43: Thursday—5:20 P.M. At Home



Chapter 44: Thursday—6:30 P.M. At Home



Chapter 45: Thursday—7:30 P.M. At Home



Chapter 46: Thursday—8:00 P.M. At Home



Chapter 47: Friday, May 2—7:00 A.M. At Home



Chapter 48: Friday—7:55 A.M. At School



Chapter 49: Friday—8:27 A.M. In Homeroom Class



Chapter 50: Friday—8:38 A.M. In The Janitor’s Closet



Chapter 51: Friday—8:43 A.M. In The School Office



Chapter 52: Friday—8:57 A.M. In The Principal’s Office



Chapter 53: Friday—Noon In The Janitor’s Closet



Chapter 54: Friday—1:00 P.M. In Biology Class



Chapter 55: Friday—3:05 P.M. In The School Library



Chapter 56: Friday—3:48 P.M. At My Locker



Chapter 57: Friday—4:09 P.M. In The Principal’s Office



Chapter 58: Friday—4:45 P.M. At Chloe’s House



Chapter 59: Friday—5:15 P.M. I Can’t Believe I’m Actually Here! Again ☹!!



Chapter 60: Saturday, May 3—5:00 P.M. At Brianna’s Ballet Class



Chapter 61: Saturday—8:30 P.M. In My Bedroom



Chapter 62: Sunday, May 4—7:00 P.M. At Home





