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For three of my favourite fans –
Kobe, Serena and Nina x




NEW YEAR’S DAY

9.04 a.m.

[image: Me]
New year, new diary, new multipack of KitKat Chunkys and a new BOYFRIEND!!!! Could life get ANY better?!?!?!

I’m so blissfully happy right now that when Toby farted in my left nostril, I could barely even smell it. And when Bella ate my favourite tinted lip balm and stuck her fingers into my favourite bronzer, I … well, TBH that was actually pretty annoying … but I slammed my bedroom door shut much more gently than I usually would have! At the end of a day, it’s just a tinted lip balm and bronzer, and I’m not the one who is angrily trying to get the stains out of the carpet with Vanish, am I?

Who cares about tinted lip balms and bronzers when you are in luuuurrrrrrrve?!

Not me! NOOOOOO siree!

I just know that this year is going to be INCREDIBLE. I can feel it in my eyelids.

10.02 a.m.

Got started on my NYD resolutions. So far I have …

Lottie’s New Year’s Resolutions


	1. Try not to be quite so obsessed with KitKat Chunkys.

	2. Pay someone a compliment every day!

	3. Convince Mum and Dad to increase my pocket money by 50%.

	4. Get eyebrow hair to grow more symmetrically.

	5. Stop saying OMG (as much).

	6. Get up at 7 a.m. on the weekends and do some yoga/meditation.

	7. Develop my own unique sense of style.

	8. Be more tolerant of my very intolerable siblings.

	9. Try not to be quite so weird.

	10. Meet Taylor Swift.



Number 1 is not going too well because I ate two KitKat Chunkys while writing the list, but I’m going to put the packet away now and not have another for at least two hours.

10.45 a.m.

I keep daydreaming about last night. So many high points: the dancing, the red cups, the public declaration of love (well, maybe not ‘love’ but ‘like’ or whatever) … and the KISS!!!

I have been filling in the hammies, in minute detail – they are utterly enthralled!

[image: … and it was like everything was moving in slow motion and he looked at me … and I looked at him … and I felt like a magical unicorn running through a field of poppies … and … Is she ever gonna shut up?! Has she always been this annoying?!]
10.56 a.m.

I think the kiss was the best kiss of my life. OK, I know I’ve only had two, but I think it was better than the first one. Not by much though … maybe like 15% better.

I wonder if Daniel thought it was better?

10.59 a.m.

OMG, what if Daniel thought the kiss was worse?! What if he thought it was 15% worse than last time … or 52% worse! OR 78.9% worse?!

EEEEEK! THIS SOUNDS LIKE A TRICKY MATHS QUESTION!!

Q4. If Daniel rated his first kiss with Lottie 9/10 and his second kiss with Lottie 2.5/10, by what percentage has the quality of Lottie’s kisses decreased?

I’m not actually going to work that out because:

A. I don’t want to know.

B. I’m not the kind of gal that does maths for fun.

BUT what if every time I kiss Daniel it gets worse and worse and worse until it’s 10,000 times worse? Is that even scientifically possible?!

AHHHH! What if it’s scientifically impossible to kiss someone who is a worse kisser than me, because I have become the WORST KISSER IN THE ENTIRE WORLD?!

STOP.

This daydream has turned bad. Must go and do something to end this worry spiral. Perhaps I need some more snacks …

11.23 a.m.

Had some pickled-onion Monster Munch and I feel slightly better about the kiss. Which is strange because if I were to kiss Daniel now, it would deffo be a bad kiss as it would taste of pickled onion.

11.26 a.m.

Although TBH I wouldn’t mind a kiss that tasted of pickled-onion Monster Munch but each to their own.

12.05 p.m.

Mum came into my room to give me some laundry to put away and she saw all the crisp and KitKat wrappers and got quite cross because she is making a roast dinner and ‘I’d better eat it all or else’.

‘Or else what?’ I said.

‘Don’t be smart with me, young lady.’

‘I’m not! It was a genuine question.’

‘Or else … you’ll be in trouble.’

‘What kind of trouble?’

She huffed in an annoyed way and said, ‘Trust me, you don’t want to know.’ And then she walked out!

Happy New Year to you too, Mother!

The thing is – I did want to know though. That’s why I asked. IMO parents should be more specific with their threats or how else are we meant to know if we should take them seriously or not?

3.44 p.m.

We had roast beef and Yorkshire puddings for our NYD lunch. The Fun Police didn’t have any wine as they have decided to do Dry January – I wish they wouldn’t bother as it always makes them dead miserable.

[image: Happy New Year, I guess. Mmm, whatever …; Ribena; Apple juice]
We had some crackers leftover from Christmas, so Mum had put them out too. I got a fortune-telling fish in mine and Toby got a turkey shooter, which he fired right at me and hit me on the forehead. I jumped off my chair, ready to retaliate with some mild violence, when I remembered my resolution of being more tolerant – so I took a deep breath and sat back down again.

‘That was very mature, Lottie,’ said Dad.

‘Yes, well, trying to be kinder to my siblings was one of my New Year’s resolutions.’

Toby laughed, said, ‘Excellent!’ and raised the turkey shooter to fire it again.

‘TOBY, that’s enough,’ said Mum. ‘Perhaps it would be a good idea if you followed in your sister’s footsteps and made some resolutions too …’

That shut him up.

‘So, you’ve been rather quiet about last night, Lottie Potty,’ said Dad, taking a sad sip of his Ribena.

‘Your dad’s right – tell us all the juicy goss!’ said Mum.

‘Yeh, did you get all smoochy-smoochy with anybody?’ Toby laughed, before puckering his lips and making awful kissing sounds.

My face, as usual, utterly betrayed me by turning a bright shade of strawberry.

‘SHE DID, SHE DID!’ squealed Toby, clearly delighted with himself.

‘BUUUUUUMMMM!’ shouted Bella.

‘Well, this is exciting! Come on, Lottie,’ said Mum. ‘Tell us everything!’

I groaned, but I figured I was better off getting it all out in the open and dealing with this cringefest in one go.

‘OK, well, Daniel may have asked me to be his girlfriend …’

‘Ewww, gross!’ said Toby.

I gave him a kick under the table (my tolerance levels were in a sharp decline).

‘Toby, be kind,’ warned Mum, before reaching over to give me a hug. ‘That’s great news, love. Isn’t it, Bill?’

Dad frowned. ‘Hmm, I’ll have to get to know the boy better before I decide that. Let me know when he’s available to come round for a man-to-man chat.’

I must have looked horrified because Mum slapped him on the arm and said, ‘Stop teasing her!’

I sincerely hope he was joking.

6.45 p.m.

The Queens of Eight Green WhatsApp group:


AMBER: Happy New Year again, everybody! Anyone made any resolutions?



POPPY: Nah, my mum said I’m perfect just the way I am [image: ]



AMBER: All mums say that, it’s just #FakeNews – no offence, Poppy, but you could possibly make a few self-improvements #JustSaying



POPPY: [image: ] Like what?



AMBER: Well, I don’t want this to come across in the wrong way, but your breath smells a little like hot tuna and your voice can be slightly on the screechy side too. I’d try and bring it down a pitch or two, maybe?



JESS: Amber, don’t be horrible. Poppy has a lovely voice!



AMBER: I’m not being horrible! I’m trying to help her. We’ve all noticed the hot tuna breath, right?


(Long pause in the convo.)


MOLLY: Umm … Lottie, have you made any resolutions?



AMBER: Don’t get me started on Lottie. I could think of at least twenty.



ME: Well, I actually only have ten, OK – sorry we can’t all be as perfect as you, Amber!



AMBER: I never said I was perfect. I’ll certainly be trying to stop looking down on people less fortunate than myself.



JESS: Not sure it’s going very well TBH.



ME: Mine aren’t going very well either. I can’t stop eating KitKat Chunkys!



MOLLY: Well, maybe start with something more achievable. What else do you have on the list?



ME: Hmmm, let’s see … Stop being so weird/awkward … Become BFFs with Taylor Swift.



AMBER: She said ‘achievable’, Lottie!



JESS: I can’t believe you’d ditch me for Tay-Tay [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]



ME: OMG, I’m gonna have to redo my list, aren’t I?!



ME: OMG, I’m DEFINITELY going to have to redo my list. I just realized I am also meant to stop saying OMG so much!



POPPY: You guys crack me up [image: ]



AMBER: You guys give me a headache!! [image: ]



MOLLY: I’ve gotta go. Mum’s just called me down for dinner, but shall we meet up tomorrow? I’m desperate for a NYE debrief and by that, Lottie, I’m looking at you! [image: ] [image: ] [image: ]



ME: A lady does not kiss and tell …



AMBER: Oh, come on, Lottie! You know you’re desperate to fill us in on every minute detail [image: ]



JESS: Well, I’m excited to hear the deets. Shall we say 12 p.m. at the churros stand?



MOLLY: Good plan. I could murder me some churros.



ME: See ya there. Oh and re the hot fishy breath, Poppy … I don’t mind it – I mean who doesn’t like a tuna melt?! It’s a classic.



POPPY: Ahhh, thanks, Lotts xx


8.22 p.m.

My BOYFRIEND just called me.

‘Hi, Lottie – Happy New Year.’

‘Hi, Daniel – Happy New Year. I think we said that last night …’

‘Yeh, we probably did. What you been up to?’

‘Not much. I wrote some resolutions this morning, but they aren’t going that well.’

‘Really? How come?’

‘I think I made them too hard. The first one was to stop eating so many KitKat Chunkys, and I’ve already had …’ I looked around my bedroom floor, counting the number of discarded wrappers. ‘Well, let’s just say I kinda failed.’

Daniel laughed. ‘You need to make them more achievable, Lottie.’

‘So people keep telling me.’

‘I’ve got a good one for you: hang out with Daniel lots.’

I grinned. ‘That does sound more achievable.’

‘Cool – when’s good for you?’

‘How about Saturday? We could go to the cinema?’

‘Great, I’ll look up what’s showing.’

‘OK, see ya, Daniel.’

‘See ya, Lottie.’

9.43 p.m.

Was about to go to sleep and then I remembered my fortune-teller fish. I ran down to the kitchen and found her on the dining table. I took her back up to my room and decided to name her Felicity.

I put her in the palm of my left hand and asked her what the future held for me and Daniel. Felicity’s head and tail immediately began to twitch, so I looked up what that meant on the card and guess what …

[image: OMG!!! She said we’re IN LOVE! I did not. I said quit screeching – I’ve got a headache! Also my name is Brian.]



MONDAY 2 JANUARY

9.52 a.m.

I set my alarm for 6.30 a.m. for my yoga/meditation sesh, but the next thing I knew it was 9 a.m. and my alarm was smashed to pieces on the other side of the room. Putting two and two together, I can only assume I threw it across the room in a sleep-induced rage.

Man, these New Year’s resolutions are HARD.

Honestly though – it was freezing and pitch-black. How can I expect myself to get up in the middle of the night?! It’s just not possible.

Still … Better late than never, I thought, and I rolled out of bed and on to the carpet (with my duvet over me as it was chilly). I thought I’d start in child’s pose, because I had landed in a ball anyway, but I must have fallen asleep again because the next thing I knew it was twenty minutes later …

[image: Teenager’s pose: Like child’s pose but with a duvet and optional dribbling.]
I also had the worst pins and needles of my life!

I don’t even really understand what the feeling of pins and needles is. I mean, it feels a bit like your legs don’t exist any more and have been replaced by jelly legs, which are then being electrocuted, but it doesn’t hurt exactly. It just feels strangely horrible and makes you want to shout stuff like …

‘STOP IT, LEGS! STOP IT NOW!’

Which I obviously did do, because Dad appeared at my bedroom door, looking concerned. ‘What’s going on, Lottie? Are you OK?’ he asked.

‘Nothing, Dad. My legs are just being stupid.’

Dad laughed. ‘Ahhh, yes – stupid legs. A classic ailment.’

‘I got up early to do yoga,’ I explained. ‘I think my limbs are protesting.’

‘Good for you, love! I wish I could get up early to exercise, but it’s so cold and dark out there at the moment that I’d end up throwing my alarm clock at the wall, ha ha.’

‘Thanks, Dad. It’s errr … fine when you get used to it.’

OMG, how am I turning into such a good fibber?!

To atone for my laziness, I decided to try meditation instead. I started OMMMING, but I got bored after about two minutes and ended up watching an Instagram reel of a hydraulic press crushing various items – the bowling ball was my fave.

10.22 a.m.

Saw Mum in the kitchen and I said, ‘You look really lovely today, Mother.’

‘Lottie, are you being sarcastic? Because I’m not in the mood.’

‘No, of course not.’

She stared at me like I was crazy. ‘I’m in my dressing gown, I’ve not even brushed my hair, which I think may have some baby sick in it, and I’ve got bags under my eyes the size of a small country thanks to your sister kindly allowing me approximately two hours of sleep last night. Are you being sarcastic?’

I looked at her properly and realized she was right: she did look absolutely awful, like a walking dead body or something. I tried to find something nice to say, anything, but it was very hard.

‘Oh, right, yeh … well … your ears … look nice.’

‘Thanks, Lottie. I’ve always aspired to having nice ears … Now what is it you want?’

‘I don’t want anything. I was just trying to pay you a compliment, that’s all!’

GAH! These resolutions were proving impossible. I’d already failed at Numbers 1, 2, 5 and 8 and it hadn’t even been twenty-four hours yet – then I remembered Number 3 …

‘Oh, actually, Mum, there is something I do want. Can you increase my pocket money? I was thinking that an extra tenner would –’

‘Umm, let’s see … How about NO?’

JEEEEEEEZ – what’s got into her?!

4 p.m.

Had a nice arvo with TQOEG.

We all had a bit of Chrimbo moola to spend so we did our usual crawl of Churchill Square. We started with H&M, where I gave the girls a blow-by-blow account of my NYE kiss and the statistical evaluation of my kissing performance.

Amber was super rude as usual and kept yawning and interrupting the conversation to say stuff like, ‘Would anyone prefer to talk about something more interesting, such as our geography homework or the impacts of globalization?’

‘OOH, I’ve not done that yet,’ said Poppy with a panicked look on her face.

‘No one’s done it yet, Poppy. I was being sarcastic,’ huffed Amber impatiently. ‘We do our homework on the last day of the holidays, remember?’

‘Oh … right, yeh,’ Poppy replied while picking up a sequin bomber jacket. ‘How about this for your cinema date tomorrow, Lottie?’

I nodded and tried it on. It was super cute – if a little ‘out there’.

‘Ta-da!’ I said, spinning round for the girls to see.

The rest of the girls seemed to like it, but Amber was unimpressed …

[image: No offence, but you look like a demented disco ball!]
‘Amber! Don’t be mean – I think it looks great,’ said Jess.

I smiled weakly but put the jacket back on the hanger. Amber was probably right: it wasn’t really very me.

‘OK,’ said Molly, clapping her hands. ‘Let’s all work together on Operation Find Lottie a Date Outfit!’

I smiled. ‘That would be great. One of my other resolutions was to develop my own sense of style.’

Amber looked me up and down and said, ‘Well, it’s going to be a difficult job.’

I suddenly felt quite self-conscious in my slightly stained hoodie, old jeans and battered trainers.

‘Amber!’ Molly chastised. ‘What’s got into you today?’

Poppy looked at Amber quizzically. ‘Has something happened to upset you?’

‘No. Nothing’s happened!’ replied Amber, looking impatient.

I sighed. ‘Don’t worry – she’s only saying the truth. I just look … meh.’

‘You look fine. We’re all wearing practically the same outfit,’ said Jess.

‘Exactly,’ replied Amber, surveying the group with disdain.

‘TBH you could all do with a complete wardrobe makeover, but we don’t have time for that. And, as hard as it is to believe that Lottie is the only one of us with a boyfriend, I guess we should start with her.’

I frowned. ‘Thanks … I think.’

Jess started to protest. ‘Well, I think you –’

‘Be quiet, Jess. I’m trying to think.’ Amber rested her chin in her hand as if in deep thought. ‘I know what you need – a signature look.’

‘A what??’

‘A signature look – you know, like Taylor Swift’s heavy fringe, or how Harry Styles dresses like a granny.’

‘Well, Lottie already has one!’ offered Poppy. ‘High pony and a red hair bobble!’

Amber sighed. ‘A red hair bobble is not a signature look, and she only wears it like that because she can’t be bothered to do anything else with her hair.’

‘Hey, that’s not true!’ I said, even though it was.

‘It needs to be something cool, trendy and original. Something that screams Lottie Brooks – but in a good way,’ she explained.

So that was it. I was a little unsure but I quite liked being a project for the gang, so we set to work. No one was going home until we’d nailed my signature look.

However, as it turned out, Amber quickly lost enthusiasm. When I didn’t like her suggestions of always wearing heavy black eyeliner (too much hassle), a Nike bucket hat (looked silly), or various items of clothing that were SO not me, she got bored and dragged Molly and Poppy off to Space NK to look at super-expensive make-up.

So … finding my signature look was down to me and Jess. We went to grab a bubble tea (yes, I know Mum probably wouldn’t approve!) and wandered round the shops, looking at different options.

‘Massive hoop earrings?’ suggested Jess.

‘Hmm, I’d keep getting them caught on stuff,’ I replied.

‘Cherry DMs?’

‘Too expensive.’

‘Dye your hair purple?’

‘I’m still traumatized from the home highlights and I’m not sure school would allow it.’

‘Glasses?’

I frowned. ‘Bit strange to suddenly start wearing glasses for no reason …’

‘Sunglasses then?’

‘In the cinema?!’

‘Good point … Oooh, nose piercing!’

‘Ouch!’

‘Tattoo?’

‘Ouch … and illegal.’

‘Fake moustache?’

I laughed. ‘I kinda like that but not sure it’s that practical.’

Jess giggled. ‘I guess if you kiss Daniel, it might get a bit tickly.’

The thought of kissing Daniel again made me feel a bit nervous, and I blushed, turning away from Jess so she didn’t see.

‘Ooh, I’ve got it!’ said Jess suddenly. I looked over and she was holding something behind her back.

‘What??’

‘Ta-da!’ she said, whipping out a pair of earmuffs. And when I say earmuffs, they weren’t just any earmuffs – they were hamburger earmuffs.

[image: ]
I grinned, taking them off her. ‘These are pretty cool … Not sure what Amber would think though –’

‘Urgh, who cares what Amber thinks. She won’t like anything we pick anyway.’

‘True.’

I put them on my head and looked in the mirror. I LOVED them, so I bought them and immediately kept them on … but as predicted, when we met up with Amber and the others later on, she was NOT impressed.

‘Novelty earmuffs? Seriously?’ she said, shaking her head.

Poppy grinned. ‘I really like them!’

Amber glared at Poppy and folded her arms. ‘When I said signature look, I did not mean two massive Big Macs on the side of your head.’

‘I think they look more like Whoppers, personally,’ I said, which made everyone laugh (everyone except Amber, obvs).

‘When people talk about you, do you really want them to say, You know Lottie, the girl with burger earmuffs?’

I thought about it. ‘Kinda – yeh.’

‘Oh, for goodness’ sake,’ she huffed. ‘Molly – are you going to back me up here?’

Molly shrugged. ‘Well, you did say that the signature look should scream Lottie, and errr … I guess it does.’

‘I don’t know why I bother trying to help,’ Amber said, before storming off in a strop.

‘Amber didn’t help anyway,’ said Jess, ‘She got bored and left me and Lottie to it – I mean, what did she expect would happen?’

I laughed. ‘Exactly! She should be glad we didn’t go with the fake moustache!’

[image: ]
4.46 p.m.

Went to get myself a KitKat Chunky from the snack drawer and there were none!

Yep, you read that right: NONE. Nada. Zero. Zilch.

So I went to find Mum to ask her what was going on.

‘I’ve thrown them all in the bin,’ she told me.

I nearly fainted. ‘YOU’VE THROWN THEM IN THE BIN?!?!?!’

‘Yes. Along with the crisps and beige freezer food.’

OMG they’re literally ALL my favourites!!

‘Why? How?! Why? How?! WHYYYYYYYYY????’

Mum sighed and shook her head. ‘Because, Lottie, they’re not very good for you. I’ve been reading a book about ultra-processed foods (UPFs) that Auntie Emily got me for Christmas – it’s really quite shocking. Did you know –’

‘But that’s not fair! Just because you’re doing Dry January doesn’t mean we all have to be miserable!’

‘Hang on a minute – I thought, you said you wanted to cut down on KitKats as one of your New Year’s resolutions …’

‘I know what I said, but I say a lot of things – you should know by now not to take me seriously!’

‘Well, I’m sorry, Lottie, but there will be no more until the end of January, and hopefully we’ll all feel better for it.’

‘I won’t feel better, because I already feel tired and hungry and terrible.’

‘That’s because your body is craving sugar, but it’s not what it really needs. If you listen to it carefully, it will tell you that it wants something filling and nutritious like –’ she flicked through her book – ‘like a boiled egg.’

A boiled egg? Was she having a laugh?!

‘Well, I think you’re wrong, so let’s ask my body then, shall we?’

[image: Hey, body – Mum says you’d like a boiled egg. Is it true?! She’s talking rubbish – I need Kitkats!]
It didn’t work. Mum said I couldn’t just put on a funny voice and pretend it was my body talking. She also said – and this is the worst part – that Pot Noodles are UPFs too. I’m devastated!

6.45 p.m.

WhatsApp message from Poppy:


POPPY: Hey! Good to see ya today. I’m a bit worried about Amber. Did you think she seemed OK?



ME: Hmmm. Mostly. I guess she was a little moodier than normal?



POPPY: Yeh, that’s what I thought. I asked her how her Christmas holidays were going, and she just said, ‘Terrible!’ and changed the subject.



ME: You think something happened?



POPPY: I’m not sure. It’s hard to say as she doesn’t really like to talk about her feelings.



ME: I know. I hope she’s OK.



POPPY: Me too. I’m sure it’s nothing. Anyway, I’d best go. I’ve got to shave my big toe – for some reason the one on the right grows weird black hairs.



ME: What about the one on the left?



POPPY: Smooth as a baby’s butt #GoFigure



ME: Love you, Pops, hairy toe and all [image: ]



THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

After chatting to Poppy, I started thinking about Amber and how she had seemed different this afternoon. She’s always a bit, shall we say … honest?! But she was verging on mean today – kinda what she used to be when I first met her. I wonder if something did happen over Christmas that she doesn’t want to tell us about …





TUESDAY 3 JANUARY

11.05 a.m.

Today is the last day of the Christmas holidays before we go back to school (sob sob). As I’ve got nothing planned, I decided to dedicate today to my eyebrows (AKA Resolution Number 4).

11.09 a.m.

Currently trying to will my right eyebrow to grow. It’s definitely sparser than the left side. Perhaps I should try plucking some of the hairs on the left side to even them out a bit.

11.15 a.m.

Plucked a few too many hairs out of the left side, so that now looks sparser than the right.

11.22 a.m.

Plucked the right a bit more and you guessed it … That’s now less hairy than the left.

11.29 a.m.

Just going to do one or two more hairs …

11.41 a.m.

Or twelve more. I mean, who’s counting?! Certainly not me.

11.50 a.m.

Should probably stop plucking. It’s not working out very well for me.

11.55 a.m.

Just one more … and one more … and one more.

11.59 a.m.

CAN’T.

STOP.

PLUCKING!

12.04 p.m.

Messaged TQOEG.


ME: SOMEBODY HELP ME. I DON’T KNOW MY OWN MIND ANY MORE. I HAVE BECOME POSSESSED BY A PAIR OF TWEEZERS!!


12.11 p.m.

OMG, where have my eyebrows gone?!?!??!?!?!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

12.17 p.m.

I remember reading an article about manifesting. Apparently, if you visualize something you really want, you can make it happen.

[image: ]
12.20 p.m.

It does not matter how much I try – I cannot manifest my eyebrows back on to my face!!!!

12.28 p.m.

A knock on the door. It’s Jess. She’s screaming at me to put my hands in the air.

[image: Now lower the tweezers to the floor slowly, and no one needs to get hurt!]
12.32 p.m.

OMG, I’m totally bald above my eyes.

My forehead is just a great expanse of nothingness!

Everyone at school will laugh at me tomorrow and I’ll get another awful nickname like ‘Lottie No Eyebrows’ or ‘Massive Forehead Girl’ or something even worse but I can’t think of any clever eyebrow puns right now because I’m so stressed out.

The only good news is that Amber is also on her way round with her make-up bag to try to rectify the situation.

13.45 p.m.

‘OMG, I look a bit like an alien – or a worm or a thumb,’ I moaned to the girls.

‘I personally think you look more like a beluga whale,’ said Amber.

‘It’s not that bad,’ said Jess, clearly trying to calm me down.

‘It IS that bad, Jess,’ argued Amber. ‘She has forehead baldness!’

‘Some people might think it looks edgy … or fashionable …’

Amber rolled her eyes. ‘Well, I guess it could be her new signature look,’ she said sarcastically.

I put my head in my hands. ‘Guys, I know I look stupid, OK. But will you help me … please?’

Amber started rifling through her make-up bag. ‘I can try my best, but I’m not a miracle worker!’

I took a deep breath and crossed my fingers.

3.05 p.m.

All I can say is THANK GOODNESS for eyebrow pencils and 



[image: I love you so much I could kiss you! EWWW!! Get off – you’ll smudge my foundation!]
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THOUGHT OF THE DAY:
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