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This book is for my incredible family, friends and subscribers, who are always there for me.

      
INTRODUCTION

I’ve written a book! About my life! And about a completely imaginary life I made up in my head! I really hope you all enjoy it. You guys are literally the best. If it wasn’t for you, I wouldn’t be having the most fun vlogging, roping my friends and family into crazy challenges, and living the life of my dreams.

My life may not always be perfect, but in my opinion it’s pretty amazing. Fails and all. And you’re going to hear <all> about those …

Loads of love, 

Saffron xxx

   
CHAPTER 1

January

January 1st – My Real Life 

Happy New Year everyone! It’s a whole new year, which means it’s time to make lots of resolutions I’m not going to keep.

No wait, this year will be different. This year, I’m going to stick to them and by February I’ll be a new woman. Well, girl. 

I’ve set myself loads of goals that are going to change my life. I’m going to get healthier, go to the gym, stop eating cereal for dinner, clear out my wardrobe, stop buying things I don’t need, be nicer to my little brother Jed – you name it.

This year, I want to travel more and do more charity work. I also want to get my viewers up to a magic number I’ve got in my head, and post a vlog every single day. 

My mum has asked me to set a goal to clean my room, but that’s never going to happen. She’s also asked me to stop arguing with my brothers, but that’s another promise I just can’t keep. I think it’s important to manage expectations.

New Year’s Day is always kind of tough, and for some reason I think I’m magically going to wake up a new person with the strength and stamina of an Olympic athlete. 
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I kind of <forced> myself to start my health kick on the 2nd because we always go out for dinner as a family on the 1st, and no one wants to be gazing at the menu trying to choose the healthiest option when all you want is chips. And maybe some cake. 

So instead of going to the gym I’ll buy some new gym gear because that will motivate me and I’ll be READY FOR IT. I’ll have new presents and a new attitude, and I’ll know that this year I’m going to be a #winner

Every year I say I’m going to stop biting my nails. This was the first year I didn’t have to make that deal with myself, because I’ve got extensions now. 

Amazingly, I still manage to bite those off, even though it’s supposed to be impossible, but at least my nails look better than they used to. They were shocking. Really short and split and horrible. At times, they were so chewed up and they’d have dents in them. 

(Casey: ‘You have got the nails of a small boy.’)

I get my nails done once every two weeks now, but sometimes I have to go to the salon earlier because I’ve chewed a couple of the extensions off. It’s so bad. 

A new year always makes me think about life and where mine is going. You know, what I’m doing and what I need to change to get where I want to be. All that stuff slightly hurts my head, but we all have to do it. 


How I win at life

* Being confident.

* Being happy.

* Staying positive.

* Being grateful for everything that happens.

* Being excited about what could happen every single day.

* Not worrying about what other people are doing.

SIDE NOTE: I genuinely think you can’t win at life if you’re always comparing yourself to other people. Compare-itis does nothing but make you miserable. And if you’re jealous of people, it does you no favours. All it does is bring you down. Be happy for other people. That’s a massive #win

When you’re happy it shines out of you. When you’re angry or bitter or jealous, that shows through too. That’s the easiest way to #fail

What I’d really like to win at and don’t

* Photoshop.

* Spelling.

* Having nicer feet.



January 3rd

January is officially miserable. The weather is <gross>, and when I look out the window all I want to do is lie on the sofa covered with a giant blanket and stay there for a few days while my mum passes me food. Usually by January 3rd I’ve broken half my resolutions and my motivation has gone. This sucks. 

This year was worse than usual because technically I was still recovering from a pretty terrible break-up. I felt a bit ‘blah’ about things, but then I gave myself a kick up the backside and realized I can do whatever I choose, and feel however I want. And I chose to create an amazing fantasy life, right here, right now.

Who says we can only live one life? I want two. And in my other one, I’m living in LA, where it’s always sunny and the guys love British girls more than anything else in the world. Let’s do this!
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January 1st – My fantasy life

Forget eating cake and crying at romantic movies, sometimes the only way to get over a bad break-up is to go out and become the biggest, most kick-ass YouTuber on the planet and take over the world. And this year, that’s exactly what I’m going to do. Watch out LA – I’m coming to get you!

Yes, that’s right, I’m going to squeeze every single bit of clothing I own into a suitcase, fill another one with make-up, camera equipment and my Hello Kitty teddy (I’ve had her since I was a baby and she goes everywhere with me), and prepare to head off to Hollywood to dine at The Nice Guy and become best friends with Kendall and Kylie. And you’re coming with me. 
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Anyone who knows me knows I’m the worst packer in the world. I try and pack everything I own. Then I have to repack, and only end up taking, like, two things out. If my passport wasn’t essential, I would end up leaving it at home because it would mean I could squeeze in some more earrings. I always think if you’re taking a case, you may as well fill it up. 

A friend of mine called Anastasia came to stay recently and she had everything in one handbag. A handbag! For four days! I wouldn’t even have fitted my make-up in the bag. I was so shocked. 

My mum’s best packing tip is to put all your jewellery in your hand luggage when you’re going away, because it’s the thing that weighs the most. It makes sense because no one wants to pay the crazy fees when their bag is too heavy. But your shoulder does really ache after a while. 
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January 4th

I’m at the airport, ya’ll! Saying goodbye to my family was super sad. They all came to wave me off and I didn’t stop crying until I got to duty-free. The sight of all that bargain MAC is enough to put a smile back on anyone’s face.

Three lipsticks and an eye-shadow palette later (the Solar Glow Times Nine, since you ask – it’s, like, so pretty and will look amazing with the golden tan I’ll have by this time next week), and I’m heading to my beloved Nando’s for a farewell meal. 

I can’t believe I’m going to be without it for so long. Seriously, how is there not one in LA yet? Come on, Nando’s! If I’m going to be there for at least a year (maybe longer, if I fall in love with it and never want to leave), I need my home comforts. 

I’ve got my Beats on, I’m listening to some Flo Rida and I’m ready for the next phase of my life. Bring. It. On.

But first, I’ve got to run to the gate because they’re calling my name. I haven’t even finished my chips. WAH!
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My family and I are always the ones whose names are being called out over the tannoy when the airline is waiting for everyone to board. We’re that family who are running to the gate while the announcer is saying, ‘Last call for Barker’.

We’re usually shopping or eating and we lose track of time, which is very easy when there’s so much good stuff to buy! 

To be fair, airports are really confusing. You always think your departure gate is going to be five minutes away and then it’s, like, an hour’s walk. The worst airport for that is Amsterdam. I’m not joking; it took me about an hour to get to a gate there once. I felt like I should have been awarded a medal at the end of it. 

The things I always take with me on a flight are an eye mask, a notepad and pen, ear plugs, a travel pillow, earphones, my laptop, sweets, moisturizer, perfume (in case I’ve got someone smelly next to me) and fluffy socks. My hand luggage is usually quite bulky, but it’s worth it. 

I really enjoy flying, and I really, <really> love it when I get upgraded, which has happened to me a few times. The only problem is that once you’ve flown in total luxury, it’s so hard to go back to economy. I almost wish I’d never experienced first class, because it is literally the best thing ever. You get given pyjamas and TVs and beds to chill in. I didn’t want the flight to end the first time I got an upgrade. I felt like a proper princess.

I’m desperate to fly Emirates first class but it’s over £10,000 a ticket! You get your own bedroom with a shower and everything, but to be honest I’d want my own plane for that money. How ridiculous is that? And how gutted would you be if you fell asleep for the entire journey and missed all your meals and your free spa treatments? I’d probably drink a load of coffee, even though I don’t like it, just to stay awake.

I’m really lucky because even though I’ve been on a few bad flights, I don’t get scared of turbulence. My mum said that when us kids were young we went on a really rough flight, and instead of being afraid we started whooping and waving our arms around like we were on a roller-coaster. I bet that wasn’t at all annoying for the other passengers.

The worst thing that’s happened to me on a flight was when I got sat next to a man who smelt really bad. I know that’s horrible, but he did. Every time he moved in his seat I got a whiff of it, hence I always carry perfume with me now. I ended up having to buy some perfume from the plane’s duty-free, and whenever he went to the loo I sprayed it on his seat. Now I can’t use that perfume, because it always reminds me of him. It’s almost a worse smell than the man himself. If I walk past someone who’s wearing that fragrance I just <know>. It’s actually such a nice smell, but now all I think of is man sweat.

Another time I was on a flight and, being very clumsy, I spilt a bright-red drink on my clean, white Converse and they looked ridiculous. They were more red than white, and it looked like I’d got air sickness and thrown up on them. So cringe.
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So, I’ve landed in LA and it’s so cool. I’m staying with a friend called Leonie, who’s a fellow YouTuber. Only I can’t find her. LAX is huge! But I already feel really glamorous. I’ve been to LA before and had a wicked time, but now I’ve got my work visa and I’m going to be lunching like an A-lister and partying like a rapper.
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Completely random link: Now I’ve talked about my first upgrade, here are some more of my firsts (I told you it was random):

The first celeb I ever met

Zoella and Alfie. I’d been watching them online for about six months and I saw them when I was shopping in Brighton one day. I was so excited, I went over and got a picture of them and they were so nice about it. It’s so weird that now people do that to me! 

Zoella once tweeted me about my girl band, Born2Blush, and said she wanted to come and see us, and it was the best thing that had ever happened to us. Me and the other girls were amazed. They actually recognized me from the girl band that day in Brighton, and I was <buzzing>. 

My first job

One summer, my friend Jazmine and I decided we wanted to earn some money, but we weren’t old enough to get a proper job so we decided to set up a babysitting and cleaning business. We made our own cards on the computers at school and we handed them out to people we knew. 

We babysat Jazmine’s auntie’s two little kids and we got £10 for two hours. It was the best thing, but we ended up spending the money on loads of treats to keep the kids quiet the next time we looked after them. 

Jazmine is a saver but I can’t save, so I spent any money I had left over on make-up. I’m definitely a spender when it comes to money. I’ve never got money in my purse, because as soon as it’s in there, it’s gone again. I could never save up and buy something at the end of the week. If I want something, I want it there and then. I’m also really impulsive. I might be desperate to buy something and be dreaming about getting it for ages, but then if I see something else, I’ll end up buying that instead because I get overexcited. Then I’ll be furious that I don’t have enough money for what I originally wanted [image: Image Missing].

My best money tip would be to not be like me. I’m impatient. I’ve tried to save up for things in the past but I haven’t lasted. The most expensive things I’ve ever bought are my Apple Mac and my cameras. 

I love doing car-boot sales to make money because I find them really satisfying, and I used to sell stuff on eBay if I needed extra cash. But it’s one of those things I never seem to get round to doing now. I’ll get a collection of stuff together and have it all ready to go, and then six months later it’s still sat in a cupboard waiting to be sold, and I end up giving it away instead.

My first solo shopping trip

Before I hit Year Nine, I hated shopping. I know. It feels crazy writing those words. Mum would make me go with her and I’d want to cry. Then one day, I went out to town with some of my friends and one of them was a proper shopaholic and she showed me the way! 

She always had nice handbags and I decided to buy my first ever one, from Cath Kidston. It was a beige, flowery number and it cost about £35. I’d never spent as much as that on one thing before, and I was in shock for ages because it felt like <so> much money.

I brought it home and showed it to my mum, and she was so proud of me. I used it for the next couple of years and I think I’ve still got it in my room somewhere. Unless my mum has given it to the charity shop, which is a thing she does … 

My first meal out with my mates

Because I’m so fussy about food, I’d always claimed to hate Nando’s and I refused to go. I thought it was going to be spicy and would burn my mouth. Then I went with some friends for our first meal out without our parents and realized I loved it. Now I go about four times a week, which is ridiculous. Once I’d tasted Nando’s chicken, there was no going back. 

The first book I ever read

I read every single Daisy and the Trouble with … book by Kes Grey. They are the best ever. I actually would read them again now. I realized recently there was a new one and I’ve got to get it to see what Daisy is up to now.

The first film I ever watched 

I saw Pooh’s Heffalump Movie when I was four but I don’t remember it at all, so I need to re-watch it. I still love Disney. I defy <anyone> to not love Disney.
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January 5th

I’m HEEEEERE! I’m in Leonie’s apartment, and she’s got a pool, and it’s so big, and it’s so cool, and I saw someone who might possibly have been someone really famous yesterday, and I can’t wait to go and sunbathe, and I’ve already seen some shops I want to go to, and Leonie and I are going to go out to a swag restaurant this evening and … Breathe! OMG! My life is AMAZING!

Leonie is so cool. She’s twenty, but she’s so sophisticated that she seems older. She’s planning to be a fashion designer so most of her YouTube videos are about her designs, and she even makes her own clothes in the apartment. 

Leonie always looks so good. Her wardrobe is like heaven with doors. She let me have a look through it yesterday and I could have stolen everything. Her style is everything.

She’s also absolutely gorgeous. She’s got really long, dark hair and olive skin and the only make-up she wears is winged liner, mascara and a red lip. Her favourite is MAC’s Ruby Woo, and it’s the perfect shade for her. Her best friend, Beth, picked it out for her because she’s a make-up artist. She’s going to introduce me to Beth soon and I can’t wait, because Leonie said we’re really alike and we’ll get on so well. 

Leonie is going to make me some clothes when she has time, and I’ll probably wear them to some really cool events. She’s always getting invited to vlogger parties and she got to meet Dylan Sprouse at an event last week. Imagine if I turn up to something and Melissa McCarthy was there? I think I would literally die. 

January 14th

Hey guys, sorry it’s been so long since I’ve written but LA has literally been a whirlwind since I got here. Especially because I’ve been busy looking out for famous people. I saw Cara Delevingne in a juice bar the other day, and I also saw a girl who I’m certain I saw in a photo with Kim Kardashian on Instagram once. 

Oh, and did I mention I’ve met a guy and he’s incredible? Like, <incredible>?

Leonie and I were in this totally cool coffee shop called Verve, on Melrose, and this guy walked in and I swear down I thought he was Zac Efron. He was so good-looking, I was worried my eyes were going to fall out. 

He came over and started chatting to us – the guys in LA are so much more upfront – and he asked me out on a date. Right there and then! Our conversation went like this: 

HIM: ‘Hi, I’m Ryan.’

(I giggle.)

HIM: ‘How are you guys doing today?’

(I giggle. Must. Say. Something.)

‘Are you just hanging out?’

(I nod. Oh god, I feel so shy. He’s too handsome. Please say something, Leonie! I look at her desperately …)

LEONIE: ‘Hi, I’m Leonie and this is my friend, Saffron. She’s British.’

HIM: ‘Oh cool, I love the British.’

(I told you!) 

HIM: ‘Have you been over here long?’

ME: ‘No!’ 

(More nervous laughter. This is not going well.)

LEONIE: ‘Why don’t you sit down with us? We’re going to be here for a while.’

Thank <god> for Leonie. It takes a lot for me to be shocked into silence, but I cannot tell you how good looking Ryan is. He’s got that kind of olive skin that goes an amazing colour any time he even looks at the sun, his eyes are so blue he looks like he should be in an advert for coloured contact lenses (only they’re real), and every time he ruffles his brown, sun-kissed hair, it falls perfectly into place above his amazing eyebrows (I’ve got serious eyebrow envy right now). Oh yeah, and did I mention he’s a model? LA <rocks>.

We all chatted for ages, and when he was talking to me he looked so deeply into my eyes I wondered if he could see my brain (that was supposed to sound romantic or something). He made it very clear he was interested in me, which is totally cool because Leonie isn’t looking for a boyfriend right now anyway. 

Anyway, I’m seeing Ryan in a couple of days. He’s taking me to Venice Beach to show me around and I can’t <wait>. I haven’t given my ex a second thought. Moving out here is the best thing I’ve ever done, and I’ve only been here for ten days.

The partying hasn’t been going as well as I hoped, mainly because I can’t get into any of the really hip places over here because of my age. They’re super strict. It’s not like I want to go and drink or anything, I just want to hang out, but the bouncers are <not> friendly. But it’s cool, because Leonie and I are going to Disneyland tomorrow. Yay!

January 15th

Disney is <the best>. Leonie and I ran around wearing sequined Minnie Mouse ears, and we got FastPasses so we didn’t have to queue for any of the rides. We felt like proper VIPs, and I lost count of the number of ice creams I ate. 

Leonie is so much fun to hang out with. I do miss my friends from home, but we’re messaging all the time. Everyone here is so friendly, and I’ve got some meetings booked in to talk about some potential work projects and – excitement overload – a film role. I’d also like to do some more singing one day. I like the idea of being a top pop star like Katy Perry. I’ll probably make my first video in the Bahamas or something. 

Tomorrow is my first date with Ryan, and I’m having a wardrobe meltdown. I bought a gorgeous new pink Bardot top the other day and I’ll probably just wear it with some ripped jeans, but I have no idea about my shoes. I want to wear some wedges, but they’re probably not great for walking along a beach in? I don’t want to wear full-on sandals or flip-flops because I hate my feet and I don’t want to put Ryan off (I’m deadly serious), but it will be too hot for trainers. Dilemma!
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We’ve all got disgusting feet in my family. We haven’t even got toenails. They’re miniature. The nails on my baby toes are so small they’re barely even worth varnishing. I swear, I went for a shellac pedicure once and the beautician said she had to concentrate really hard to get the polish on, because you can barely see them. The shame!

I think my toes are really short and stubby, and if anyone takes a photo of me and gets my feet in I hate it. Even if it’s just one toe, I ask them to crop them out. 

One of the weirdest things I’ve ever done is have one of those fish pedicure things. It’s so strange. It really tickled my feet and I actually felt bad that the poor fish had to eat the skin from my awful feet!

I went to a couple of advert castings when I was a kid. I didn’t know what they were beforehand and both were big old fails.

The first one was for some new children’s trainers. I had to bend down and do them up on camera. Even then I had the worst, most chewed nails in the world and when they zoomed in on my hands, it was all over. 

The next casting was for flips-flops, so you can imagine how that went with my feet. The casting director probably thought, ‘Why have they sent along this girl with these awful toes to try and model sandals?’ It was not ideal.
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January 16th

If they gave out Oscars for the best date, they would probably create a special award for today’s. Ryan is literally amazing. We went to Venice Beach, and he took me to watch all the guys working out on Muscle Beach. Then I got my fortune told by a lady who was sat on the promenade.
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I actually did do this once, on Brighton Pier. I went to see a psychic who was in this really dark, caravan-type thing, and she told me to sit down and she started looking into a crystal ball (I swear it was like something out of the olden days).

She asked what I did for a living, and I was really vague and told her I worked with cameras so I didn’t give too much away. She told me I was going to be a cameraman one day. Eh? 

The most embarrassing thing was that my ex was with me at the time and she told me I was going to marry him. Total cringe! To be honest, at that point I probably thought that too. I thought we were 100 per cent going to be together forever. My mum said I might change my mind when I got older, but I thought she was mad. In my mind, he was perfect and we got on so well. We never stopped laughing and I always felt really safe when I was with him, if that makes sense?

We totally got each other. From the minute we met on a trip to Austria, I knew I kind of liked him. Then we got together later on down the line through social media. We went away together loads and, even though things didn’t work out, those will always be some of my favourite memories. 

Just because you break up with someone, it doesn’t mean all those good times you had together disappear. They don’t suddenly get sucked into this break-up void and not matter anymore. It doesn’t matter what happened when you split and how bad (or even good, sometimes!) it was, it doesn’t mean you have to hate everything about someone. 

(We’ll come on to my break-up in more detail later on in the book, because it was a really horrible one, but I
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Emoji etiquette









The Fam




Jed – The Sweet One









Casey – The Cool One






Jordan – The Mysterious One






Dad – The Confusing One




Mum – The Best Friend





Nicole – The One Who Always Has My Back




Bella – The Lazy One




My cousins – The Amazing Ones




My nan – My Proper Superfan




My granddad – The Secret Superfan





My Nanny and Granddad Woof Woof – The Animal Lovers
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