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To Flora, for the record number of times you read my books! 
And to Jesse – I hope this brings back some good memories of our ski trip! x




THURSDAY 30 MARCH

7.22 a.m.

Last night I dreamt I was an Olympic skier! It was the freestyle finals and I was the youngest competitor there.

[image: ]
The pressure was well and truly on, but I did it! I skied the best I had ever skied in my life, which was good because the course was ULTRA dangerous and participants had a fifty-fifty chance of dying – EEK!

First, you had to ski through a grizzly-bear-infested forest – I nearly got eaten three times.

[image: ]
If you made it through, then you could take a quick break for hot chocolate and churros – yummy!

[image: ]
Next was THE BIG JUMP. You picked up speed whizzing down a huge slope and then had to jump across a 100-metre-wide ravine with angry crocs (not the rubber-clog type) at the bottom (I know crocodiles in the snow don’t really make sense, but it was a dream, OK).

[image: ]
Anyway, long story short, I won. Oh, and I also broke the world record for the fastest person to EVER complete the course!

[image: ]
It was GLOBAL news. I was interviewed on every news channel in the world, and I had to get an agent to field all the media requests coming through. Universal Pictures wanted me to star in a movie alongside Tom Holland, who had incidentally broken up with Zendaya and was single – yay. Sorry, Daniel.

It was probably one of my best dreams ever and I was very sad to wake up and discover it wasn’t true. I wondered if I could make it a reality, but considering I’d never skied before in my life, it seemed … a bit of a leap.

7.42 a.m.

Just engaged my brain and remembered the reason for last night’s dream was that me and Amber made up and she invited me on holiday with her. I still can’t quite believe it!

If you had told me yesterday that would happen, I would have taken you by the shoulders and said that you were out of your mind!

I mean, I’m relieved and happy and all … but I’ve also got to leave to go to school shortly, and now I’m wondering how I’m going to explain this HUGE plot twist to the girls!!!

7.49 a.m.

Decided to WhatsApp them first. I had no other strategy other than to just come right out with it:


ME: Guess what … Me and Amber made up!



JESS: WHAT?!?!?



POPPY: HA! As if joy[image: ]



MOLLY: Jokes, right???



ME: I’m serious, guys!



POPPY: Lottie, this isn’t funny …



ME: I’m not trying to be funny and I swear I’m not joking. She came round to my house last night and apologized.



MOLLY: She apologized?!?!



ME: Yeh.



JESS: And you just … forgave her????



ME: Errrr, yeh.



MOLLY: After everything she’d done to you???



JESS: Lottie, she made fun of you, did that horrible trick with the injection and the fake blood AND tried to publicly humiliate you via a rap battle!



POPPY: This does feel a bit sudden confused[image: ]



ME: I know, I know, but I’ll explain everything later. It will make more sense – I promise. See you all in a bit!



JESS: If you say so Astonished Face[image: ]



MOLLY: Looking forward to hear more (I think).



POPPY: Sounds like another day in Lottie’s crazy life, but hopefully this is good news Crossed Fingers[image: ]


4.23 p.m.

Got accosted by the girls on the way to school. They all ran up to me and GRILLED me about what happened last night with Amber.

I told them about what she’d said, the crying, the apology, the fact that she’d admitted she was taking her parents’ divorce way harder than she’d let on and how she’d said she was … jealous of me (still find that totes bizarro!).

Poppy was the easiest to convince – she looked almost thrilled by the time I’d finished. Molly was unsure at first, and then relieved. Jess, however, remained pretty sceptical.

[image: A group of four girls stand together as one says, ‘So, erm, yeh - me and Amber are cool again …’ and another reacts, ‘WHAT?!?!’]
‘Are you sure Amber actually means it this time, Lottie?’ she demanded. ‘It’s not the first time she’s let us down, is it? And it’s not the first time she’s apologized and promised to be a better friend …’

I bit my lip. Jess was right, and I couldn’t help but feel a little hesitant again. But then I thought back to last night and how vulnerable Amber was finally allowing herself to be.

‘I’m as sure as I can be,’ I told Jess, ‘and I’m willing to give her a second chance …’

‘Don’t you mean third chance?’

‘I swear it feels different this time. I think, when you speak to her, you’ll see how genuine she is.’

Jess raised her eyebrows and murmured, ‘Hmmmmm.’

We didn’t have to wait too long because at break time Amber came running over to us as we were walking to the school field and put her arm around me.

‘Hey, bestie!’ she said with a grin.

Molly and Poppy looked sort of shocked/awks, and Jess kind of glared at her, which is not a very Jess thing to do. Amber clocked it and immediately dialled down her confidence level.

‘Guys, I need to apologize to you all,’ she said, ‘and I do realize that apologizing doesn’t quite make up for everything I’ve put you through … but I am really truly, truly sorry. And I want to make it up to you all … if you’ll let me.’

Poppy threw her arms around Amber. ‘Of course we will, silly!’ she said, wiping away an actual tear running down her cheek.

Molly chewed on her nail (which she doesn’t often do, as she takes great pride in her pale-pink manicures that just about fly under the radar of teachers who are strict on the school uniform rules).

‘What you did to Lottie was awful,’ she said calmly. ‘I know you’ve been having a tough time with your parents ’n’ all, but it’s not an excuse to treat your friends like that.’

Amber looked at the ground. You could tell she was properly ashamed, and she didn’t try to downplay it. ‘I know … I know it’s not. I can’t even believe I … well, we did it. I guess I got carried away by Izzy and Candice … Not that I’m blaming them. I could have backed out.’

Molly sighed. ‘You should have, but I guess it was brave of you to come clean and admit everything to Mrs McCluskey.’

Amber breathed out a sigh of relief. ‘Thanks, Molly.’

Jess still hadn’t said a thing, and we all looked at her expectantly.

‘I don’t know what to think,’ she said finally, folding her arms. ‘I’m glad you’re sorry, because you should be. But it’s not going to be an easy fix – it takes more than just saying it.’

‘You’re right, Jess, and I get that you’re being protective of your friends, but I’ll prove it to you, I swear,’ said Amber as she put her hand over her heart.

Jess shrugged. ‘OK, well … I hope you do.’

After that, Amber talked about everything going on at home: her dad’s awful new girlfriend, how her parents refuse to communicate with each other and how hard it is being stuck in the middle of it all. It was good to see her being much more open, and I think the rest of us started to understand her a bit better.

‘So does this mean I’m back in The Queens of Eight Green?’ Amber asked hopefully.

Jess frowned, and Molly jumped in: ‘Let’s just … take things slowly, yeh?’

Amber smiled. ‘OK, sure.’

It felt like we were reaching some sort of truce – momentarily anyway, because things took a small step backwards in the canteen at lunch.

We were talking about our Easter holiday plans, and Amber said, ‘Has Lottie not told you our exciting news?’

‘What exciting news?’ asked Poppy.

I gulped. ‘Er, well –’

Before I had the chance to finish my sentence, Amber just BLURTED it out … and cue three heads spinning round to look at me so quickly I was worried they may have given themselves whiplash:

[image: A group of five girls stand as one says, ‘She’s coming skiing with me next week!’ while others reply, ‘What the?!’ and ‘Um, yeh … about that …’]
Look, I hadn’t had a chance to tell them that part yet, OK? I mean, it only happened yesterday.

I could immediately tell from their faces that they weren’t exactly impressed. Jess looked shocked, Molly looked confused, and Poppy, well, she looked kinda upset. I couldn’t quite believe Amber had come out with it like that, and so soon – she still needs to work on her tactfulness.

While Amber chatted excitedly about the holiday, an awkward atmosphere descended. I don’t think she seemed to notice though. When the bell rang for the end of lunch, I’d only eaten half my cheese-and-ham sandwich, and that’s not like me AT ALL!

Later, during geography, when we were meant to be doing some calculations on population density, Molly tugged my arm and whispered, ‘You’re really going skiing with her?’

‘I know, it’s a bit of a plot twist –’ I started to say.

‘A bit of a plot twist?! It’s a complete plot … HIJACK! It’s like reading half a psychological thriller and it turning into Peppa Pig!’

‘Well, she just asked me,’ I explained. ‘She said it would be a good opportunity to make it up to me and fix our friendship.’

Molly raised her eyebrows in disbelief. ‘But what about Poppy? What about your friendship with her?’

‘What about it?’ I asked.

‘I think she’s hurt, Lottie. Did you not see her face? Amber’s her OG BFF, remember? I bet she’s upset that she wasn’t invited to go skiing …’

I swallowed hard. I knew Molly was right, even though I didn’t want to admit it.

I didn’t get a chance to talk to Poppy about it for the rest of the day, and she had gymnastics after school so I didn’t get to see her on the way home either. I’ll wait till she’s home and then I’ll send her a message.

5.05 p.m.


ME: Hey, Pops. Are you OK? I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the ski trip. I was going to, but then Amber announced it before I had a chance. Are you mad at me? x



POPPY: Hey. I’m not mad. I guess I was just a bit hurt that Amber hadn’t asked me …



ME: Ugh, I feel bad.



ME: I know, I’ll pull out – tell her to take you instead!



POPPY: No, don’t feel bad! And deffo don’t pull out.



POPPY: I was only being silly. It’s fine! I swear.



ME: Really? I honestly don’t mind. You being happy is much more important x



POPPY: It’s cool – HONEST! After everything that’s happened, you got affected the worst so you deserve to go. Plus, I’ve been skiing with Amber before.



ME: Oh well, you didn’t tell me that part! joy[image: ]



POPPY: I know because I was too busy being a brat about it extremely funny[image: ]



ME: LOL. Any tips?!



POPPY: Prepare for a very sore butt and be wary of molten fondue!



ME: Oh cripes!



THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

EEK, is this trip a stupid idea?! Actually, don’t answer that – it’s too late to pull out now …





FRIDAY 31 MARCH

Today was the last day of school before the Easter hols and things were getting back to normal. It’s been great not having to worry about bumping into Candice and Izzy G, but that won’t last forever. Rumour has it that they’ll be back at school after the break (let’s not think about that right now).

When we were getting changed for PE, Molly asked Amber if she was planning on fixing things with Candice and Izzy G too, and she looked horrified.

‘Don’t be RIDIC!’ she shrieked. ‘Mrs McCluskey says the three of us have to stay well away from each other, which is exactly what I was planning anyway. You guys are my besties and I’m never gonna let you doubt it again. The Ultimate Mean Girl Gang is OVER!’

I couldn’t help but feel relieved, and looking around at their faces, it was obvious that the rest of the gang felt so too. Yesterday, I had been worried that Amber’s reintegration might be a tad tricky, but it feels like she’s slotting back in pretty well. She also said that she’s moving back to our form, Eight Green, after Easter, so that’s great news!

When the bell rang at the end of the final lesson, we were all very happy – two weeks off, yay! We went to Frydays to celebrate, and Isha joined us too.

When we arrived, Daniel and Theo were already standing at the counter, waiting for their orders, and then something weird happened. When their orders were ready, they both came over to join our group and Daniel said, ‘Got some for us to share,’ to me (that’s not the weird bit), and Theo said, ‘Wanna share mine?’

TO ISHA!

He looked quite nervous when he said it AND I swear I saw him blush. Theo is usually super confident, so I’ve never seen him like that before. Jess and Amber went ‘Ooooh!’ and then we all waited in silence for Isha’s response.

She looked thoughtful for a moment and then, all dead casual, she said …

[image: A boy holds a bowl while a girl holds a phone and says, ‘All right then.’]
Poppy did a wolf whistle and everyone laughed – except Molly, who was fidgeting with her bag strap and looking at the floor. (If I didn’t know better, I swear she seemed jealous!)

As we walked outside, I whispered to Daniel, ‘What’s going on? Does Theo like Isha or something?’

He smiled. ‘Yeh, he has a bit of a crush on her. Has done for a while … Seems that today he finally plucked up the courage to speak to her.’

I nodded. ‘Sharing chips is a pretty big move. First level on the CHIPOMETER OF LOVE ’n’ all. I think it took weeks for you to get to that stage.’

‘Hey!’ Daniel laughed, hiding the chips behind his back. ‘I don’t have to share these with you!’

TQOEG WhatsApp group:


POPPY: Sooooo I was thinking …



MOLLY: Sounds dangerous … wink[image: ]



POPPY: Hey slightly frowning face[image: ] I’ll pretend you didn’t say that – but what I was thinking was … should we add Amber back to the WhatsApp??



MOLLY: I know I was a bit unsure at first, but having her in the gang again has been really nice, so I vote yes!



ME: I’d kinda forgot she wasn’t in it!



POPPY: Cool. I think it should be unanimous though … Jess??



JESS: I’m willing to give her another shot, if you guys are warm and positive[image: ]



POPPY: GR8! x


Poppy added Amber:


POPPY: Welcome back, bestie love[image: ]



AMBER: OMG, you guys!!! I am sooooooooo glad to be back heart eye[image: ]

[image: A heart icon with the number ‘4’ beside it.]



THOUGHT OF THE DAY:

I felt so happy today. I think that term was the WORST school term of my life and I’m very glad to see the back of it!





SATURDAY 1 APRIL

4.34 a.m.

If you read my diary on this day last year, you’ll know how much I dislike April Fool’s Day – largely because of my irritating lil’ bro and his irritating (and immature) tricks.

But AHA! This year I am one step ahead (imagine me doing an evil laugh).

[image: A close-up face laughs, saying, ‘Mwah hahaaaa!’]
I set my alarm super early because I know Toby will get up at something like 6 a.m. to set up all his tricks. This time I’m going to get in there first!

I’m going to sneak into his room, commando-crawl across the room and hide under his bed. Then I’m going to knock on the bed slats – I know this will really freak him out, because he used to be super scared of monsters living under there when he was younger.

Then when he jumps out of bed, terrified, I’m going to reach out and grab his ankle!

Wish me luck.

5.32 a.m.

OMG, I waited for ages under his bed, knocking on the slats to freak him out – but nothing! It got SO boring!

After about half an hour, I assumed he must have been in a really deep sleep, so I slowly reached my arms up and tried to give him a prod to rouse him slightly – but all I could find was bedclothes. Crawling out fully, I discovered that he wasn’t even in his bed and I’d been waiting there and knocking for no reason.

I was very cross but also worried. Had he outsmarted me again?!

I slowly crept around the house looking for him, but everywhere was dark and quiet. I thought that maybe he’d had a nightmare and was in with M&D, so I decided I had better get some more sleep too.

As I slid back into my bed, I realized something was very wrong. My feet touched something wet and slimy …

I shuddered and nervously pulled back the covers. To my horror, I saw that my bed, my toes and my PJ bottoms were covered in a dark-brown substance that looked suspiciously like, ewwww … DIARRHOEA.

OMG, had I had an accident without even realizing?!

I started to panic and went into crisis mode, wondering how on earth I was going to clean it up – and that’s when Toby jumped out of my wardrobe and scared me half to death.

[image: A man stands inside an open wardrobe and says, ‘APRIL FOOL’S!’ while a woman beside a bed pulls back a stained sheet and shouts, ‘WAAARGHH!’]
I screamed. I mean, what else was I meant to do?

Then I started to dry-heave. I could not believe that even Toby would do something as awful as this – I mean, to poo in another person’s bed as an April Fool’s joke is just off the scale.

Dad came running into my room.

‘What’s all the racket?’ he asked, looking annoyed and disorientated.

‘He’s … he’s … he’s pooed in my bed!’ I stuttered.

‘WHAT?!’ said Dad, glaring at Toby.

‘Of course it’s not poo!’ Toby laughed. ‘It’s Nutella … mostly. I mixed it with a few other things to get the right consistency.’

Dad’s expression immediately changed.

[image: A man with glasses points at a boy and says, ‘Wow, it’s actually pretty realistic!’ The boy replies, ‘Thanks, Dad’, while a woman glares and holds up a stained sheet beside a bed.]
I was fuming now. ‘So let me get this right, Toby smears this horrid concoction all over my bed in the middle of the night and you are actually impressed?’

Dad’s expression changed again, as if he suddenly remembered he was meant to be the parent here. ‘Yes … um, I mean, no! Lottie’s right, Toby – this is bang out of order.’

‘But she was hiding under my bed, trying to scare me. I only did it to get her back!’ said Toby.

‘That’s not true – he was already out of bed by then!’ I argued.

‘She knows how scared I am of monsters under my bed,’ said Toby, bursting into tears. ‘IT’S MY BIGGEST FEAR!’

How does he cry on demand like that?! The kid could win an Oscar.

Dad looked at us, clearly trying to decide who he should side with.

‘Lottie, look at your brother. April Fool’s Day is meant to be funny. The tricks aren’t meant to be traumatic.’

WHAT?! Was I hearing this right?!

‘I’m the traumatized one!’ I protested. ‘He put poo in my bed and he must have been planning it for ages!’

‘I told you – it’s only Nutella,’ Toby said with a smirk.

‘Well, that’s a massive waste of Nutella!’ I said crossly.

‘Dad, I was so scared of the monsters getting me …’ wailed Toby, throwing his arms around Dad’s waist.

‘Oh, Tobes, don’t worry – you’re safe. There are no monsters,’ Dad said soothingly. Then he turned to me and gave me a warning look. ‘Are there, Lottie?’

‘No,’ I said begrudgingly. ‘But he didn’t even see me. He wasn’t even in –’

‘I don’t want to hear any more. Apologize to your little brother!’

[image: A man and a child stand smiling as the man says, ‘Nicely!’, while a woman facing them shouts ‘SOORRREEEEY!’ and another speech bubble reads, ‘SORREEEEY!!’]
It took a while to make the apology sound genuine (largely because it wasn’t), and now I’m very annoyed, very tired and have the added problem of not having a bed. Dad didn’t have much sympathy. He just handed me a blanket and told me to sleep on the sofa.

Toby smirked some more and said, ‘Night-night, sis – sleep well!’

I could kill him!!!

10.22 a.m.

Fell asleep on the sofa and was woken up by Mum shouting, ‘Lottie, Daniel’s here to see you!’

I was obvs in my PJs, looking totally dishevelled and half-asleep, so him turning up unannounced was not exactly ideal, but NVM.

‘She’s in the lounge,’ I heard Mum tell Daniel as I quickly wiped away my eye boogers.

‘Morning,’ he said, peering round the lounge door. ‘Sorry to drop in –’

And that’s as far as he got before he burst out laughing.

‘Do I look that bad?!’ I groaned, smoothing down my hair with my hands.

‘No, it’s not that,’ he said with a grin. ‘I just think Toby might have played a small trick on you – or, more accurately, your face.’

That’s when I noticed the Sharpie on the coffee table. A quick dash to the mirror confirmed my suspicions …

[image: A woman with a ponytail frowns with ‘LOSUR’ written on her forehead and shouts ‘TOBY!!’ in a speech bubble above her head.]
I HATE APRIL FOOL’S DAY WITH A PASSION!!!

1.13 p.m.

Amber messaged me a packing list as long as my arm – I had a total panic and called her back immediately.

‘I’ve never been skiing before, Amber. I don’t have any of that stuff!’

‘That’s OK. I have loads of old stuff you can borrow as long as you don’t mind it being last season.’

‘Phew!’ I said. ‘Of course I don’t mind. I don’t even know what that means.’

‘Cool. Anyway, I have some terrible news: Mark wants to invite you and your family round tomorrow for Sunday lunch.’

‘Who’s Mark?’

‘Technically, my father. I’ve decided to start calling him by his first name. Anyway,’ she continued, ‘I’m sorry to have to inflict him on you, but he’s insisting it would be a good idea to meet you all before we go away. Maybe you could come up with an excuse and say you can’t make it?’

‘Oh … OK,’ I said, wondering how horrible Amber’s dad could really be. ‘I guess I could say they’re busy taking Toby to football or something.’

‘Great idea!’

Unfortunately, Mum was listening in, in the background.

‘What was that, Lottie? Toby’s football has been cancelled tomorrow.’

I groaned. ‘Amber’s dad has invited us over for Sunday lunch.’

‘Lottie!’ Amber hissed. ‘Tell her that he’s awful and not to bother.’

‘Apparently he’s awful and we shouldn’t bother,’ I told Mum.

‘Oh, don’t be silly, Lottie. I was actually thinking it would be great to meet him in advance and check in with him about pocket money and bedtimes.’

‘Bedtimes?! WE AREN’T FIVE!’ I protested.

‘Come round at one,’ Amber sighed, and then she ended the call.

9.45 p.m.

Just got into bed and found this under my pillow! GRRRRRRRRRR.

[image: A handwritten note reads, ‘Recipee for homemaid diareeya’ followed by ‘3 Spoons Nutella’, ‘2 Spoons honey’, ‘2 Spoons Milk’ and ‘1 handful frozun SweetCorn’ on lined paper.]
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