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CHAPTER ONE

LISTEN UP, EVERYONE! THIS IS MONICA MARRIOTT. All my friends call me Mo (and you can too). I have a story to tell you, one filled with tiny white lies, impeccable clothing, and even some family values. (Yeah, that’s right! This story has a moral.) So sit back and let me do what I do best: entertain.

It all started last week on the Summer Grove campus. I was sprawled out on the lawn with my best friends, Jacque Nimble and Mandy Rain. It was still warm out, even though it was late October, and we were having a picnic with different treats we’d lifted from the cafeteria—some cheese sandwiches, a few apples, and a bowlful of chocolate frozen yogurt. Yum. I’d tell you life was good—but that would be a lie. Life wasn’t just good. Life was amazing. It was a make-you-want-to-sing-and-dance kind of day.

“Check this out,” I said, sitting up on our checkered blanket. I looked down at my notebook, where I had scribbled some lyrics. I’d spent the last week writing songs for our new girl group: School Gyrls. “I don’t know the first thing about love,” I sang. “Haven’t really reached that chapter yet . . .”

Mandy hummed the melody to herself, bobbing her head with the beat. Her brown eyes were squinting against the sun. I’d met her and Jacque in the detention room the first week of school, when we’d all gotten in trouble for different crimes against Summer Grove. Mandy was a bit of a class clown—always joking around. She loved roller skating and was also known as the Girl Who Skates Across Campus and Knocks People Over.

“I like it!” Jacque finally said. “Keep writin’, Mo.” She twirled a brown braid around her finger. Jacque had dark eyes, curly hair, and was more loyal than a pitbull. The pages of her Summer Grove journal were covered in graffiti. Every Summer Grove girl had to keep a journal and Jacque used hers as a sketchbook too. She was an awesome tagger, sometimes getting in trouble for writing on school property.

We’d only been freshman at Summer Grove Academy for Girls for a few weeks, but we’d become best friends and even better best bandmates. The three of us made up the School Gyrls. We were the coolest girl group on the campus since . . . well, ever. We’d even beaten Bambi Lockwood, the most annoying cheer girl, at the school’s Stunt Party (that’s just a cooler version of a talent show). The Lockwood family had practically funded the entire school. It seemed like every building on campus was named after one of them, which meant Bambi Lockwood was the biggest snob, strutting around, acting like she owned the place (which she kind of did). We were ready to take her and her clones down again whenever we had the next chance.

Mandy and I chomped on our cheese sandwiches as we glanced around the campus. The perfectly manicured lawn was covered with Summer Grove girls who’d traded in their school uniforms for their Sunday best. There were girls in bright pink maxi dresses, others in flowered skirts and tank tops, with sparkling jewelry hanging around their wrists and necks. A blond-haired girl I recognized from gym class was wearing a sequined shirt with cute black leggings and ballet flats.

“Whoa,” Mandy said. “Did they bring Fashion Week to Summer Grove this year? I didn’t get the memo. . . .” Mandy always looked trés chic. Her bleached blond hair had blue tips, and she had a cute button nose. But now she looked down at her weekend gear—a ripped T-shirt and her glittery pink boots—as if she were wearing a trash bag.

“Whatever,” Jacque said with a huff as she plunged her spoon into the frozen yogurt. “Who cares if they’re all decked out? Those girls are weird.” It sometimes seemed like every girl at Summer Grove was cut out of the same cookie-cutter mold. Most students were like horrible Bambi Lockwood imposters.

I followed Mandy’s gaze to the center of the quad, where Bambi herself was strolling down the sidewalk with her minions, all sporting their fanciest outfits. They had more labels than Campbell’s. Bambi was wearing a Cole Haan bag and J.Crew jeans. Her BFF, Clair, was right next to her, looking like a Juicy Couture ad. “I hate to admit it . . . but they do look fly,” I muttered. I would’ve had to save for years to buy that kind of swag.

Jacque swallowed a spoonful of chocolate frozen yogurt. “And so do you, girl.” But I just pulled at the skirt of my blue corduroy shift dress. My parents divorced when I was younger, so my mom always worked two jobs. While I had a few nice threads I’d saved for, there wasn’t always a lot of extra money to buy fancy outfits. My mom had started making me original pieces using her sewing machine and some patterns she’d found online. My blue shift dress was one of them. It was cute—really, it was—but it was definitely more in line with my “No Money” image than my “Mo Money” one.

You see, when I’d first arrived at Summer Grove Academy, I was determined to be a certain person—or at least appear to be. I wanted to start freshman year at a new school and have a new image—something a little more in line with my inner diva. I wore all the designer clothes I had and said all the right things. I even told people I was besties with Paris Hilton. But it wasn’t the truth. It wasn’t even a tiny sliver of the truth. And rich, snooty-tooty Bambi Lockwood made it her job to inform everyone that: (1) I wasn’t rich, (2) my mom was a waitress at the local diner, and (3) I’d been lying the whole time. It was humiliating.

I’d learned my lesson, but looking at all those beautiful outfits, so perfectly accessorized with Tiffany’s necklaces and Juicy Couture charm bracelets, I couldn’t help but feel the slightest bit jealous. It’s like they’d gone shopping in my brain, picking out all the clothes from my fantasy wardrobe.

“You guys ready to go? I still need to stop at the library to return these.” Mandy sat up, a stack of encyclopedia-sized books in her hands. She’d been working on her history report all week, even making a model sized version of Mt. Rushmore.

“Yeah, yeah,” I grumbled, feeling a bad mood creeping up on me. I couldn’t stop looking at all those outfits, picturing myself strutting through campus wearing them. I imagined how good it would feel to be able to walk into any store and buy whatever I wanted. I suddenly hated my blue shift dress, wishing it was Monday and we were all back in uniforms—looking exactly the same. “Let’s get out of here.”

Jacque picked up the remnants of lunch and frowned at me. “What’s your problem, girl?” She tucked an apple into her backpack.

I looked back at Bambi and her friends who were laughing a little too loudly in the center of the lawn. Everyone was staring at them in awe. A few girls even went up to them to ask where they’d bought their shoes. They might as well have been Heidi Klum, Tyra Banks, and Gisele Bündchen. “I wish I could afford a bag like that,” I said, pointing at the gray satchel slung over Bambi’s arm.

Jacque rolled her eyes. “Not this again. Just forget about those girls. Your mom can sew cute clothes. You don’t need some expensive bag.” Jacque never let Bambi Lockwood get to her—never. Sometimes I wished I could be as tough as she was.

I let out a sigh, wishing, deep down, that I really believed Jacque.
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