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If I ever got abducted by aliens, my parents would make a YouTube video about it before they called the police. I know they love me. I mean, they tell practically the entire world on a twice-weekly basis. Along with sharing everything else about me too. It’s not easy when the two people who love you the most are also the ones ruining your life...





Eva has been famous since before she was born. The whole world knows about her first tantrum, her first spot and now even her first period! All because her parents overshare her entire life on their super successful internet channel.

AND. SHE. HAS. HAD. ENOUGH.

Enough of stupid outfits and viral posts, constant teasing at school and no privacy ever. She is taking back control of her life – even if it means sabotaging her own parents.

A funny and heartfelt novel about growing up in the spotlight and realizing that life is about more than likes, comments and follows…





For Felix
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The first thing you should know about me is that I’m not extraordinary. Not even in the slightest. When people find out I’m that Eva – Eva Andersen, the one with the YouTube channel – they expect someone special. Only, I’m not. Sorry if you find that disappointing. But I’ve got kind of used to disappointing people lately.

I know there are probably a lot of people out there who would like to swap places with me. My life looks pretty good – from the outside anyway. And I get a lot of free stuff. Like, way more than I can ever use. There are boxes of new products in the garage that we haven’t even opened yet. Last November, we got free tickets to the Alton Towers Ultimate Fireworks display, and all the big rides were open. The vertical drop on Oblivion in the dark was pretty amazing, even if I did feel kind of sick afterwards. Last summer, we got to stay in this luxury treehouse in Portugal that had parts of the tree growing inside. I have my own iPhone, tablet, Xbox, laptop and even a custom-made charging station with my name on it. I have stacks of wellness journals, bullet journals and monogram journals (I don’t even know what they are). And every kind of fairy light you can imagine, from panda bears to pineapples. Last week, I was sent lollipops with real edible gold inside them. Sometimes, all that stuff can be exciting.

But sometimes it can feel like it’s crushing me. Maybe that sounds weird, and maybe if there wasn’t a camera pointed at me the whole time it would feel more fun. But the camera is always there. Staring, like a giant eye that never blinks, recording everything that I do. And then there are all the other eyes – hundreds of thousands of them. Every single one of them watching me.

It would be so much easier if I was an outgoing person. That’s what my friend Hallie says and she knows everything (apart from when she ties her braids in an extra-high bun and claims she’s taller than me). But she’s right about that – everything is easier if you’re an outgoing person. When I was younger, I would sing and make up dumb dance routines and show off in front of the camera. Being the star of a YouTube channel was a lot easier when I didn’t care about what people thought. Or maybe before I realized what they thought. But now, I feel like a snail who wants to curl back inside its shell, only someone’s smashed it off.

I should be used to it. My parents started posting stuff about my life before I even existed, on this blog called Everything But the Baby. They had ten thousand subscribers by the time I showed up. They’d shared everything they did in the five years it took to have me – even the gross stuff. That’s longer than I waited for my hair to grow all the way down my back. Mum keeps the scan photo next to her bed in a picture frame that says Our Miracle. Only, to me, it looks more like a floating alien. Showing everyone that picture was their first ever YouTube video. Nine minutes of my parents crying and hugging each other, along with millions of love-heart-eyes emojis popping up. I can’t watch it without cringing. I doubt anyone can. Dad always says, “Eva went viral before she even came out of the womb!” Like that’s an accolade anyone would want.

Anyway, the video where I star as a floating alien was only the beginning. My parents called their new channel All About Eva, and I guess the name is pretty accurate. There’s something from almost every day of my life. Only somehow, the Eva in their videos doesn’t feel that much like me any more.

It’s probably because recently, I’ve spent most of my time wishing it wasn’t me. Like the first day back at school after the summer, when Alfie Stevens in my class found the clip of me going down the X-Treme Blaster slide at Tropical Islands Water Park. As I drop six metres into the plunge pool, my swimsuit wedgie is visible for exactly 1.8 seconds. My friend Spud told me not to worry about it. He said, swimsuit + high velocity = wedgie. Apparently it’s simple physics. Although physics has never felt very simple to me. I’m still not sure which was harder to survive: the X-Treme Blaster or the first day of Year Eight.

When I got home that day, I begged Dad to edit my wedgie out of the water park video, but he said it was the only footage they had of me going down that famous slide. “And besides,” he said, “no one in their right mind would even notice the wedgie with your gawky belly flop!” Which was not exactly reassuring. So, my swimsuit-wedgied belly flop is still on YouTube, along with ten thousand other embarrassing moments of my life. But all the stuff that my parents don’t want anyone to see? That never goes on the channel. Like the flapping chicken-arms thing Mum does to get her deodorant to dry, or Dad using his electric nose-hair trimmer.

In case you’ve never watched an All About Eva video, let me give you the highlights reel:

Age 0 – Introducing Eva. 325k likes.

A stump of umbilical cord is still attached to my stomach. It’s blackish-yellow, like a too-ripe banana, and that’s not even the most disgusting thing. The video includes Mum doing my first nappy change.

Age 1 – Eva’s First Steps! 293k likes.

This is supposed to be a secret, but these weren’t even my first steps. Mum had been filming me non-stop for days because she was certain I was about to walk. Then the one time she put the camera down, I tottered across the living room. Accidentally doing important milestones off-camera really annoys my parents. My first steps happened twelve years ago and Mum still goes on about it.

Age 4 – Eva’s Cutest Tantrums! 441k likes.

A compilation video of me crying that’s over fifteen minutes long. The first comment says, Spoiler Alert: she’s spoiled. In the last section, I’m at the dinner table pushing my plate away and shouting, “I DON’T WANT A PEA!” Alfie Stevens had that as his message tone for the whole of Year Seven.

Age 6 – Christmas Day – Eva Complaining to Santa! 2.8m likes.

No one ever hears my side of this story, so here goes. The Ultimate Hamster Grooming Salon was literally the only Christmas present I wanted. It was for grooming my hamster, Coco, after Mum had banned me from giving him baths in the sink. When I met Santa in his grotto, that was the only thing I asked for. Anyway, I got the entire collection of Rebel Dolls instead. The video of me shouting my complaint to Santa up the chimney has been shared over a million times. The camera’s shaking because Dad was laughing so much. They call it All About Eva’s first big success. I mean, technically Dad refers to it as the moment “Vi skød papegøjen!” which means We shot the parrot! But like anyone can understand Danish sayings apart from him and my grandmother. It was the most views their channel ever had and they got thousands of new subscribers. It’s kind of depressing when your likes peaked at six years old.

A few weeks after Eva Complaining to Santa! went viral, the company that made the Ultimate Hamster Grooming Salon sent me one for free. There were five different kinds of fur brushes and this special powder to sprinkle inside the cage that hamsters like to roll in. It was too late for Coco though. He died a few days after Christmas. Dad said he died of old age. I said he died from a lack of grooming. His funeral is probably still on YouTube.

Mum said Coco wasn’t very popular anyway, so they got me a kitten instead. I was allowed to keep the grooming salon though. And Miss Fizzy got used to the hair combing eventually. I was six when I chose her name, by the way. Now it’s kind of embarrassing. But still, her unboxing video is the only one I like watching. Mum tries to tie a pink bow around her neck and she hisses at her. Thinking about it, I guess me and Miss Fizzy were destined to get along.

Age 9 – The Letter on Instagram. 36k likes.

I guess this was what started to change everything. It was just this dumb letter I wrote one night before I went to bed. I’d been sent this stationery kit from some company my parents were promoting on Instagram, and I decided to write a letter to myself. I’d got this really low score in a spelling test and Mr Eliot had announced the results in front of the whole class. I wanted to make myself feel better. I used some of these motivational phrases I’d read in one of Mum’s magazines. I didn’t even understand what half of them meant: Impossible is just an opinion. The journey is the destination. You are the CEO of your life! I stupidly left the letter out on my desk. After school the next day Mum said it was the sweetest thing she’d ever seen. And told me it already had ten thousand likes on Instagram. It was like Mr Eliot reading out my test results all over again. Only in front of the whole world.

The entire thirteen-and-a-quarter years of my life is all there online if you want to take a look. Every moment preserved, like the jars of pickled red cabbage my Danish grandmother, Farmor, kept in her larder for years. Everything from my first breath to the patch of pimples that appeared on my chin yesterday. You can read comments from over a decade ago if you really want to. But I don’t recommend doing that. Maybe there’s something up with my brain, because it seems to delete all the nice comments I read and save all the bad ones. Farmor says All About Eva is “just one tiny stitch in the intricate tapestry” of who I am. And that I shouldn’t take it too seriously. She also says it’s a pineapple in its own juice. But I’ve never been able to figure out what that means.

Mum wouldn’t delete the You are the CEO of your life! letter, no matter how upset I got. She said I was overreacting and that I’d get over it. It’s what she says about everything. Even Dad agreed. He said #selfcare was trending and they were getting a spike in new followers. That’s the kind of thing that’s important in my family: Views and Shares and Likes and Dislikes and Subscriber Growth and Engagement Stats. Not feelings or visible swimsuit wedgies. That’s why sometimes it feels like that Eva – the one on the channel – is more important than the real me. If I ever got abducted by aliens, my parents would make a YouTube video about it before they called the police.

I know my parents love me. I mean, they tell practically the entire world on a twice-weekly basis. Along with sharing everything else about me too. It’s not easy when the two people who love you the most are also the ones ruining your life.
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I’d been thinking about quitting the channel for a while. Probably because of all the filming I’d had to do over Christmas. Being told to “Give a bit more emotion, Eva!” kind of sucks the joy out of opening your presents. The matching “Let’s take an elfie!” pyjamas didn’t exactly help matters. And there are only so many times you can pretend to enjoy eating gluten-free roulade with “skinny” custard before you want to spew. Then there was the vlog they’d posted a few days before I had to go back to school: Surviving Eva’s Puberty! Do Not Mention Pubic Hair?!!!? My life may as well have been over. By the next morning, Alfie Stevens and his friends had already reposted bits of it on TikTok.

People from school were still commenting on it the next day. Dad was taking Farmor to the airport, but I wasn’t allowed to go because I hadn’t done my homework. So, I sat in the kitchen, scrolling through comments on Alfie’s TikTok and sucked yogurt through a straw. It had pieces of coconut in it that kept getting stuck, so it wasn’t exactly an easy way to eat it. I don’t even like coconut that much. But the yogurt company were sponsoring us to post a photo and I didn’t want to. I was still in a mood about the pubic hair post and I knew it would annoy Mum if I ate all the yogurt before the shoot. Hopefully I’d get out of doing it entirely. It was a bonus the slurping noises I made annoyed her too.

“EVA! Honey, can you please stop making that noise?” Mum called for the fourth time, in the voice she does when she’s annoyed but she doesn’t want to shout because she needs me to do a sponsored post later. I waited a few seconds then slurped again even louder. I don’t know precisely when annoying my parents became a major part of my life. But, without wanting to sound too big-headed, over the last few weeks I’d got really good at it.

Mum eventually came out of her office and shouted, “EVA! That’s enough!” Then she saw what I was eating and her jaw dropped. “THAT’S THE YOGURT FOR THE SHOOT!”

“Oh, is it? Sorry,” I said innocently. “It is super delicious though! So they’re right about that.” I scooped up the final blob on the end of my straw and held it up. “I still have this bit.” But then it splatted on the kitchen table. “Whoops.”

Mum smiled through gritted teeth. “I’m sure I told you we needed that, honey! I don’t think you’ve been listening to a word I say recently!” It wasn’t true. I had been listening. It’s just that I’d done the exact opposite. “We’ll have to fill it up with regular yogurt,” Mum said, then scraped her finger around the inside of the pot and popped it in her mouth. “Ooh, it is good though, right?”

I flashed the tiniest smile I could do.

Mum started looking in the fridge for some replacement yogurt. I sighed and refreshed my screen. Below the pubic hair video, a girl from school had commented:

Not to be dramatic but I’d die.

Someone else had put:

Imagine if that was your mum tho. [image: images]

And Tyler Davidson had tagged me and put about a million crying-with-laughter emojis.

Just then, Dad staggered in carrying a giant cactus. I could just see his head poking over the top. My dad is 198 cm tall. He used to play basketball for Denmark. Not as an actual job – Uncle Gareth says it was more like charity work. Every time we go anywhere, a stranger will say, “You’re tall!” Adults like stating the obvious when it comes to stuff like that. Dad always replies with the exact same thing, “No, I’m Lars!” It gets annoying. I inherited Dad’s blue eyes and white-blond hair. The height thing I’m not sure about yet. So far I’m pretty average. If I get white armpit hair the same as his I will die.

“I’m back!” Dad said. “Farmor is on the plane back to Copenhagen and I have collected Prickles here as requested.” He grinned, trying to avoid its spikes.

“It’s perfect!” Mum said, laughing. She put a pack of yogurts on the worktop then walked over to Dad and tried to sweep the hair out of his face. Only Dad’s hair isn’t obedient like mine. It’s extremely curly. It looks like his head’s stuck in a cloud.

“Eva,” Dad called from behind the plant, “that doesn’t look like homework to me.” Dad must be the only person on the planet who thinks about homework while he’s getting impaled by a giant cactus.

Now I’m in Year Eight, I’m supposed to be trying harder at school. It’s not like I wasn’t trying last year exactly, it’s just that most of the time there were more interesting things happening outside the classroom window. Like starlings pecking at the grass on the football field. Wonky icicles along the guttering of the old science lab. Leaves being blown into patterns by the wind. Miss Wilson says noticing those little details is a gift, but she’s an art teacher. My other teachers call it a distraction. Dad doesn’t understand why I’m not a high achiever at school. Since he and Mum went to university and everything, I guess he figured having their genes combined would make me doubly smart. But it didn’t. It’s annoying because what I did get was his practically-invisible eyebrows and Mum’s outie belly button.

Mum smiled. “Oh, leave her, Lars. Eva’s been working this whole time. Farmor said she did brilliantly with her Danish over Christmas. She’s almost better than me.” Mum winked at me from across the room.

Dad laughed. It’s a running joke in my family that Mum’s Danish is so bad no one can understand what she’s saying. When we’re at Farmor’s, it’s a good excuse to ignore her.

Dad carefully placed the cactus next to the window and looked out at the frosty garden. “So,” he said, clapping his hands, “the light’s great! Are we ready to go?”

Mum looked at him like he’d made a bad joke. She took down the picture by the window that said, All you need is Love and Prosecco and replaced it with one saying, There is always a reason to smile! I thought about the pubic hair post being shared all over TikTok and thought, There is always a reason to face-plant a giant cactus! might be more accurate.

“There!” Mum said, carefully placing a couple of magazines on the coffee table. “Eva, can you go get changed, sweetie? You’ve got yogurt down your T-shirt.” I looked at the yogurt spatters on my chest, then closed the school books I’d barely looked at and headed towards the stairs. “Nothing grey!” Mum called. “You wore grey in the nail stickers ad last week.”

“Sure.” I picked at what now looked like a beheaded cat on my fingernail. Then another notification flashed up on my phone.

Alfie had tagged me in a photo of a gigantic white candyfloss:

@EvaA2007 pubes!!!!

My skin felt like it was being punctured with cactus prickles. So I came out with it. Right there. At the bottom of the stairs, with headless cats on my nails and blobs of coconut yogurt soaking into my T-shirt. “I don’t want to.”

“Sorry, what, honey?” Mum said, not even glancing up from her phone. “That yellow T-shirt with the love hearts might look nice. I’ll be up in a sec.”

“No,” I said. “I don’t want to do the photo.”

Mum looked up at me then, confused. “You not feeling well, sweetie? I can’t say I’m surprised after eating all that yogurt.”

“It’s not the yogurt,” I said. “The whole of TikTok is laughing at me for that vlog you did the other day, you know, about…” My cheeks burned. I couldn’t say the words “pubic hair” out loud.

“Oh, you mean the puberty thing?” Mum gave me a sympathetic smile then poked her bottom lip out. I hated it when she did that. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed about, honey. And it was meant to be funny!”

“It’s not funny,” I said. “It’s totally embarrassing. Look!”

I was about to show her the candyfloss picture, but Dad suddenly chimed in. “Eva, do you think we’re embarrassed about our pubic hair? It’s totally natural – nothing to get uptight about!” Which made me wonder if my parents even went to secondary school.

“They’ll have forgotten about it by Monday,” Mum said. “Anyway, you’ve got nothing to worry about with a photo shoot about yogurt. Now go on, sweetie, before we lose this beautiful light.” And she turned back to her phone.

I looked pleadingly at Dad, but he jogged up to me and kissed my cheek with his stubbly mouth. “We’re so proud of you, Eva. But we are losing this morning light, so hurry up. You can talk to us about anything you like later, okay. Pubic hair or whatever!”

Only that wasn’t true. I couldn’t talk to them about anything. Because they always made it impossible to tell them how I really felt about the channel.

On the Sunday before I had to go back to school, I was supposed to be watching Hallie in a gymnastics competition. We’ve been best friends since Year Four. We used to do everything together. Her mum, Rose, even braided our hair together once. Only my mum kind of ruined it by putting the photo on the All About Eva Instagram without permission, and Rose made her take it down. Then in Year Six, I had to give up gymnastics because practice started clashing with the filming schedule. I didn’t mind that much. I used to get nervous in competitions and mess up anyway. But I miss doing them with Hallie. She was the first person in our age group to do a back handspring. I never even mastered the front one. So now she shares lifts to gymnastics with Gabi Galloney, and I watch from the sidelines.

On Sunday morning, Hallie had messaged saying to arrive at the competition early, so I could get a seat on the front row. But Mum had arranged a last-minute photo shoot at Clevedon Hall, about half an hour out of town. She promised we’d be back in time to watch “at least the second half”. But it was already late when we arrived for the shoot so I knew it would be impossible.

Me and Mum had to wear matching T-shirts saying PRETTY AND PROUD. And it was freezing inside Clevedon Hall. You’d think with all that money they’d be able to afford decent heating. My skin felt goose-pimply as the make-up lady pinned a gigantic bow in my hair and stuck little pink gems around my eyes. It wasn’t bad. I mean, I was being treated like a film star. Only the kind of film star who wears the exact same clothes as their mum.

We had to pretend to have afternoon tea in this room called the Morris Suite that had a domed ceiling and low-hanging chandeliers. Tiny cakes and triangular sandwiches were laid out on four-tier stands in front of us. They were real, but we just had to pretend to eat them. Mum said I could have some sandwiches at the end of the shoot. Only by then the corners had curled up, my face was aching from smiling and I wasn’t sure how many people had touched them. As the photographer showed Mum the pictures, I wiped off my make-up. All I could think about was Hallie searching the crowd. And seeing an empty seat where I was supposed to be.

On Monday at school, Hallie said it was fine I didn’t make it, but I could tell she was annoyed with me. Because when Kahlil called, “PRETTY AND PROUD!” and Alfie shouted, “BIG HEEEEEEEAD!!!” as I walked into form, Hallie didn’t say anything.

I sat down and scrolled through the All About Eva Instagram. There were loads of nice comments. But there’s only so many times HappyMelon3000 can post the love-heart-eyes emoji without it feeling kind of creepy. Then I read one that said, UGLY AND STUPID you mean, and I put my phone back in my pocket. I don’t know why I read the comments. Mum and Dad told me I wasn’t supposed to. But it was like trying not to scratch an itch. I wanted to know what people were saying about me, even if it did make me feel worse.

Alfie shouted, “BIG HEEEEEEEAD!” at me about a hundred times that day. It was almost as bad as when Mum and Dad made me wear a giant avocado costume on World Vegetarian Day in Year Seven. There’s still an avocado scraped into the paint on my locker – a permanent reminder of the most embarrassing day of my life. If I printed out all the avocado emojis I’d had posted on my personal social media that week, I could probably wallpaper my entire bedroom.

I’d told Mum about Alfie so many times. But she always said, “Ignore him, sweetie. He’s just jealous of all the attention you get!” and would go back to tapping out replies on her phone. Most of the time, All About Eva takes priority over my actual real-life problems.

No matter what I said, my parents didn’t seem to notice the disaster All About Eva was turning into for me. They have this habit of forgetting that I also have to live in the real world. I’d figured out ages ago that I was not the CEO of my life. But now it felt like my life didn’t even belong to me. And I really needed to figure out a way to get it back.
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The weekend after the Pretty and Proud shoot, I spent most of Saturday lying on the sofa in the snug with Miss Fizzy. It was raining and I had the worst stomach ache ever, so I was watching old episodes of The Vampire Diaries and doodling raindrops on my notepad instead of revising for the physics test Mr Jacobs was giving us on Monday. I’d googled Isaac Newton, but so many pages came up I couldn’t face reading any of them. If Mr Jacobs liked Newton’s theories that much, they were probably kind of boring.

I sent a message to Hallie asking her if she’d started revising for the physics test yet. Stupid question.

Hallie: You mean you haven’t even started??

EVA!! Test is MONDAY!!

She sent a link to a revision site called Bright Sparks.

Thanks x, I typed back, but I still had pains in my stomach and Mum had put new scented diffusers around the house and they were giving me a headache.

Another message from Hallie popped up:

Want to get a milkshake?? I’ve just finished my homework. I can help you revise? [image: images]

I wondered if Gabi would be with her. She’d been stuck to Hallie like a wart ever since Kaja left at the end of Year Seven. Gabi had even asked Miss Wilson to put her name on the student council waiting list – which wasn’t even a real thing – just because Hallie was on the council too. I knew Gabi was trying to push me out. But Hallie couldn’t see it. She thought we could hang around together as a three. Which maybe would have worked if Gabi wasn’t so annoying.

I checked the time on my phone. Dad would be back from his bike ride soon.

“Mum?” I said. “Can I meet Hallie for a milkshake? I need her notes on…” I scanned my brain for something scientific-sounding, “…the pH scale.”

Mum frowned at the rain outside. “Mmm, it’s a bit wet to be walking into town, sweetie.”

“I’ll take an umbrella!”

“Can’t Hallie email her notes? I wanted us to sort out our wardrobes using those organizers I showed you last week. For the Sunday vlog?”

“But my test is on Monday,” I said.

Mum sighed through her nose. “Hallie could always come over and film it with us! And you could revise afterwards.”

I put my head on one side. “You know her mum won’t let her be on the channel.”

Mum shrugged and removed an invisible piece of fluff from her sleeve. “I thought Rose might have changed her mind by now.”

“I doubt it,” I said, mostly to myself. Hallie’s mum is a child psychologist. She thinks the channel is damaging me psychologically. Last summer, she said if I ever wanted to talk to her about it I could. She gave me a card with her email and phone number on it in fancy writing and her initials RW in a gold circle at the top. Mum got kind of annoyed about that. And Hallie stopped coming over so much, because her mum didn’t want her to be “exposed to public scrutiny” like I was. While I was stuck doing dumb stuff for the channel, Hallie started hanging out with Gabi more outside of school. It got even worse when Mum and Dad got a bunch of new sponsors. I had to do even more photos and even more filming – and I started missing out on everything real.

“Please, Mum?” I begged. I really didn’t want to miss this milkshake with Hallie, especially if there was a chance Gabi wouldn’t be tagging along.

“Mr Jacobs will put me in detention if I fail another test.” That didn’t get a reaction. “I could go to that new crêpe place that’s opened. Didn’t you want me to take some photos there?”

“Oh, the Crêpe Cabin!” Mum said, suddenly interested. “Actually, that’s not a bad idea. I’ll let them know you’re on the way. But take the big umbrella. Your hair always goes flat in the rain.”

I silently sighed. I was sick of Mum obsessing over my hair. I’d asked if I could get it cut short before Christmas, but she’d said no. They’d just agreed some sponsored posts with a new hair-mask company to Refresh and rejuvenate dull and lifeless hair! Which I was trying not to take as a personal insult.

I messaged Hallie telling her to meet me at the Creep Cabin – which is what everyone at school had been calling it – and put on my trainers.

“Eva!” Mum called. “Wait a sec. You can’t go like that.”

I rolled my eyes. Even meeting my best friend for a milkshake required a costume change. I followed Mum upstairs and waited while she picked out a new jumper and restyled my hair. As she dotted concealer on my chin I looked down at the jumper she’d chosen. It said SRSLY? in massive letters.

I looked at Mum in the mirror. “Seriously?”

“Very funny.” Mum kissed my forehead then pouted and repinned a strand of hair so it dangled in front of my eye. “Get that jumper in the pics, okay?”

I nodded, and swept the hair behind my ear when she wasn’t looking.

My stomach was still aching when I reached the Creep Cabin, and my trainers were soaked from the rain. Inside, about a hundred light bulbs dangled from the ceiling. I could just make out Hallie through the steamed-up window. She was sitting on a stool by herself and waved when she saw me. I felt instantly relieved Gabi wasn’t there.

“Oh my God, you have to see this!” Hallie said, spinning on the stool and holding out a menu. She had her gymnastics leotard on under her hoodie and her brown cheeks had a warm glow. The hoodie has her name in capital letters on the back. Mine’s in a drawer somewhere at home. I thought maybe I’d be allowed to go back to training one day, but it’s been so long I doubt it would even fit me any more. Maybe it would have been different if I was any good at gymnastics, like Hallie. But the general rule of my life is that I’m rubbish at just about everything. Mum says that’s what makes me so relatable. So now me failing at stuff is part of their brand.

“They do flavoured popcorn!” Hallie said. “I’m so getting jalapeño pepper flavour.”

I wrinkled my nose. “That sounds gross!”

“Eva!” said a man standing behind me. He had pens tucked behind both ears and his apron said The Crêpe Cabin. “I’m John. Thanks so much for coming!” He didn’t look that creepy to me. But then he smiled and one of his canine teeth poked out over his bottom lip, like a fang. “Order whatever you want. It’s on the house!”

Hallie let out a small whoop and I accidentally snorted.

“I’d appreciate it if you could photograph our signature crêpes. We can do…vanilla bean with peaches and ice cream?”

“Amazing!” Hallie said.

“And maybe the Strawberry and Chocolate Extreme for you, Eva?”

“Thanks,” I said. “And can my friend try the jalapeño popcorn?”

“Sure! But I’m warning you – it’s pretty spicy!” He did a double eyebrow raise as he took our menus then headed through a door that said Crêpe Cabin Crew Only.

Hallie stretched out her arms until her back clicked. “This is so awesome,” she said. “And all for free.” I smiled. Sometimes it felt like there was a different kind of price to pay for all the free stuff though. “Honestly,” Hallie said, giving me a sideways glance as though she could read my mind, “if you complain about All About Eva right now, I’m going to slap you in the face with my crêpe.”

I laughed, which made my stomach ache even worse. Hallie once said that other people have to work really hard to get a life like mine. I get everything handed to me, and I never did anything to earn it, except get born. So that dread in my stomach I’d been getting about the channel – thick and murky, like Dad’s potato soup – I hadn’t told Hallie about that. It had joined the other stuff that no one ever sees about me. Like the little patch of eczema behind my left knee and the spots Mum hides under concealer.

Anyway, I thought as Creepy John brought our food over, Hallie is right – the channel does have its upsides. I tried to take a photo with both the crêpe and my SRSLY top in the shot. Which wasn’t exactly easy, particularly when Hallie was trying to smear chocolate sauce on my face. I chucked a piece of jalapeño popcorn at her then sent the photos to my mum. Hallie twirled round on the stool and pulled a gigantic smile. I took a video and uploaded it to my TikTok. Then I scrolled down and accepted follower requests from names I recognized, and deleted the ones from total strangers. I kept all my own accounts private. I didn’t want any of my parents’ followers seeing my actual life.

“So, are these your physics notes?” Hallie asked, picking up my notebook.

“Oh, they were meant to be,” I said, sucking chocolate sauce off my fingers. “But I ended up doodling instead.”

“Good job I brought mine, huh?” She pulled out a wad of coloured cards. “They’re ordered by topic. Don’t mess up the order because it took me ages and Mum’s testing me on them later.”

I nodded, and noticed a comment from Gabi flash up on my phone:

hey where are u at with Hals???

I turned my phone over so Hallie didn’t see. It had been ages since just me and Hallie had hung out together. I did not want Gabi turning up.

Hallie put a spoon of ice cream in her mouth and flicked through my notebook. “Your doodles are seriously good, Eva. You should show Miss Wilson.” She tossed a handful of popcorn in her mouth.

“Maybe.” I was looking out of the window at people trying to avoid the rain. Maybe, because art is the only subject I’m any good at. And maybe, because I didn’t want everyone knowing. It would probably be another thing for the channel to ruin. Like water parks and gymnastics and avocados (although I was never that keen on avocados).

“Oh my God,” Hallie said, grabbing another handful of popcorn. “You have to try this.”

I took a piece and tossed it into my mouth. It was like chewing fire. I coughed and gulped down my milkshake while Hallie laughed and patted my back. It did not help my stomach-ache situation.

“Hallie!” I said, after I’d gulped down half my milkshake. “I now have third-degree burns on my tongue!”

“Sorry, I forgot your lameness about spice! Oh my God, remember that time at my house you thought hot pepper sauce was tomato ketchup.”

“Remember?” I said. “I think the inside of my mouth is still scarred. I’m going to the toilet. Don’t eat all that ice cream, okay? I need it to cool my throat down.”

I could still hear Hallie chuckling as I went through the door to the bathroom and into a cubicle.

Then I saw my underwear. I wasn’t one hundred per cent sure what it was at first. I’d expected it to look like regular blood. But this was a brownish-red, like the colour of the Birkenstocks Farmor wore in the summer. So it took a few seconds to sink in. I’d started my period.

I sat there for a minute, not really sure what to do. I had this weird feeling, a mixture of relief and fear. It meant I wasn’t the last girl in my class to start, because Jenna Bextor and Dinah Jackson had told me a couple of weeks ago that they still hadn’t started either. During PSHE, Miss Wilson had said, “Puberty isn’t a race!” But, like most things adults tell you, that’s not true. I felt so glad I didn’t start at school. Susie Greenwood started hers the first week of Year Seven in a German lesson. By lunchtime she was crying because everyone had found out about it. I still don’t think I’ll ever forget the German word for period, I heard it so many times. And Susie’s not even in my class. She always changes into a sports bra for PE apparently. I wondered if my boobs would magically spring into action now I’d finally started my period. I peered down my top at my flat chest. Nothing seemed to be happening.

I texted Hallie:

Emergency! Need you in toilets xx

I made a wedge of loo roll, put it in my underwear then pulled my jeans back up. It felt a bit bulky. I prayed no one would notice.

The door swung open and Hallie called, “Eva? You okay? Are you sick?”

I opened the cubicle door and checked no one else was in there. “I got my period.”

“Oh my God! Finally!” Hallie said, and hugged me so hard my feet practically lifted off the floor. She’d started hers in Year Six, and I’d been waiting for mine ever since. I’d been with her when she started, in Mr Eliot’s class, and now she was with me. Just us two. Like when we used to make dens in her back garden out of branches and bed sheets. No one else from school. No camera watching me. No followers. It felt kind of nice.

Suddenly, Hallie let me go and said, “OH NO, EVA!”

“What?” I said, looking around, thinking someone must have walked in without me noticing.

“I just realized.” Hallie looked me dead in the eyes. “You started your period in the CREEP CABIN!”

And I’m pretty sure the entire cafe heard our laughter.
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