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  Cathy Hopkins lives in London with her husband and two cats, Emmylou and Otis. The cats appear to be slightly insane. Their favourite game is to
  run from one side of the house to the other as fast as possible, then see if they can fly if they leap high enough off the furniture. This is usually at three oclock in the morning and they
  land on anyone who happens to be asleep at the time.


  Cathy spends most of her time locked in a shed at the bottom of the garden pretending to write books but is actually in there listening to music, hippie dancing and checking her Facebook
  page.


  Apart from that, Cathy has joined the gym and spends more time than is good for her making up excuses as to why she hasnt got time to go.
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  I NEVER THOUGHT THIS would really happen, I said as I looked around at what was left of my bedroom. It was so neat and tidy. Usually it
  was jam-packed with stuff: clothes and shoes spilling out of the wardrobe, posters of the latest pin-ups fighting for space on the wall, books and magazines weighing down the tiny shelf above the
  radiator, and Emmas dolls, pencils and crayons cluttering up the floor. Most of it had now been packed away and all that was left was the bunk bed, empty drawers and shelves.


  Well come and help you move into the new place too, said Becca, who had come over with Lia early that morning to give a hand with last-minute jobs.


  When is D for departure day? asked Lia.


  Day after tomorrow, I said. And I cant wait! At last, at last, at laaaaaaaaaaaaaast, a room of my own. Not that I dont love Emma, I do. Course I do. But
  hey, share a room with my kid sister and have jellybeans stuck to my bed covers for the rest of my life? I dont think so. Its going to be so brilliant decorating how I want and well .
  . . just having some space to myself for a change.


  Becca and Lia are my best friends. Becca has been since junior school and Lia since the beginning of Year Nine, almost a year ago when she came down from London to live here in Cornwall. Both of
  them have had their own rooms forever, so I dont think that they really know what its like to share a room with a six-year-old psychopath. Ive had to share with her since I was
  nine, just before Mum died and everything changed forever.


  So have you thought about a colour scheme for your new room yet? asked Becca as she pulled her long hair back up into a clip. She has fab hair. Its the most amazing colour:
  like a red setter dogs, rich and glossy  unlike mine, which is short and dark and booooooring unless I spike it up.


  I keep changing my mind, I said. I want you guys to see the room before I decide anything. Plus Jen said that sometimes its a good idea to live in a place for a few
  weeks before making up your mind. Get the feel of it, you know?


  Jen is Dads fiance, soon-to-be wife. She is coming to live with us at the new house, and she and Dad are going to get married at the end of the summer holidays, which is in about
  four weeks time.


  My mum says that about pets, said Lia. When we got our pot-bellied pig, she said to live with him for a while and the right name would come. Then we found out that he was a
  she, so it was a good job that we didnt name her too soon.


  I laughed. Their pet pig is called Lola. Lias dad named her. He said she reminded him of one of his fans who used to run around after him wearing pink high-heels. Lias dad is Zac
  Axford, the famous rock star. The Axford family are the most glamorous family in the whole of Cornwall. They live in a massive house, the size of a hotel, and have a garden the size of a small
  country. Lias totally normal though  personality-wise anyway, but in the looks department shes stunning. Tall, slim, white-blond hair, silver-blue eyes. Most boys
  fantasy girl, as far as I can make out. Ive seen them when she walks past. Its hysterical. They look at her like their eyes are about to pop out of their sockets and their tongues
  fall out on to the floor. Not that she notices. Lia says she thinks she looks like a duck and has no boobs. Funny how no one is happy with the way they look. Like Becca: shes really pretty
  too but she thinks shes fat when actually shes curvy. Mad. They both look fab.


  Becca looked thoughtful for a moment as she looked round my room. It will be strange you living somewhere new. Its like Ive always known you here. Always come here after
  school.


  I know, but hey, you can come for sleepovers at my new house now without having to share a sleeping bag with one of Emmas Barbie dolls and a My Little Pony stuck in your ear. It
  has five bedrooms: one for Dad and Jen, one for Luke, one for Joe, one for Emma and one for me. The boys are really looking forward to having their own rooms too  theyre going to be
  on the top floor. Dad even said that maybe we can get a kitten when were settled in. Its going to be brill for all of us.


  I was glad that Dad was marrying Jen. I liked her and shed never tried to act as if she was our new mum. She made it clear from the beginning that she understood that Mum could never be
  replaced. Jen works as an air hostess and, up until recently, she flew all over the world. After we move, though, shes only going to do internal flights that go from Newquay to other parts
  of England so that shes never away for too long. Dad wanted her to give up altogether and help him run the village shop, but she said no, that being together twenty-four hours a day is a
  recipe for relationship disaster, whereas absence makes the heart grow fonder. I think she is very wise and am glad shell be coming to live with us. As well as being a good cook, she makes
  Dad laugh, and its great to see him happy and smartening himself up a bit. His hair got all straggly round the collar at one point, but now he has it cut regularly, and in his new jeans and
  shirts he looks halfway decent for a grown-up. For a long time after Mum died he was so sad and quiet and didnt seem to bother about how he looked. Like all the life had gone out of him. He
  tried to act as if he was OK, but I could tell that he wasnt. It hit him hard. He threw himself into his work and kept himself busy all the time, but I think he was mainly doing it so that
  he wouldnt have to think too much about the fact that Mum had gone.


  I had to help out a lot in the house, because he was working at the shop so much. Thats another reason I am glad that Jen is moving in  she can help with some of the household
  chores. Luke is eleven and Joe is nine and Emmas six, almost seven. That means a ton of laundry, a ton of washing up and mountains of food to be bought and prepared. I dont know
  whats happened to Luke and Joe lately, but all they seem to do is eat and eat and eat. Toast and peanut butter and crisps and chips and sausages and pasta, but they never seem to get much
  fatter. As the eldest in our family, and seeing as we had no mum, I have had to do a lot of babysitting and housework. It is going to be soooooooo brill to be able to be a normal teenager at
  last.


  At that moment, Dad popped his head round the door.


  Hey, girls, he said. Seeing as most of the kitchen is packed up and you girls are all going to be at your sleepover supper later at Lias, Im going out to get
  some pizza. Im taking the boys and Em with me so that you can get on without them under your feet, Cat. OK?


  OK, Dad. Whats still to be done?


  Dad shrugged. Not sure. Maybe you could go from room to room and make a list, then well divide up whats left of the tasks later.


  After theyd gone, I got a piece of paper and began to make a list.


  Bathroom: pack up last bits of toiletries. Clean. Make sure wet towels are put in separate bag from dry towels.


  Hallway: dont forget coats and jackets, welly boots.


  Most of it seems to be sorted, said Lia as we went from room to room.


  Becca nodded and laughed as she came out of Luke and Joes room. Wow! I dont think I have ever seen that room look like anything but a bombsite. Amazing!


  Hey, dont forget the lamp shades, said Lia, pointing up to the ceiling. You dont want to leave those.


  I looked up to where shed pointed. Oh yeah. Thanks, wed have completely forgotten those and  OH!


  What? asked Lia. What?


  I pointed back up at the ceiling. Up there. Wed all forgotten. The stupid loft! Theres a whole pile of stuff up there. Oh no. Just when I thought we were
  almost done.


  Beccas face lit up. Hey! Maybe well find forgotten treasure up there, she said. You read about it all the time in books . . .


  Or fabulous old paintings that are worth a fortune, said Lia, or an antique that is worth millions and is taken on to one of those TV shows where its valued . .
  .


  I laughed. Not in our loft, I dont think! Its where all the rubbish has been shoved over the years, so dont get too carried away. I can tell you that all were
  going to find up there are bags of old clothes that should have been thrown out for the jumble, some old camping equipment, and basically stuff no one wanted but couldnt be bothered to throw
  out. Still, better bring it down. I doubt if the new owner is going to want to find their new loft full of trash.


  Wheres the ladder? asked Becca. Im not giving up hope. You might not have looked properly.


  Yeah right, I said as I fetched the ladder from behind the door in Dads room and placed it in the hall under the loft hole.


  I think theres a light switch up there on the left hand side, I said as Becca climbed up first and clambered in.


  Lia went next and I was last.


  Becca turned the switch on and the space was illuminated, showing the inside of the roof, bits of old wiring, wooden joists running across the floor then in the corners under the eaves, piles of
  cardboard boxes and bags.


  We looked in the first group of boxes and, sure enough, they were full of old junk: goggles, snorkelling gear, flippers, an old Monopoly set, books, magazines, old shoes . . . Even Becca began
  to lose interest after a while when she realised that there wasnt much of interest in there and certainly no evidence of valuable antiques or paintings, although there was a sketch pad of
  some of my early drawings from junior school.


  Theyll be worth a fortune one day, I said as I tucked the pad under my arm and headed back down the ladder.


  We worked for the next hour passing the boxes and bags along and down into the hall. I stood at the bottom of the ladder and Lia and Becca passed stuff down to me from above.


  Last one, called Lia finally. Its only a plastic bag. Think there are sleeping bags in there. Watch out, Im going to drop it.


  She let the bag go and it fell with a soft thud on to the carpet next to me.


  OK, coming down, said Lia. Come on, Bec. Hey, hold on a mo, Cat, Beccas disappeared. Bec? What is it?


  Lia disappeared from the loft hole. I could hear rustlings and their voices up above, but I couldnt hear what they were saying.


  Hey, Lia, Becca, you OK up there? I asked as I began to climb the ladder.


  Suddenly Beccas face appeared at the hole. She looked flushed with excitement. Hey, Cat, get up here. I think weve found something!
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  A CAR TOOTED OUTSIDE the house. Lia went and looked out of the window. Our lifts here, she said. Hurry up.


  But I cant find my pyjamas, I said as I rooted around in one of the big plastic bags that Id stuffed some of my clothes in ready for the move. I cant
  find anything, in fact.


  Dont worry, I can lend you whatever you need, said Lia, but we need to get going as I said wed pick the London girls up on the way.


  Becca had left over half an hour ago to go back to her house to collect her things for the sleepover, and was meeting us up at Lias. I grabbed my toothbrush from the bathroom and five
  minutes later we were speeding away, rock-star style, in a sleek black BMW to pick up our new pals: TJ, Nesta, Izzie and Lucy. Travelling in one of the Axfords cars never ceased to be a
  thrill as it was such a change from my normal ride, bouncing around in the back of Dads shop van with boxes full of tins of tomatoes, cat food or bottled water for company. Dads van
  stank of petrol and old boots; the BMW smelled of leather, aftershave and money.


  I put on my sunglasses and grinned at Lia. This is the life, I said. I think I was born to live this kind of way.


  Lia grinned back. She really was born to live that way.


  Lucy, TJ, Nesta and Izzie were waiting for us in the early-evening sunshine in the driveway outside the holiday cottage that TJs parents had recently bought and where
  the girls were staying. The Axfords chauffeur (who was a local nineteen-year-old boy called Stuart) looked like hed died and gone to heaven when an avalanche of pretty, perfumed,
  lip-glossed girls burst into the car. Izzie dived in the front (shes the tallest) and Lucy, Nesta and TJ squeezed in with Lia and me in the back.


  Seatbelts, girls, said Stuart, and there was another commotion as everyone squirmed about finding them, then clicking them on.


  Super-spiffing and fabola, said Nesta in a false posh voice as we set off once again. Right ho, chaps, lets go for tiffin at the Axfords.


  Yah. Top-ho and super-marvellous bumper bazzing, said Lucy in an equally daft voice. Oh my loid, did anyone put my daaaaahling corgis in the back?


  I do hope so, my dear, said Izzie, also in a very snooty voice. Or else its dead-dog meat for tea.


  Oh not again, said Nesta. Dog meat is so frightfully common, especially when served with white bread, and it just doesnt go with cucumber.


  TJ rolled her eyes. Pardon my mad friends, theyre having a competition to see who can speak most like the Queen, she explained.


  OKaaaaay, laughed Lia as Nesta did a royal wave out of the window at passers-by.


  I only met these girls recently, but already were all good mates. TJ was first down last Easter and we bumped into each other on the beach one afternoon. Her dad was ill at the time and
  she was having a cry about it. What was so totally amazing was that she was in my secret crying place. Its an area on Cawsand Bay thats hidden away from the rest of the beach,
  and its where I go when Im feeling freaked out or missing Mum. We got on immediately, and what was even more incredible was that we discovered that we had both been seeing Lias
  elder brother, Ollie. Neither of us knew about the other, and it all backfired on him, because TJ and I became friends and we both blew Ollie out. TJs dad got better and her parents fell in
  love with the area, bought a cottage as a second home, and the rest of the girls came down for the summer hols.


  Theyre a fab bunch and we get on brilliantly, even though they are a year older than Lia, Bec and I. They exude city sophistication. Nesta is totally awesome to look at. Shes
  gorgeous, with long black hair and a perfect body. I think her mums Jamaican and her dads Italian, which is why she looks so exotic. If she wasnt so nice and funny, I would
  have to kill her. Izzie is the tallest of the four and is one of the most interesting girls I have ever met. Shes into so many things I never even heard of until I met her: New Age stuff,
  crystals and witchcraft and astrology. Shes also got a pierced belly-button, which looks way cool. TJ and Izzie have both got dark hair, but Izzies is more chestnut-coloured and she
  has the most amazing green eyes. Lucy is small with blond hair and is a great laugh. Shes the fashion expert out of all of them and wants to be a designer when she leaves school. Shes
  sooo stylish and I hope one day that shell give me some advice, because were about the same height and she really knows how to dress. TJ is probably the most sensible of the four of
  them, but only just. She can be pretty mad too, although mainly shes just a sweetie.


  So whats on the agenda for tonight, my lowly ladies-in-waiting? asked Nesta.


  Beccas dad is bringing Mac and Squidge up with Bec, replied Lia, so I guess the usual: eat, drink and be merry.


  Mac was telling us about that game you guys play down here, said Lucy. Truth, Dare, Kiss or Promise. Can we play that?


  Lia and I groaned. Oh noooooo, I said. Weve all had enough of that game. Lets do something else.


  Oh pleeeeeese, begged Lucy. Just one go each. Just to see what its like. Oh come on, it will be a laugh . . .


  Maybe they dont want to reveal any deep dark secrets in the Truth option, said Izzie.


  No, I said, its not that. We are all mates together.


  So lets do it then, said Izzie. Well be back to school in London soon and wont see you for ages . . .


  As Queen, I decree it, Nesta announced in her royal voice. I hereby demand by law that all my royal subjects shall play Truth, Dare, Kiss or Promise, and anyone who tries to
  bunk out shall be executed and their heads chopped off and displayed on the lawn with a daffodil stuck in their gobette. So there. Amen. And forthwith, etc.


  Lia and I laughed. Yes, your majesty, we chorused. We dont want to be dead now, do we?


  Not at such a young age, said Lia.


  In the mirror, I could see that Stuart was having a hard time not bursting out laughing. He must have thought we were all totally bonkers.


  As soon as Mac and Squidge arrived at Lias, they were made to kneel at Nestas feet and be knighted. Seeing as Queen Nesta didnt have a proper sword, she
  used a soup ladle as it was the nearest thing handy. Neither of them objected for a second, as even though they are both sixteen and older than the rest of us, they are in awe of Nestas
  gorgeousness. Seeing them act so tongue-tied reminded me of when Lia first arrived at our school last September. They went ga-ga stupid then too. She and Squidge have been an item for ages now and
  its clearly true love on both sides, but sometimes I catch him looking at her like he cant quite believe his luck. I can. Squidge is one of the nicest boys on the planet. I know
  because Ive known him most of my life and we were even an item for a while. Everyone loves him. And Lia is one of the nicest girls. Shes so gentle and considerate. They are a match
  made in heaven. Mac is Squidges best mate. Hes cute-looking too, only smaller than Squidge, and hes blond whereas Squidge has dark hair, at least most of the time he does. His
  mum is the local hairdresser and likes to experiment from time to time and, of course, she always nabs Squidge to try styles and colours out on. He doesnt mind. Hes so easy-going, she
  could shave his hair off and hed just shrug and say, Yeah, cool. And hed probably make it cool too. Hes that kind of boy.


  After the knighting ceremony, we had a fab supper of burgers, chunky chips and pecan fudge ice cream served up by Meena the housekeeper. The kitchen is vast, bigger than the whole of the ground
  floor of the house were about to leave. And its wonderfully light, from skylights in the ceiling and floor-to-ceiling glass doors that lead out on to an enormous patio which is the
  length of the whole house.


  After second helpings of ice cream, we had to go and lie down to recover in the red room, so called because it is mainly red: red walls, wine-red curtains  the walls are honey-coloured
  though. With the oak flooring and Turkish rugs, the whole effect is rich and warm and exotic.


  Our sitting room at home is done in these colours, said Nesta as she reclined Cleopatra-style on one of the sofas.


  Ive been trying to persuade Dad and Jen to have a red room in our new house, I said, but I dont think Dads that fussed about dcor. He says that
  with four children, nowhere is going to stay looking that smart for long.


  Well at least you can make your room how you like, said Lucy. Thats what I try to do. People can do what they like in the rest of the house  and believe me, my
  two brothers do  but my room is my private territory. I have a warning sign on the door saying: KEEP OUT on pain of death.


  Great idea. Ill have one made, I said.


  OK, so what sort of thing do you dare each other in the Truth, Dare game? asked TJ as the rest of us settled on various sofas and cushions around the room.


  Oh to jump off cliffs, parachute out of planes, said Squidge, thats the sort of thing we usually do.


  Izzies jaw dropped open. Really?


  No. No way, said Becca. We do normal stuff  like, these guys dared me to go into the Pop Princess competition just before Christmas last year. If it wasnt for
  them, I wouldnt have had the nerve.


  Becca has a great voice and we had all gone up for the competition with her. She was the only one that made it through, though, and she got as far as third place.


  Oh and there was all that trouble with Lias turn, said Mac. She got the Kiss option and had to kiss Jonno Appleton, the school heart-throb . . .


  Yeah, but the school bully wasnt too happy, said Becca, because she fancied Jonno herself and she made Lias life miserable for a while.


  Lia grimaced and Squidge put a protective arm round her. I dont want to hear about creeps like him or her.


  And then there was the time I was dared to tell the truth about something, I said, and I got into a real tizz about truth and lies. Like  I always thought I was a
  truthful person, but in one week I counted about fifteen lies and realised that I was the Fibbing Fibster from Fibville.


  Lies like what? asked Izzie.


  Oh you know, lying about my age to get into the movies . . .


  We all do that, everyone chorused.


  What else? asked Nesta.


  Not wanting to hurt anyones feelings, not wanting to own up that I hadnt done my homework or to Dad that Id been watching X-rated horror DVDs. Not major lies, but all
  the same, made me think. I decided to tell the absolute truth the following week and almost lost all my friends because I was so blunt  like if your best mate has a spot on her nose and asks
  if it looks really bad, what do you say? No, which makes you a liar, or yes, and she wont speak to you any more.


  I guess there has to be a halfway measure, said Lucy.


  Maybe. Thats pretty well what I decided. Maybe white lies, I said.


  So what else? asked Nesta. Sounds like youve been getting up to all sorts down here.


  Mac laughed. Yeah. Someone should write a series of books about it. I was dared to go for a cartooning job, and that was cool, because like Becca, I might not have had the nerve
  otherwise.


  Did you get it? asked Izzie. The job?


  Mac looked so chuffed that shed asked him. Yeah, actually I did, he said.


  Becca told me that youre a brilliant cartoonist, said Izzie. Id love to see some of your work before we go back to London.


  Mac looked even more chuffed. Yeah. Right. Whenever. I mean . . . sure, Id be glad to show you.


  Becca shot me a knowing look. We had only been talking that afternoon about the fact that we had noticed that there was some major chemistry happening between Izzie and Mac. Becca thought Mac
  needed some encouragement though, as he had had a few knock-backs in the love game of late and his confidence had been a bit dented.


  Sounds good, this game, said Izzie. Sounds like its made you all feel the fear and do it anyway. According to Lucy, Feel the Fear and Do It Anyway was
  one of Izzies favourite books. She has promised to lend me it some time, which is brill, as it sounds like Izzie knows a lot about good books to help people get on with what they want in
  their lives.


  Yeah. Sounds like fun, said Nesta. What about you, Squidge?


  Lia and I have mainly gone for the Promise option and promised to tell the truth and be faithful. Stuff like that, said Squidge.


  Ahhh, sighed all the girls.


  Mac rolled his eyes. Pass me the sick bucket, he said.


  Hey Bec, you going to tell them the truth about the last time we played? I asked.


  Becca blushed, looked at the floor then up at Lucy. It was when you and your family first arrived down here at the beginning of the hols, she said. Remember I grabbed your
  brother, Lal, as soon as he set foot on the beach and kissed him?


  Yeah. He was well made up. Why? Was that a dare?


  Becca nodded. See, Id been going on about how I was through with boys forever, and the others said no way, and Squidge said I had to kiss the next boy who came on to the
  beach.


  Lucy began laughing. I did wonder what was going on. And so did Mum and Dad. I remember Dad saying that he thought the Cornish girls were very forward. Shame it wasnt Steve,
  hey?


  Well I got to the right brother in the end, said Becca.


  After the kiss, Becca dated Lal for a couple of weeks, but then cooled off him. Then she met Lucys other brother, Steve, and really liked him, but didnt think anything would come
  of it because she didnt want to hurt anyones feelings. Luckily, Lal fell for a local girl called Shazza, and Steve and Becca got together for the few days that he was still down here
  before he went back up to London. Theyre going to stay in touch, though, and no doubt both Steve and Lal will be back down again now as their parents really love the place and have already
  talked about future holidays down here.


  OK, so that just about brings you up to date on our Truth, Dare experiences, I said. Now, which one of you wants to go first?


  Me, blurted Mac before anyone could say anything. And I dare Squidge . . .


  Oh no, groaned Squidge. Look mate, were playing this for Izzie, Nesta, Lucy and TJ. Let them have a go.


  I will, said Mac, but first youve got to agree to get back on your bike.


  For a moment, there was an awkward silence. Squidge had a bad accident in May and came off his bike. He was in a plaster cast for ages and only had it taken off just over a week ago. All of us
  had noticed that he hadnt been back on his bike, but no one dared say anything until now.


  You dont have to, said Lia. You dont ever have to get back on that bike again.


  Squidge took a deep breath. I do. No, I do. Get back on the horse, back on the bike, etc, etc. Yeah. I will.


  When? insisted Mac.


  Lucy laughed. Wow. Youre as bossy as Nesta, and we thought she was bad.


  Hey, Nesta objected, Im not bossy. I just know whats best for people.


  Exactly, said Mac. So when, Squidge?


  Tomorrow. Ill do it.


  I felt for Squidge. Usually hes Mr Fearless, Mr Try Anything, but the accident had left him shaken.


  Ive got some stuff that might help you, said Izzie. Its called Rescue Remedy and if you take it when you need a shot of confidence, it really helps.


  What is it? asked Becca. Is it like medicine?


  Not really. Its made from flower essences discovered by someone called Dr Bach, so its all completely natural. There are loads of remedies for all sorts of things 
  like anxiety, sadness, lack of confidence and so on. The list is endless.


  Once again, I felt in awe of Izzie. Like Becca, I had never heard of Dr Bach, but I was well impressed.


  OK, enough hocus-pocus, said Nesta. Whos next?


  Me, said Izzie.


  OK, said Becca. Truth, Dare, Kiss or Promise?


  Kiss, said Izzie and gave Mac a very flirtatious look.


  OK, said Becca. You have to kiss Mac. Right now.


  Izzie gave Mac a look that was a cross between a dare and a come on, while Mac blushed beetroot. However he did get up, cross the room, take Izzies hand and pull her to her feet. She
  stood up so that they were facing, well, almost  he was actually an inch or two smaller than her. I noticed her bend her knees slightly so that she was the same height as he was and then
  they kissed . . . and kissed . . . and kissed . . .


  Pheeeeew! Getting hot in here, laughed Squidge as we watched Mac and Izzie go for an Oscar-winning clench.


  Ten . . . nine . . . eight . . . seven . . . six . . . five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . . one . . . Lucy counted down and we all clapped in time to the numbers.


  Oh get a rooooooom, chorused TJ and Nesta.


  Mac and Izzie broke apart and looked around at us. Both of them looked dazed, as if they had been hit by lightning or something. As the game continued, Mac stayed sitting next to Izzie and held
  her hand the whole time.


  After that, Nesta got the Promise option, so we made her promise to keep coming down to Cornwall after shes famous  which I have no doubt she will be one day. She has the air of a
  celebrity about her already.


  Lucy was dared to stand on her head and sing God Save the Queen which she did with great style. Apparently its one of her party pieces up in London.


  TJ got the Truth option.


  What is the most important thing in your life? asked Nesta. And you have to tell us the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth.


  Easy, said TJ. My mates. Yeah, my family and my dog, Mojo, too  but mainly my mates.


  Ahhhh, chorused all the girls.


  You girls are so wet, said Mac, only to be greeted by a barrage of cushions and pillows that then escalated into a brilliant pillow fight. Lucy was a force to be reckoned with. For
  someone so small, she could pack a punch. Comes from having brothers, she said as she blasted Mac around the head.


  It was only much later, when the girls were settling down into sleeping bags, that Becca remembered what we had found in the loft. It always makes me laugh when we have a
  sleepover at the Axfords because each of us could have our own room with its own telly and bathroom, but we still choose to sleep in one room on the floor in sleeping bags so that we can all
  be together. Apart from Squidge and Mac, that is; they get relegated to a boys room as Mr Axford says he doesnt want any hanky-panky going on.


  Hey, Cat, did you get that box open after Id gone? asked Becca as she snuggled in on the floor next to me.


  Nope, I said. Not yet. I couldnt find the key, but it has to turn up somewhere.


  What box? asked Nesta.


  We were clearing out the loft earlier and found  well, its not really a box, I explained, its made out of metal, like an old tool box, only bigger.
  Its like a metal trunk.


  It was behind the water tank, said Lia, and looked like it hadnt been touched for years.


  Oh wow, how fantastic, said Izzie. A mystery.


  Yeah. Fabola, said Nesta.


  Any idea what might be in it? asked TJ.


  Not really, I said, although secretly I did. Becca and Lia hadnt noticed, but I had straight away. Two letters were painted in red on the side of the trunk: L.M. I
  was sure it was L.M. for Laura Morgan. Morgan was my mums maiden name. Laura was her first name. The box had belonged to my mother. I had no idea what might be in there, but I knew that if
  and when I got it open, I wanted to be on my own.


  Hey, Cat. Truth, Dare, Kiss, Promise? said Izzie.


  Er . . . promise.


  OK. You have to promise to tell us whats in the box as soon as you find out. I cant bear an unsolved mystery.


  Sure, I promised. But no one could see that I had my fingers crossed. There might be anything in that box for all I knew.


  


End of sample
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