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Chapter 1

The Bridesmaid of Frankenstein
Lucy’s jaw dropped
when I came out of the bathroom.

‘Izzie! What on
earth
have you done?’ she cried.

‘It’s different,’ said Nesta.

Both of them stared at me like I’d stepped out of a horror movie.

‘Do you like it?’ I asked, giving them a twirl.

It was the day of the wedding of my boring stepsister Amelia to the equally boring Jeremy and I had to be bridesmaid with my other stepsister Claudia. Typically, Amelia chose a disgusting dress
for me. Emerald green satin. Empire line. Awful.

But then I’d had an idea.

‘I had to do something,’ I said. ‘I looked like I had a starring role in a Jane Austen costume drama.’

‘Yes,’ said Nesta, still gawping, ‘but
green
hair?’

‘It matches perfectly,’ I grinned. ‘Don’t you like it?’

‘I think it looks fab,’ said Lucy. ‘But what about school? Mrs Allen will kill you.’

‘Oh it washes out after a week. It’s only mousse. But I’m not going to tell Mum that.’

I looked at my reflection in my bedroom mirror. ‘I like it and I think I might keep it in until Monday at least.’

‘Won’t your mum make you wash it out?’ asked Nesta.

‘She’s been dashing about all morning and the car will be here any minute so by the time she sees me, it’ll be too late.’

Lucy giggled. ‘You look like an Irish colleen. All that emerald makes your eyes look even greener than normal.’

‘Then my grandma would have been proud – Irish roots and all that. Geddit? Emerald green roots?’

They were staring at me as if I’d gone mad.

‘
Hair
roots, dummies.’

‘More like she’ll turn in her grave,’ said Nesta. ‘I don’t think wearing green stretched as far as hair.’

‘Maybe her ghost will show up at the wedding,’ I said, ‘and when they get to that part where the priest says, “Anyone here got any objection?” her ghost will rise
up to the ceiling groaning, yes I do, I
do.
My granddaughter has dyed her lovely long brown hair green.’

Lucy and Nesta laughed.

‘Seriously though,’ I continued, ‘I wish you two were coming. It’s not fair. Everyone else was allowed to bring friends, at least to the reception. But then, I suppose
because they’re all grown up it’s one rule for them, another for us.’

‘Well, there might be some decent boys there,’ said Nesta. ‘You can practise my flirting tips.’

‘Fat chance. It’ll be deadly dull. There’s not even a disco. Jeremy’s an accountant and, like Amelia, is from a family of accountants. They even had the wedding cake made
into the shape of a calculator.’

‘What’s her dress like?’ asked Lucy, interested as always in the styles of things. She’s thinking about going to Art college and being a dress designer when she leaves
school.

‘Big meringue. Makes her look enormous even though she’s skinny. In fact, I don’t know how she’ll fit into the wedding car.’

‘If I got married,’ said Nesta, lying back on the cushions like Cleopatra, ‘I’d look fantabulous. Of course, I’ll be famous by then and there will be lots of press
there as all the mags will want to buy the wedding photos.’

‘What would you wear?’ asked Lucy.

‘Something slinky. Figure-hugging. Maybe ivory silk with no back. And I’d have my hair loose, like it is now, right down to my waist. Not stuck up in one of those awful styles a lot
of women choose for their wedding day, you know, beehives, all stuck up on top. And I’d just carry a simple bouquet, a couple of lilies or something. Elegant. And I’ll have the ceremony
in the grounds of my mansion and there’ll be loads of rock stars and celebrities there.’

‘You’d look stunning whatever you wore,’ I said, looking at her stretched out on my bed. Nesta’s easily the best-looking girl in our class, if not our school. She’s
half-Jamaican and half-Italian and has drop-dead gorgissimo looks. She could be a model if she wanted but lately has decided that she’d prefer to be an actress instead.

Lucy’s pretty too but in a different way to Nesta. She’s petite with spiky blonde hair, and looked like an elf, sitting cross-legged in her favourite place on the beanbag on my
floor.

‘What would you wear, Lucy?’ I asked.

Lucy looked out of the window dreamily. ‘I think I’d like to get married in winter, in the snow. In velvet, with a cloak. And little white rosebuds in my hair. I’d arrive at
the church in a horse-drawn carriage and the church would be covered in flowers and ivy . . .’

‘You’re such a romantic, Luce,’ I laughed. ‘As long as you don’t subject your bridesmaids to anything like this awful monstrosity I have to wear.’

‘We would be the bridesmaids, wouldn’t we?’ asked Nesta. ‘Being your best mates an’ all?’

‘Course, but I’d like to have Ben and Jerry as well, as they are my other best friends,’ said Lucy.

‘What?’ exclaimed Nesta. ‘Dogs at a wedding?’

‘Yeah, they could be page-boys.’

Nesta and I had to hold our sides laughing. The idea of two fat Labradors waddling up the aisle with flowers round their necks was too much.

‘Well I’m never getting married,’ I said. ‘What’s the point? So many people split up a couple of years later. Like my mum and dad. Once, I overheard my dad on the
phone saying he thought divorce was nature’s way of saying “I told you so”.’

‘But you might fall in love one day,’ said Lucy. ‘And then you’ll feel differently.’

‘Nah. Look, I’m already fourteen and still not had a proper boyfriend. I’ve never met anyone who’s come even close to what I want.’

‘But if you did?’ insisted Lucy.

‘OK. If I did. Which I
won’t.
I’d wear a red rubber mini-dress and roller-skate up the aisle with an all-singing all-dancing gospel choir in the background.’

‘But I can’t roller-skate,’ said Lucy. ‘And I
have
to be one of the bridesmaids.’

‘Don’t worry. It’s not going to happen. I can’t see me ever falling in love. Especially not if I stay round here. All the boys round here are total Kevins.’

‘Well I wouldn’t want to get married for ages,’ said Nesta. ‘I want to play the field for as long as possible. Why settle for one fruit when you can try the whole
basket?’

‘You’re such a tart,’ said Lucy. ‘Anyway, it’s easy for you, being the boy magnet of North London. But what if you meet someone really special?’

‘What, like Tony?’ teased Nesta.

Poor Lucy went bright red. Tony is Nesta’s elder brother and Lucy has an almighty crush on him.

‘He’s asked me out on a date next week,’ said Lucy shyly.

Nesta looked concerned. ‘And are you going to go?’

‘Course. But I know, I
know,
don’t get too serious. I know what he’s like. A different girl every week.’

‘Don’t you forget it,’ warned Nesta. ‘It’s me and Iz who’d have to pick up the pieces.’

‘I can look after myself,’ said Lucy. ‘But what about you, Iz? What do you want in a boy?’

‘How long have you got?’ I asked. ‘Can I ask the audience? Go fifty-fifty? Phone a friend?’

‘Final answer,’ said Nesta. ‘Give us your final answer.’

I had to think about this. The perfect boy?

‘OK. Good sense of humour. Has to be able to make me laugh. Er, intelligent. I don’t want some thick idiot. Someone I can talk to and have lots in common with.’

‘Good-looking, surely?’ asked Nesta.

‘Yeah. A bit. I mean, I don’t want a pin-up as I think a lot of boys that are way handsome are too cocky . . .’

‘Like Tony,’ said Nesta, looking pointedly at Lucy who ignored her.

‘Er, excuse me,’ I interrupted. ‘I haven’t finished. Final answer for the million dollar boy. GSOH. Intelligent. Generous. Decent looks. A nice bum. Genuinely likes
girls’ company. Clean fingernails and last but not least . . .’

‘Rich,’ said Nesta.

‘Cute,’ said Lucy.

‘No,’ I said, ‘last but not least . . . able to stand on his head and sing “God Save the Queen”.’

Lucy cracked up. ‘You’re mad, Izzie.’

‘Good luck to you,’ said Nesta. ‘I mean, most of it sounds OK but
clean
fingernails? I think you’re pushing it, girl.’

‘Izzie,’ called Mum frantically from downstairs. ‘The car’s here.’

I took a deep breath. ‘Here I go! So. Final final question. Do I look all right? Green and all. Do you think I need more kohl on my eyes?’

‘You look great,’ said Lucy. ‘And let us know how it all goes.’

‘OK, Nesta?’ I asked.

Nesta laughed. ‘Well put it like this. When Amelia sees you, let’s hope love really is blind.’

‘If love is blind,’ I said, ‘then marriage will be an eye-opener.’

‘Yeah, right,’ said Nesta, getting up off my bed and heading for the door. ‘Come on, Luce, I suggest we get out before Mrs Foster sees her and all hell breaks loose.’

Lucy grinned. ‘Yeah. Nice knowing ya, Izzie.’

And with that, the two of them ran for it.

So much for my plan to freak out our headmistress with my green hair on Monday. As soon as we got back from the wedding, Mum marched me upstairs and into the bathroom.
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