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To Deborah and Jeremy, at the start of 
your new adventure
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1
Decisions

I take a selfie.

And another.

I look awful.  I can’t go out like this.  It’s the 
top I’m wearing.  Shaquilla can wear sexy stuff 
like this, but on me it just looks silly.  I haven’t got 
the body for it.  I don’t fill it up.  It makes me look 
stupid.  Like a kid dressing up.

I change my top to a plain white T-shirt.  
Apply more bronzer.  Try to remember how to 
contour my cheekbones.

Selfie.

My lipstick’s wrong.  Too pink.  Where’s that 
other one?

Selfie.

OK, that’ll do.
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I find our group – me, Natalie, Sophie, 
Shaquilla.  Press send.

Wait.  One … Two … Three—

My phone buzzes with a message from Dad.  
Ignore it.  I haven’t got time right now for a long 
chat.

Message from Natalie: Gorgeous as per, babe, 
but what is that top?

I message back: Just an old one of Rosa’s.  Not 
going to wear it …

Panic.  What can I wear?

Message from Shaquilla: What about that 
black one from H&M you bought last week?

She’s reading my mind.  That was the one I 
had on first of all.

I message back: Not sure it works.

Messages from Shaquilla, Natalie and Sophie, 
all saying the same thing: Show us!

I pull the top on.  It’s too tight.  It’s too low cut.  
It’s not me.  I should never have bought it.

Selfie.

Oh God.  Try again.
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Selfie, leaning forward, looking down.  Send it.

Natalie: That’s the one!

Shaquilla: Stunning!

Sophie: Yes!  Babe!

I look in the mirror.  What do they see that I 
don’t see?  But three against one … OK.  It works.  
OK, I’ll wear it.

I message: Thanks, guys!

Dad’s FaceTiming me.  I press the red button 
to decline.

I message Dad: Sorry, I’m busy now.  Talk 
later.

Deep breaths.  Find word game app.  Play 
three rounds.  Feel calmer.

I go downstairs.  Mum’s having breakfast, 
looking at her phone.

“New pictures of Zack!” Mum says, beaming.  
She’s the proudest grandma in London.

“I know,” I reply.  “Rosa sent them to me too.  
So cute!”  I’m the proudest auntie as well.  It’s so 
sad that we’ve never met Zack.  My sister Rosa 
lives in New York now, which was where Zack was 
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born – and Dad lives there too.  Half my family is 
a whole ocean away.

“But there’s another nasty review of the cafe,” 
Mum says.  “It’s terrible.  Avi’s sure these reviews 
are fake.  He’s so worried.”

Avi is my stepdad, and he and Mum opened 
their own cafe six months ago.  It was their 
dream.  But things aren’t going to plan, and 
they’re struggling to get customers.  I try to help 
out as much as I can, but you can’t drag people in 
off the street and make them eat.  And even one 
bad review seems to scare people off.

“Oh, that’s awful,” I say.

Mum looks up.

“Esther!” she says.  “What are you wearing?”

“It’s my new top.  I like it!”  I try to sound as if 
I mean it.

“It’s …” Mum begins.  “You look like you’re 
going to the beach!”

“It’s a crop top, Mum.”

“More like a bikini top.”

“Well, I like it,” I tell her.  “And I’m wearing it.  
So you’ll just have to cope with it.”
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“Do you really think it’s suitable?” Mum asks.  
“I don’t want old men leering at you.”

“Yes, it’s fine,” I say, and I blow her a kiss.  
“I’m 16, Mum.  I can choose my own clothes.”

“Well, I’m not sure about it,” she says.  “Oh, 
hang on, Avi’s texted me.”

And Mum goes back to looking at her phone.


