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ln |oVih5 memory op my dad and hero, Oliver

Thark you for teaching me 1o dream big, work hard, and NEVER give up!
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WEDNESDAY, APRIL 30—4-05 P.M. AT MY LOCKER

Okay, Ive tried REALLY hard 1o be polite about all of #his! But . . . SORRY!! | JUST CAN'T TAKE [T ANYMORE!
I€ | hear MacKenzie Hollister's name one more time, f'm going & . . . SCREAMI!

[ can't believe everyone at this sthool is STILL 4alking about hev. [Es like they've obsessed or something!

I MaeKenzie were heve, she'd LOVE this!”

“If MacKenzie were heve, she'd HATE that!”

“This sthool will never be the same vithout MacKenziel”

“OVG! | miss MacKenzie SO much!”

MACKENZIE! MACKENZIE! MACKENZIE (DI
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ME, HAVING A COVPLETE NERVOUS BREAKDOWN BECAUSE M SO SICK OF EVERYONE TALKING ABOUT
MACKENZIE!

Listen up, people! MaeKenzie's been GONE for an entive week, and she's NOT eoming baek!!



So ery yourself a river, build a bridge, and get over it alveadyl!

Okay, [l admit it

[ was as shotked and surprised as everyone else when she left so abruptly.

But MacKenzie HATED MY GUTS and made wy life totally MISERABLE.

And, o be honest, it seems like she’s STILL heve.

| know this sounds weird, but it's almost like | ean FEEL her presente even now as ['m writing in my diary.

But that's probably because the TACKY JUNK kids are leaving for her IS HOGGING UP ALL THE SPACE AT My LOCKER
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WE, TOTALLY DISGUSTED BY THE JUNK HOGGING UP My SPACE (DI

Pm sure she's LOVING that hev former ex-BFF, Jessica, furned hev empty lotker into a ‘We Miss You, MaeKenziell” shrine,
complete with its own Facebook page/



PUH-LEEZE!
[¥'s dbvious to me that MaeKenzie is STILL manipulating students.

Especially after that very pathetic and overdvamatic FAREWELL LETTER she e-mailed o our sthool newspaper this

morning.
The editor achually published it online for the entive sthool 4 vead.

OMG! MatKenzie went on and on about how she was tived of the needless suffering and had detided 4 end it all by moving
on B 3 much better ylace-

I'm sure she said all that shff 4o make everyone feel SORRY for her.
Just in ¢ase | decide 4o EXPOSE all the TERRIBLE things she did before she left

\)us{‘, H\inking abou": all Hlis s making me so AN&R‘{ | tould chew . . . RDCKQ @”

[ know | probably shouldn't say this, because it's kind of vude. MaeKenzie reminds me of one of those disposable baby diapers!!

THEY'RE BOTH PLASTIC, TOTALLY SELF-ABSORBED, AND FULL OF PooPl!



| STILL haven't go‘H'En over all the mean S'JA'F-F MatKenzie did. Like S(:eal'mg my diavy, b\real('mg info my Miss Know—H‘,—A"
website, sending veally mean fake advice letters & students, and spreading lies and nasty vumors.

And now SHE'S playing the vietim just betause of a silly video someone sent around of her freaking out over a bug in her
haiv?! Yeah, vig,ht’

Anpaay, MacKenzie ended her so-talled suffering at Westehester Country Day Middle Sthool by moving on t a so—talled
better place. . . .

Namely, Nov-th Hampton Hils rbevnational Academy!

s a veally posh prep sthool for the childven of eelebs, politicians, business tyeoons, and voyalty. Although, now that | think
about it, MatKenzie just might £it in with the voyalty at that sthool

Because she’s the biggest DRAMA QUEEN in the history of the universe @” o
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EVERYTHING IS SO UTTERLY
DISQUSTING! | CAN'T EVEN . ..
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MACKENZIE, THE DRAMA QUEEN!

Everyone is also RAVING about her new sthool:



Attording fo MatKenzie, it has a French chef, a Starbucks, viding stables, a spa, a helicopter landing pad, and a plaza of
designer boutiques so kids ¢an shop during lunth and afer sthool hours.

And get this! She said her sthool has ATM mathines in every hall, vight next 4o drinking fountains that dispense seven
different fruit—Flavored waters.

But MatKenzie is suth a pathological LIAR, [ was starting to wonder if hev FAB sthool even existed.

[ wouldn't have been a bit surprised if she'd completely made it up just to impress everyone, when she’s veally being
homesthooled.

So | googled the sehool and attually found its official website.

VG! | eould NOT believe my eyes! . . .
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Callin5 Novth Hamy'&m Hills lv\{:ernab'ona| Atademy “POQ'}" is an unde\rsb‘i{:emen{:"
That place is AMAZING!!

[t veminds me a lot. of Harey Rotter’s sthool, Hogwarts.



[ just hope MacKenzie is finally happy (assuming she actually even goes there).

Hm . . . | wonder if North Hampton Hills would award a full stholavship 1o a very deserving sbudent in exthange for BUG
extermination sevvices?

JUST KIDDING ©,’_’

But hey, it wouldn't be the first sthool 1o make a deal like that RIGHT?!
Anyway, now that MaeKenzie is gone, MY life is going to be PERFECT @l
Ad DRAMA FREE @)

Vell, | need fo stop vamtivg writing and get going,

I'm suﬂ?osed © meet CHoe, Zoey, and Bvandcm at the Cuycaker‘/ in {wen{\/ m'mu{:es, and ' g”LL need change inp my
favorite dvess.

The eupeakes there ave 4 DIE forll

SGUEEEEEEEE!



WEDNESDAY—4-45 P.M AT THE CUPCAKERY

It was veally fun chillaxing vith Chloe, Zoey, and Brandon at the CupCakery.

But inside my head | was doing wy Snoopy “happy dante” while 5|eefu||y counting the number of MINUTES MacKenzie has
been OUT of my life! . ..

12,584, 12,585, 12,586, 12,587, 12,588, 12,581 . . . I

ME, DOING MY SNOOPY “HAPPY DANCE”!!

The fact that MaeKenzie was ACTUALLY gone was FINALLY starting 4o sink in.
[ felt veally HOPEFUL and like | had a whole NEW future ahead of me.

| vas so distracted that at first | didn't notice Brandon staving at me.

Then he blushed and handed me the most beautiful cupeake with a pink heart on it

“Nikki, F'm alad we've hanging out again. | know you've been throuah a lot lately, but [ hope everything is okay,” he said shyly as
he brushed his shagay bangs out of his eyes.

“Brandon, everything is just PERFECT!" | gushed.
Then we just stared at each other and blushed.

All this sbring, gush'mg, and Hush'mg went on, like, FOREVER" B



BRANDON AND ME, STARING, GUSHING, AND BLUSHING AS WE SHARE A CUPCAKE!

M4, it was SO romanﬁc.’



Suddenly dozens of bu{:(:erﬂies started -(:|uH2!rin3 in my stomath.

It made me feel very gigaly and a little queasy. All at the same time. Like [ wanted to . . . vomit . . . vainbow-toloved . . .
CUPCAKE SPRINKLES!

SQUEEEEEEEEEEE ©"
As we stared into eath other's eyes, | ould definitely sense something KA-RAY-ZEE was about to happen.
AGAIN! Lke, ... You koW @1

Chloe and Zoey left from the table near ours 1o 9o t the shop next door 1o get strawberry smoothies. Which meant
Brandon and | weve alone @’

Meve words CANNOT begin to destribe what happened next. . . .
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Then she smiled wickedly and said the most vidieulous thing. . . .

HERE! | THINK THIS CUPCAKE
BELONGS TO YOU GUYS!

)J]

MACKENZIE, RETURNING OUR CUPCAKE!



0\4&’ T\\a{‘, cuycake -Fiasco was so disguS{ing, l (:elt like {‘}\vowihg up AéA 'N @’

That's when | suddenly vealized | was completely WRONG about MacKenzie. She WASN'T gone Lrom vy life foreverll YETII
But [ vas about to “Fix” that little problem.

Howze! By grabbing her wretthed little neck and fw&e—(:eeding her euptakes until ‘Fros{'jng oozed out of her ears.

MaeKenzie vas CRUEL and RUTHLESS! Not only did she RUIN my cupeake dessert, but she vudely INTERRUPTED my
slmost SECOND KIS vith Brandon ()]

(Which, unlike the first kiss, did NOT involve helping the needy children of the world)

[ looked vight info hev beady little eyes and eould see she’d done all that just to undermine wy velationship with Brandon.
“‘WacKenzielll” | gasped in shoek. ‘WHAT are you doing here?!”

{ just came over o say hi. We haven't seen each other in AGES! And wow! You haven't changed a bit, Nikkil”

“Thats probably because it's only been a week, one day, eight hours, (:ifb/—(:ow minutes, and thirty—nine seconds. But hey,
who's counﬁng?_" g l mu&ered.

Then | otally lost it and sereamed, ‘MatKenzie, next time try staying away LONG enough for me f actually start MISSING
\/ou! You know, like maybe twenty-seven YEARSIP But | just said it inside my head, so no one else heard it but me.

| eould not believe what that givl did next!
She totally ignored ME and started FLIRTING shamelessly with BRANDON!!

“So, Brandon, wanna hang out this weekend? [ll tell you about Novth Hampton Hills. You'd love it there. You should bransfer!”
she said, batting her eyelashes all flivtylike as she twirled her hair around and around her finger in a blatant attempt
hyprotize him o do her evil bidding. . . -



MACKENZIE, HAMELESSLY FLIRTING WITH BRANDON!

“Aetually, MacKenzie, Nikki told me everything! Sorey, but | DON'T hang out with SOCIOPATHS!” Brandon said, shooting her
a dirty look.

‘Yell, YOU shouldn't believe everything your lite Lriend tells Yow, Brandon!” MatKenzie snarled. “Especially when she hasn't
been taking her MEDS!

| eould NOT believe that givl was talking TRASH about me vight + my face like that Es\:ecially in front of vy CRUSH!!
Then MaeKenzie strunthed up her nose at me like she smelled something REALLY bad.

“So, Nikki, would you like a Tie Be breath mint? All that GARBAGE you've been SPEWING about me is making your breath
S—”W"’I



“No, MaeKenzie. Actually, YOU need 1o use that breath mint WAY move than | dof You've been talking so much TRASH and
telling so many LIES that YOUR breath stinks worse than my mom's eabbage—and—bologna casserole votting in a hot garbage bag in
July!” | shot back.

That's when MatKenzie got all up in my fate like an ortho vetainer.
“Nikki, you've a worthless FAKE! You shouldn't even be attending WCD. Thank goodness | don't go there anymore.”

“Oh, veally? vell, thark goodness you LEFT! And, MatKenzie, YOXRE suth a FAKE, Bavbie is JEALOUS! But what | don't
undevstand is how You ¢an be so mean and eruel fo other people! Is it because you're so inseture? Sorry, but no one is perfeet Not
even Yow, MaeKenzie. So You ean s{'o? Yv'e{:ending { be”

For a split setond she aetually looked kind of stunned. | guess | must have hit a nevve or something,

O maybe she was wondering how | knew she was obsessed with 4rying 4o be perfect

“Unless your name is Google, You need 1o stop acting like you KNOW everything, Nikkil m WARNING you! £ you go blabbing my
personal business, you've oing 1o vegret it [ve vead your diary, and | know ALL your little seerets. So DON'T mess vith me, or
you and your pathetic friends will be kitked out of WCD so fast it will make your head spin!”

“This is between you and me, MaeKenzie! Just keep my Lriends out of it/ Dragging innotent people into this is NOT Laiel”

“Not FA'R? Really.?_’ ‘{ou know what THAT sounds like? NOT. W PROBLEM’"

[ just stared at her in disbelief as she stared back at me vith her cold, icy blue eyes. Our conversation was intevrupted when
several students walked into the eupeake shop.

And get thisll They were dressed in the EXACT same sthool uniform as MacKenzie!
When she saw them, her mouth dropped ofen and she looked like she had just seen a ghost or something!
Of eourse that immediately made me VERY suspitious.

MatKenzie has lied SO often about SO muth for SO long, | was beginning 1o wonder if she veally even attended North
Hampton Hills.

FINALLY | vas about o find out the TRUTH!

©.’!



WEDNESDAY—5:10 P.M. AT THE CUPCAKERY

OVG! MaeKenzie vas acking otally SCHIZOID!

Just two minutes ago, she was Miss Thang with a funky attitude, talking trash and all up in my face like NOSE HAIR.
But NOW she was a nevvous wretk and more untomfortable than a fat, slimy worm on a hot sidewalk.

And [ was LOVING every minute of it

She frantically wiped the frosting out of her haiv and then said to Brandon and me, Well, | veally should be going now. | have
a fon of homework 1o do. Later!”

But before MaeKenzie could sneak away, her elassmates spotted her and vushed over 4o alk.

She quiekly plastered on a fake smile. . ..



OM4! WHAT ARE
YOU §UYS DOING
HERE?/

Hl, MACKENZIE! WE'RE JUST HANGING
OUT. SO, THESE MUST BE YOUR
BFFS? WERE DYING TO MEET THEM.
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‘Hi theve! i Sol, 'R on, vight? | You and Macinzi cu cop¥le [EV/ o wonder the two of
You weve tro ot rince nd Princess at you ) e Mackenlepss [Ggobably be transferving &
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‘He up, NN [FTEvdY, brd m the editor of z us You helped her with her
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know avepgeall 5V £ s You b orate her old locl(er!
Sh d w it ;




“Yeah! How mary students would volunteer at Fuzzy Friends, vun a book drive Yor the sehool libravy, ice—skate to earn money
{or charity, AND ereate a line of designer fashions for homeless animals?” Sol qushed. “‘MacKenzie's an ANGELY”

That's when [ totally lost it and seveamed, ‘Wow! MatKenzie is just so WONDERFUL! | bet she favts GLITTER to” But | just
said it inside wy head, so no one else heard it but me.

[ was SO freaked out by all the shuff those kids weve saying that | almost. fell out of my chaiv.
It was like MacKenzie had STOLEN my identity or something,

| seviously eonsidered ealling the authorities and having her thrown in jail.

ovel!

Brandon and | weve quietly FUMING!!

We were SO mad, our heads were about t EXPLODE!

But the worst part was that MatKenzie just stood there with this supid grin on her fate, nodding like every word they were
saying was TRUE.

Like, WHO does THAT?!!
It was tlear to me why she'd tried 1o sneak off before they saw her.
It was going 4o et veally complicated veally fast vith TWO Nikki Maxwells in the voom.

| vanted 1o seveam, ‘Will the REAL Nikki Maxwell PLEASE stand upl”
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WHICH NIKKI IS THE REAL ME2!
Completely fed up, Brandon glanted at the door and ¢leared his throat
“Listen, Nikki, it's getting late. | think we should get aoing. [t was veally ice meeting all of you.”

“Yeah, same heve. Hopefully, we'll see you all again soon,” | said sweetly as | plastered a big smile atross my face, ‘IF MaeKenzie
detides o let HER band, Actually, 'm Not Really Sure et, play at your araduation party!”

Then | glared at MaeKenzie like she was a wad of qum shutk 1o the bottom of my shoe.
That's when she started o panic.

“Unm, wait, quys! Please, don’t leave yet. | need & . . . um, explain a few things, okay?”



“Aetually, MatKenzie, [ve already heard auite enough! North Hampton Hills sounds like a veally great school. f'm veally, um . . .
happy for you” | said.

MatKenzie blinked in surprise. “You are? Really? Thanks! Well, um . . . the least | ¢an do is get you quys another cupeake. You
never finished eating the last one.”

“Thanks for the oc‘cer, MaceKenzie. But don't worry about it,” | said.

“Ave You sure? | hear the double chotolate ones are veally aood. But my {avorite is the ved velvet with eream cheese frosting,
O | tould bu\/ You BOTH_" MaeKenzie vambled.

Brandon and | just shook our heads.

1e'd had all we could take of MacKenzie's CRAY-CRAY anties.

All she needed f complete her very bizarve act was some CIRCUS musie.

We quickly headed for the door as MaeKenzie tontinued 4o vetite the eupeake menu.

Then, out of nowhere, she suddenly shouted, “Okay, great! It was ool hanging out with you. | miss you, tool Love you guys!”
Okay, THAT was fotally weivd. What albernate veality vas SHE lving in?

Or vas she just sufering from some obsture disease, like, um . . . early-onset . . . middle—grade . . . DEMENTIAZ
Onte we vere outside, Chloe and Zoey met back up with us in front of the euptake shop.

“Chloe and Zoey! You'll NEVER in a million years guess who we just saw insidel” | exclaimed.

That's when we heard a strange tapping sound.

The four of us gasred and staved at the huge window of the CupCakery in disbelief.

Finally, Chloe and Zoey uttered . . .



UM WAS [T . .. MACKENZIEZI

MatKenzie had pressed her face against the vindow and was frantically waving at us like we weve leaving on a evuise ship or
some{}ning»



Of course we all waved batk at hev.

Both of my BFFs stared at MacKenzie vith perplexed looks on their faces.

“Is she sick or something?” Chloe wondered aloud.

‘WHY is she aeting so . - . strange? And . . . friendl\?” Zoey pondered in awe.

“Lisken, quys! Jusk keep swiling ot her and slovly back avay. Ml cal you later omight and £ill you in” | explained.
Brandon and | said good-bye 1o Chloe and Zoey and then headed across the street fo Fuzzy Friends.

We planned 4 hang ot there for @ half hour unbl my mom picked me up.

Although | hadn't been & Fuzzy Friends in a few weeks, it seemed more like months.

Onte on the sidewalk, Brandon glanted varily over his shoulder at the cupeake shop.

“You know something? MaeKenzie veminds me a lot of the stomach £lu! Just when | think she's gone for good, she comes
voaring back vith a vengeance!”

“Bll me about it | sighed.

It was qite obvious that MacKenzie was up to something. | shuddered at the thought that we were possibly pawns in some
stheme of hevs.

| couldn’t help but wonder whether that illness Brandon had mentioned was CONTAGIOUS.

Betause | had a sinking feeling | was about b contract a veally UGLY case of the MACKENZIE FLU ool

®!.’



WEDNESDAY—5:271 P.M. AT FUZZY FRIENDS

As we valked along, Brandon and | agreed that MatKenzie was always eveating DRAMA just to undermine our friendship.
Whith, BTW, included that nasty vumor that he had kissed me on a bet just fo aet a free pizza. OF course, | was DYING 1o ask
him about it

“So, um, did you atually vin a FREE . . . pizza?”

“Oh, that?” He volled his eyes in embarvassment, “Mr. Zimmerman said a tamera company donated pizza gift cards o owr
photography team. So it had nothing whatsoever 1o do with - . . um, You know.” He blushed. “You didn't believe that silly vumor, did
you?”

“OF tourse not! 'm not THAT stupid. | knew all along that MaeKenzie was lying/ So | didn't believe that vumor for one
setond,” | lied.

As we walked up the sidevalk 1o Fuzzy Friends, | immediately noticed something sbrange. . . .



BRANDON, LOOK! SOMEONE LEFT
A DOG ON THE FRONT STEP!
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BRANDON AND ME, DISCOVERING AN ABANDONED Dog!

It was a beautiful, adorable, well-groomed golden vetriever.
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The dog curiously cotked its head and staved at us. As we approathed, it stood up, wagaed its tail, and seemed 1 be veally
‘Griendl\/-

“Roor thing,” | said. ‘| wonder who left it out heve? And why?”

“Pm not sure. But it doesn't look like one of our dogs.”

Brandon stooped over 1 pat its head and ¢hetked for an D on its eollar.
The dog licked his hand and then bavked as if o say hello.

That's when we noticed the note attached b its eollar.

| opened it and vead it aloud. . . .

Dear Fuzzy Friends,
Unfortunately. I had to move into a senior cifizen building. and no pefs are allowed.

I love Holly very much. so please take good care of her and her critters! I know you will find
her a wonderful home.

Thank you for your kindness!

“Critters? What evitters?” | asked, confused.
“Hmm. This box says For Holly.’ So maybe her toys and shuff ave inside. Let’s take a look,” Brandon said.

Curious, we both peered inside the box. . . .
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WE WERE VERY SHOCKED AND SURPRISED BY WHAT WE FOUNDI!



Lots of cute, sweet, wigg|\/ little PUPPIES! e had a hard fime counting them
e box.

But there seemed 1o be SEVEN in alll And, they weve TOTALLY ADORABLE! . ..



Aww!l
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gister them?” | asked.
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“Then HOW will people know Holly and hev puppies are available for adoption?”
“That's exaetly my point! Right now | don't want ANYONE 1o know Fuzzy Friends has eight more homeless animals, okay?”
“But WHY?! | don't understand!”

Brandon closed his eyes and sighed. “This is serious shuff, Nikki. Ave you SURE you wanna know? ['m warning you! 1€ 1 €l Yow
| might have 4 KILL you” he teased half seriously.

“OV4! Brandon, is something wrong?”

‘Well, aecording 1 our ease manager, Fuzzy Friends has been at full capacity all week- And it aets worse. W won't have voom
un{il Suhda\/ mdrning’ He has acbaally been !re-cusing new animals," Brandom ex\vlained as a look 0(: sheev -C\rusirabon L\re\?{‘, on{p his
fate.

“Well, we tan just get some extra cages and find some space. How about the storage voom?”

“Nikki, it's not that simple. Based on the size of our tenter, we tan onl\/ have a certain number of animals on the premises
beeause of the ¢ity ordinances”

“Oh! ' didn"{: know H\a{:"

| absolutely HATE when this happens, because we've turning away animals, and not all places in the eity have a no—kill polity
like we do. So do you know what that means?” He paused and shook his head sadly.

It fook a few seconds for me b §i5we it out And then wy heart sank!

“Oft NO!" | groaned. ‘I Fuzzy Friends doesn't have voom, that means Holly and her pups can't stay hevel But what if they
end up at..”

| gasped at the HORROR of it all. | could barely bring myself 4 say the words.
.. one of th—those OTHER p—places?!” | stammeved. ‘Brandon, we CAN'T let that happen! What ¢an we do?!”

Vell, | guess we can keep them heve as long as no one knows about it Including our ase manager. [t's a sevious violation that
eould get us shut down, so [ understand his concern. But [ ean't put Holly and her pups at visk like that either. fd NEVER, EVER
forgive myself if . . " His voice eratked and trailed off as he gave Holly a big hug and buried his face in her fur.

She looked at Brandon sadly and whimpered.

Then she licked his fate like he was a human lollipop until £inally he broke intp a big smile. . . .



BRANDON, THE HUMAN LOLLIPOP @.’!

[t was almost like she knew the sevious situation she and her pups were in but didn't want Brandon 1o be upset about it
Brandon’s eyes started 4o glisten and fill with tears. He blinked and quickly wied them away.

“Brandon, are you . . . ckay?!”

Unm, | just had some dust in wy eyes or something. fm . .. fine,” he muttered.



He was obviously LYING! The poor guy locked like his heart had been vipped vight out of his thest | got a huge lump in my
throat and felt like evying foo.

[ felt just horvible for my friend and the eight abandoned dogs he'd alveady fallen in love with. Suddenly | had a huge surge
of energy! Sorry, but | was NOT giving up without a FIGHT! “Listen, Brandon! ['ve got your batk on this! Just tell me what | need
b do,l"

Brandon cotked his head and staved at me in disbelief. “Nikki, ave You SERIoUS?
“As SERIOUS as a HEART ATTACK, dude!”
He grinned from ear to ear. “Yeah, me tool | quess | ean ALWAYS count on you, Nikkil”

Then e gave eath other a high five 4o seal our deal 4 keep Holly and her puppies safe until we could £ind good homes for
H\em.

“So, | hope you've good at keeping secrets,” Brandon said with a trooked smile.

Suddenly it became apparent that the task ahead of us was going 1o be far move diffieult than Brandon and | had EVER
imagined. . . -

“ovig! DID YO JUST SAY ‘SECRETS? a voice squealed in extitement behind us.

Startled, Brandon and | nearly jumped out of owr skins. | could NOT believe someone had been eavesdropping on our very
versonal and private eonversation. e CRINGED and slowly furned around. | was PRAYING that it WASN'T who | ’dnougH:,',’

But, un@oﬂrﬁm&{ﬂy, twasl . ..



HEY, qUYS!
LOVE SECRETS/
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Ht was the second BIG MAC ATTACK that day!

MACKENZIE! AGAIN el



[ suddenly got the very eveepy feeling that she was STALKING us o something/

“So, what's the BIG SECRET?!! You ean trust me. | won't tell a soul, | \>\romise" You guys aren't in any kind of TROUBLE, are
you?” she asked, staving at us suspiciously.

Brandon and | exchanged worvied looks and then gazed nervously at MacKenzie.

It was quite obvious we were both thinking the EXACT same thing. . . -

O, CRUDI!

&



WEDNESDAY—5:35 P.M AT FUZZY FRIENDS

“‘WatKenzie, WHAT ave YOU doing heve?!” | blurted out for the SECOND time today.

“L-iS&n, Nikki, it wasn't M‘/ Faul‘{: those [D'OTE <Fv-om my sthool 50{', their (-'ad: about us all mixed u\>,’ Bu{: that litte accident
WAS my fault; so | wanted to personally deliver this,” she said, opening her designer bag and taking out a eupeake box. | couldn't
believe my eyes! Was MatKenzie attually doing something NICE for a ehange?

“So the ONLY veason you've heve is 1o deliver a euptake?” Brandon asked skeptically.

“Come on,l Don't be ridiCulous_I ‘/ou think | tame here JuS{: 1) SPY on \/ou? PMH—LEEZE’ | have way more IMPORTANT {'}\ings |
tould be doing, like dusb'ng my FABULOUS shoe eollection.”

“Okay, let me get this straight, YOU bought US another cupeake?” | asked, vaising an eyebrow.

MaeKenzie shook her head and giggled sareastieally. . . -



UM, | DIDN'T EXACTLY BUY YOU A NEW CUPCAKE.

BUT ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS PICK OUT THE LINT

AND A FEW STRAY HAIRS, AND YOUR OLD CUPCAKE
wILL BE AS 400D AS NEW! YUM, yuml!

“OMG! MaeKenzie, you SHOUALDN'T havell” | muttered.

| didn't know which was more DB&MSTINQ That nasb/—loolting cuycake or the fact that | had Just thrown up inside my mouth.



“You don't have f thank me_’" MaeKenzie smiled.
“No, | meant it You veally should NOT have done this! ICK! WHAT is that green gooey shuff?” | asked.

‘Who knows!” MacKenzie shrugged. “The waitress at the CupCakery tleaved your table and fossed it But | fished it out of
the garbage and brought it heve because | wanted you two litte LOVEBIRDS 4 have it!”

EWW’ That’s when | theew up in my mouth aga'm-

Brandon and [ just volled our eyes. It was auite obvious that MaeKenzie had something up her sleeve and was just playing mind
games with us.

‘What's wrong? You two don't lock very happy,” she seoffed.

‘Why would we be?” | shot batk. “You've been practically STALKING us!”

‘Well, Miss Smarty—Pants, maybe | wanted to take the stenit voute home today!”

[ narcowed my eyes at hev. “MacKenzie, You WERE spying on us! Just admit it/
“Shut up, Nikkil f've got a perfectly good explanation! | was just, um . . " She hesitated.

| had to admit, MacKenzie looked silly standing theve thinking and making weird faces like she was suffering from severe
Lonsﬁfaﬁon.

[ volled my eyes. ‘Well, we've WAITING! . . "

“Aetually . . . | was, um. Okay, FINE!" She placed her hands on her hips and glared at us. “So what if | was SNOOPING?! Stop
pretending you're so PERFECT! You dirty, LAW-BREAKING, animal shelter . . . um, RULE VIOLATORS! These mangy mutts,
er, [ mean . .. POOR DOGS are in extreme . . . DANGER! Thank goodness | ot heve in time & . . . SAVE THEM”

Brandon and | froze and gasped. . - -



“So you DID hear usl” | said, trying not o panic.

“Every. Shady. Sneaky. DETAIL! | just hope your little seevet doesn't get leaked fo the Channel b investioative news team,”
MatKenzie snarled. “Then Fuzzy Friends will lose its license and be shut down! And every last one of these flea—infested
MATTS vill be out on the street Rrobably getting RUN OV ER! O worse! All because YOU two refused b follow the vules”

Brandon looked like MatKenzie had just slapped him. He staved down at his feet

Her harsh words and aceusations had obviously knotked the wind (and good intentions) vight out of him.



“B\randon, | exfed’zd so muth BETFER ‘Grom le | '('J'\ough'(: You had in*‘zﬁri{\/," ! MaeKenzie stolded him as he l\ung his head

in shame.

‘WHAT is wrong with you, MatKenzie?!” | eried angrily. “You transferred o your dream sthool and have everything you've
ever wanted. Why do you STILL have t DESTROY anything that breathes?”

“Oh, | durno!” She smirked as she ook out hev cell phone. *| guess bad habits are havd 4 break!”
Desgerate, | tried o veason with hev.

“MatKenzie, ean't you see the lives of these innotent animals are at stake?! Not every shelter in this eity is safel” | explained,
Hinl(ing back tears.

Holly must have sensed | was upset or something because she suddenly bared her teeth, growled, and lunged at MaeKenzie.
Brandon grabbed her collar just in time. ‘Whoa, givll Calm down! Everything’s Finel”

Alarmed, MaeKenzie cautiously batked away from Holly. “That dog just tried o ATTACK ME! Keep that thing away from me
or 1l ¢all animal controll That savage beast is . . . DANGEROUS!

VG! | was SO angry, | wanted 1o slap that girl into tomorvow. . . .



NO, MACKENZIE! YOWRE
THE SAVAGE BEAST!!

\ i 1‘ A
“You say that like it's a BAD thing!” She sneeved as she dialed a number on hev ¢ell phone.

Then MatKenzie did the unthinkable.



[t was like she had stooped > a new LOW and started DIG4ING.

“Hello? Is this the Channel & news 4ip hotline? | just found out some divt on a local animal shelter. | think they're ABUSING
anima|s,l ‘fés, l’" hold.”

Brandon looked overwhelmed and totally defeated.

He jusk sak on the step, staring like & zombie and quietly pebting Holly

Thanks to MacKenzie, Brandon stood 1o lose TWO things that he CHERIHED . . .
Fuzzy Friends, and Hally and her pups

His lofty DREAM of helping animals and keeping them safe was auickly turning intp his
WORST NIGHTMARE.

And there wasn't a ‘U\'mg we tould do about i{:_’!

@.’!



WEDNESDAY—5:48 P.M AT FUZZY FRIENDS

Calling 4his FIASCO a righbmare vas an understatement (DI

MaeKenzie was patiently waiting on hold to veport Fuzzy Friends in hopes of elosing it down.
[ had o do SOVETHING! But what?!

[ £inally eame up vith four ideas. Untortunately, eath of them had a DOWNSIDE. . ..

|. THE FUNKY PHONE: | could grab MaeKenzie's cell phone and quitkly toss it into the sewer drain near the turb. Then she
wouldn't have a phone 1o be able o veport us.

But | tould end up in JAIL for destruction of property. And, even worse, o REPLACE her expensive designer phone, Id
probably have fo pay her my weekly allowante for thivteen years, nine months, and two weeks @’

1 THE DIVA DASt Apparently, Holly doesn't like MatKenzie! | eould intervupt her phone call AND exertise Holly, by
alloing the dog 1o thase a sereaming and hysterical MacKenzie all the way home.

But that would probably be CRUELTY 4 an ANIMAL! And a little eruel 4 Holly, ool

3. THE SMASHED CUPCAKE CAPER: | could take that disausting eupeake and shove it down MatKenzie's throat, Then she
WOALDN'T be able  TALK about Fuzzy Friends (or anything else, for that matter).

But that could be MESSY! And possibly vequive a drip to the emergency voom for dottors surgically vemove both the
eupeake and my arm from her throat

4. THE JUST CLONNING AROAND: | eould eonvinte Brandon o vun avay with me and the dogs and Jjoin the eiveus. Then
we'd spend the vest of our lives performing a funny lown act in SUPERewte costumes. . . .



BRANDON, THE DO4S, AND | RUN AWAY AND JOIN THE CIRCUS!!

But then we'd miss our (-\amily and friends. [ve also heard Hney 56": VERY SMELL‘{ on hot summer days’



“They” meaning the CIRCUSES, not our family and friends

After careful consideration, it appeared that the Smushed Cupeake Caper was probably the BEST idea overall.

rot @

This situation was HOPELESS!

My mom was oing o be picking me up any minute now, and ['d have 4o say good-bye 4o Holly and her pups FOREVER!
| sighed sadly and blinked back tears.

| was seriously veconsidering the Cuptake Caper when | tame up vith a wickedly CUNNING new ideal

Yes, it was a long shot, but it was our only hope!

‘Well, Brandon, thanks & MatKenzie, it looks like F\au\/ Friends is going 1o be ¢losed down soon,” | said loud enough for
MatKenzie t hear.

MaeKenzie, who was STILL- on hold, aave me a very smug look.
OVG! | wanted so badly t WIPE that little SMIRK vight off her face, but instead | eontinued.

“Aryway, after dealing vith all this drama, 've worked up a veally big appetite. So | think I'm going b head batk over 4 the
CupCakery f try a few of these awesome tuptakes that MacKenzie vecommended.”

OF eourse Brandon looked at me like | was insane.
“Nikkil HOW ean you be thinking about CUPCAKES at a time like Hhis?!” he extlaimed.

“Mm, betause l’m WN&RY? Anfwa\/, while rm {'}\e\re, Ilm 50&»\5 b kang out with MaCKenzie's new -(:\riends -(:\rom Novth Ham?bn
Hills. They seemed SO friendly. And Pm veally looking forward 1 hearing even more of the fantastic LIES that MacKenzie has
Bld them. But SOVEBODY needs 4o keep it real and tell them the TRUTH! Wonna eome, Brandon? [t should be FUNI”

He finally caught on and gave me a sly grin.

“Sure, Nikkil But let's 4ake the dogs inside First Now that | think about it, Id practieally KILL for a Sweet Revenge Devil's
Food euptake!”

MatKenzie lowered her phone and nevvously EYEBALLED us, all evil-like.
“Don't you DARE talk TRASH about me to my new friends. Better yet, M eoming vith youl!”

“Nol You need to STAY vight heve and save the lives of these POOR dogs!” | said saveastically.



“Do You think | tare about these mﬂng‘/ muH:?,’"



I've been on hold, like, FOREVER!! And | vefuse to waste
any move time on this stupid phone calll

X

Yros i face until it was

enzi down like that?!”

and eould see hefi

ev me, and | 30‘(:
him when he needg

etually said THAT 4o Brandon!

ed like H@

giate what you did

| felt veallylaood that | had

i dlifesaver! And
pet fart 5|i*H:£r



Somehow it just kind of slipped out of my mouth. | was SO embarrassed.

Brandon and | had a veally big laugh at my silly little joke!

“Come on, Nikkil Let's get these dogs inside. | bet they've starving,” Brandon said happily as he picked up the box of puppies.
And he was vight! Holly gobbled her food and then patiently nursed her hungry puppies.

Then the pups played in their bowl of puppy thow like it was one of those plastic. ball pits for toddlers. . . .
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BRANDON AND ME, FEEDING HOLLY AND HER PUPS/

Although we had suctesshully averted a near disaster, Brandon and | STILL needed 4 come up vith a plan.



We had no idea when the dreaded MACKENZIE FLU vas going o STRIKE again/

And, unfortunately, there was no VACCINE!

MaeKenzie is a stheming, tonniving SNAKE, so | knew it would be way oo visky 1o keep the dogs at Fuzzy Friends for the
vest of the week.

That's when | came up vith yet another BRILLIANT idea.

“Listen, Brandon! Why don't we simply take turns taking are of the dogs at our HOVES until Fuzzy Friends has space on
Sunda\/?"

‘I don't know, Nikki. Just one dog is a HUGE vesponsibility. Bking care of eight of them would be EXHAUSTING!”

“eah, but it's ONE dog and seven little puppies. And sinte the mother dog feeds them and stuff, theve's not that much we
need t do. Come on, Brandon!”

After thinking it over for a few minutes, he finally agreed. “Okay, Nikkil [l 4ake the fivst day since they've already heve.
But we'll need 1o £ind more volunteers.”

| knew MY mom would def'mi{:ely say YES o ME keeping the dogs for a dayl Just a few weeks ago she'd let my bratty litte
sister, Brianna, keep Rover the fish (a elassroom peb) at our house for an ENTIRE weekend!



“Pm sure | can keep the dogs for a day fo!” [ said excitedly. “So now we'll only need TWO more people!”
“Great!” Brandon smiled. ‘Why don't you talk o Chloe and Zoey, and [l talk o the quys. | think this plan just might work!”

Aryway, I'm SUPERexcited because [ve always wanted a dog/ Id love it and hug it and kiss it and squeeze it and NEVER,
EveRlet t 6ol squeeeee

And NOW ['m ocing 1o get the chante t take care of Holly and her seven teeny—veeny, eutie—patootie, snuggly—wusaly,
adovable wittle puppies for an ENTIRE {:WEnb/—Fow houvs!ll

Hey, how havd ean it be?/

@w



WEDNESDAY—@:10 P.M. IN My BEDROOV

Okay, there's GOOD NEWS and some BAD NEWS! First the 00D NEWS.

When | told Chloe and Zoey about how Brandon and | had found Holly and hev puppies abandoned on the front step of Fuzzy
Friends, they were SUPERexeited 1o help out

So this is our plan: Brandon will be keeping the dogs toniaht, [l have them tomorvow night, Chloe will have them Friday night,
and Zoey vill have them Saturday right

Then on Sunday morning we'll veturn the dogs to Fuzzy Friends so they tan be placed in loving homes.

Sinte Theodore Swagmive’s family owns the Queasy Cheesy pizza thain, he volunteered a pizza delivery van and driver &
transport the dogs anywhere we need o go.

Okay, now for the BAD NEWS @”
Evev\fﬂ\ing was going as flavmed uh’ﬁl l ran inb a Blﬁ, FAT,- MESSY, {p{:a"\/ une%\?ed‘ed COVPLJCATION @I

After dinner | was helping my mom put dishes into the dishwasher. [t was the perfect time 1o casually mention the dog
situation.

| fold hev that, due 1o a family emergenty, a good friend of mine needed a pet sitter for his dog, Holly (vell, it was kinda
true).

Then | asked BEGGED her 1o PLEASE let me keep the dog overnight on Thursday.

OF eourse, | conveniently left out the part about the dog having seven vambunttious puppies. | didn't want Mom t FREAK
OUT over that very minor litte detail!

But after talking 4o her, it was ME who totally FREAKED OUT. . ..



HONEY, | REALLY WANT TO SAY YES. BUT WE JUST
GOT BRAND-NEW CARPET AND FURNITURE IN THE
FAMILY ROOM TWO WEEKS ABD! SO TS REALLY

BAD TIMING! BUT MAYBE [N A FEW MONTHS, OKAY?

Q7
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ME AND MoV, HAVING A LITTLE CHAT!

Her LAME exeuse about it being ‘bad timing” made no sense WHATSOEVER!/
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What does it matter if the dog has a little aceident on the carpet fomorrow or TWO MONTHS from now?!
Either way you just elean it up! DUt/

Sorey, Mom, but if you let Brianna keep a pet overnight, then WHY ean’t (2l

s NOT faivl

Espetially sinte [m OLDER, more MATURE, and ten times more RESPONSIBLE than Brianna.

Come on! She attidentally murdered poor Rover the Fish by giving him a bubble bath, vemember?!!

Like, WHO does that?!

Mom, if YOU weve an ANIMAL, which of these two people would you want 1o be YOUR pet sitter?! . . .



PLEASE SELECT THE PERFECT PET SITTER!

[ erianne, [ e

PET SITTING PET SITTING
ROVER THE FISH HoLLY
THE D04

iy

N
/4

[ thought soll [ vest my CASE/!

@,

Wom, | don't WANT 4o keep Hally “maybe in a few months”



| want 1o keep her NOW!!
Who knows?! [ might be DEAD in a few months!

And then you'll be ot my funeral SOBBING YOUR EYES OUT and vambling ystevically about how you!l NEVER, EVER
forgive yourself for NOT letting me keep a pet overnight, esecially after you let Brianna do it and she's a lot younger than me.

So thank You, Mom, -(:ov' comyle{el\/ RUIN IN& ™y |'|-Fe, endange\ring eigH‘, innotent dogs, and giVing me LOW SELF—-ESTEEM
which vill probably vequire YEARS of intensive thevapy.

Betause you obviously LOVE Brianna way more than you love me @”

[ need 4 text Brandon and tell him the very bad nevs that my mom ver't et me keep the dos
He's going 1o be veally disappointed. | feel horvible that [ let him down like this.

But vight now fm just o upset

[ plan to spend the vest of the ight just sitting on my bed in my pajamas, STARING at the wall, SULKING.

@m



WEDNESDAY—II5] P.M. IN MY BEDROOM

(That was me screamin5 in FRMSTRATION“)

| have a major yrojec{: due fomorrow in biclogy. And it's an entive thivd of wy grade. Things have been so KA-RAY-ZEE the
past week that ['d COVPLETELY forgotten about it]

The LAST thing | wanted 1o do was to protrastinate and then just throw something together the night before, like | did for
my Moby Dick book veport back in December.

[d made this silly video that stavred Brianna as a whale that said ‘ROARI” So | was shotked and suvprised when | 9ot an At
onit @’

[ decided o finish my SULKING later betause | needed 1o aet started on my bio project. Only | didn't have the slightest idea
wkaH was go'mg i) do.

Then wy mom Yelled, “Nikkil Don't forget 4o 4ake the elothes out of the dryer, fold them up, and put them away BEFORE
You 90 1o bed!” . ..



ME, TAKING LAUNDRY OUT OF THE DRYER

The laundry intluded four pairs of my dad’s long underwear that he wears o work on older days.

They attually look a lot like those one—piete footie pajamas that toddlevs wear.



[ was about o fold up the last one of them when | suddenly got the most brilliant ideal
Sinte Dad stll had three paivs lef4, | decided that he probably wouldn't mind if | borvowed one for my bio project

Besides, he is always harping about how important it is for me o get good grades so | tan gt a stholarship 1 a major
university. And his long underwear would technically be helping me get a aood grade. RIGHTZ?

So | Cowcisca{:ed ‘H\Em, fook out my Pain{ Ahd marl(ers, O‘Ehed my bio|ogy bool(, and 50{ buSN/ at the kitehen {'Able! ce
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ME, DILIGENTLY WORKING ON MY DAD'SEONGUNDERWEAR BlO PROJECT!

[ £inally Finished my project a little before midnight, and | think it eame out pretty good.

Especially considering the fact THAT it was based on a wacky idea | had while folding laundry. | just hope my teather gives me
a passing grade on it

Avyway, now that my bio Pro:)ed: is out of the way, | ean finish SULKING @”



| ean't believe the woman who gave birth to me let Brianna keep a pet overnight but is REFUSING 1o let ME do the EXACT
SAVE THiNG E)

Life is SO unfairll
| guess [l tell Brandon the bad news fomorrow.

[ just hope we can find another pevson to take my plate.

@!!



THURSDAY, MAY |—2:05 P.M IN THE GIRLS’ BATHROOM

| was seviously dreading having o tell Brandon | touldn't keep the dogs.

It didn't help matters that he was happily waiting for me at my lotker. Then he went on and on about how great the dogs weve
doingl

When | finally got up the ourage fo break the news, | intevvupted him and said, ‘Um, Brandon, theres something veally
imyovbh{: | need 1o tell \/cm."

But he said, ‘Really? Because there’s something veally important | need o tell YOU
He starked auching abouct how thankful and lucky he was 4o have me s 3 friend!!
Which made it even MORE diffieult for me 4o tell him.

Then he said, “So, 1l drop the doss by Your house vight after sthool today, okay?”

But before | could answer and say, “Aetually, Brandon, you CAN'T drrop the dogs by my housell That's what fve been 4rying 1o
tell you for the past ten minutes,” he said, ‘Later, Nikli! See You in bio!" and disappeared into the evowded hallway.

The vhole 4hing vas SO FRUSTRATING DIl
So now | had 1o try to explain everything 1o him AGAIN when [ saw him in bio.

Only vight before bio, | went into the girls’ bathroom and stood in front of the mivror and practiced telling Brandon the bad

news.

Bu{: | Fradited fo |on5 and ended up -Ctm\r minutes late 1co\r bio, whith meant I tom\?le{:el\/ missed the thante 4 tell him the
bad news AGAIN!

[ just KNEW my teacher was going 1o be SUPERivvitated vith me for handing my project in late, and maybe even take a few
?oin{’; off.

But the strangest thing happened. . . -



My te

SORRY 'M LATE!
HERE'S MY PROJECT.

Ne)
1

NIKK|, THIS wiLL BE
PERFECT FOR TODAY’S
LESSON! MAY | USE [T?

Eher

etually LOVED my Pro\)ed:.’

She said it was not only eveative, but very vealistie.




As a matker of faet, she was SO impressed that she asked for a volunteer o WEAR it while she taught today's lesson on the
human body.

Then she waited patiently for a student 1o vaise his/her hand.
But | alveady knew she was wasting her time.

Who'd be STUPID enough f wear my dad’s |on3 undevwear with the HUMAN ANATQVTY Pain{ued onitin 'Gron“: of a ¢lassroom
of their middle—school peevs?/

Well, okay!
[l vephrase the question. . . -

WH, other than ME, would be that STUPID?! . . .



CLASS, THIS IS
WHAT THE HUMAN
BODY LOOKS LIKE!
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CLASS, THIS IS WHAT COVPLETE HUMILIATION LOOKS LIKE!

Most of the shudents must have thought the lesson was hilarious, betause they snickered and giggled the entive time | was up



V4! | was SO embarrassed.

[ looked like some . . . FREAK who'd been in a veally bad . . . parachuting accident and had somehow gotten . . . turned inside
ot

Anpway, after elass was over my teather tharked me for ereating suth a wonderful project and sharing it with my classmates.
Then she sugaested | enter it in the citywide stience {aiic that our sthool would be hosting fomorrow after sthool.
Like, WHY would | want o HUMILIATE myself in front of the ENTIRE eity? |

Tkat’s when | Lom\?le{‘zly lost i{‘, and screamed, “"m really SORRY, M. K'mcaid[ Bu{: ' Can'{: distuss ﬂ\e stiente ‘Faiv rigH; now. I
need 1 vush autside, dig a veally deep hole, erawl into it and DIEN”

OF tourse, | just said it inside my head, so no one else heard it but me.

Right now ['m hiding out in the girls’ bathroom writing all this.

Unfortunately, 1l probably NEVER be able t do the laundry again. WHY?

Because 'm ALLERGIC t LONG UNDERWEAR!!

Aryway, | never got a thante 1o talk to Brandon.

So ['ve detided NOT o tell him/

Instead, 'm going to keep the dogs as planned.

Pl just HIDE: them in my bedcom the entive time so that Mom and Dad will never even know theyve in the house.
P sure the dogs vill mostly jusk hang out in theiv cage and eat and sleep all day long
And since the mother dog is theve watching her puppies, that means LESS work for me!
Besides, [l only be HIDING them in my voom for twenty—four hours!

Hey, how havd ¢an it be?/



THURSDAY—5:20 P.M AT HOVE

| thought the sthool day would NEVER end! | was DYING 4 go home so | could get everything veady for Holly and her
puppies

Fiest | eleaned my voom (the last thing | wanted was for one of the dogs & nibble on that ten—day—old moldy pizza slice
under my bed). Then | puppy-proofed it (my voom, not the pizza).

And JusE in tase Brianna detided to SNOOP around onte she got home Lrom sthool, | eleared out enough spate in my tloset
hide the dog cage.

When Brandon finally dropred off the dogs, | extitedly ook them upstairs 4o my bedroom.
ovg! They weve so CUTE, | almost . . . melted ino a . . . puddle of ... sweet, stieky - . - um, goo!

When Chloe and Zoey tame over 1o visit, they immediately fell in love with the dogs fo. . . .
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O [ QUY'S, MEET HOLLY ]

11 | AND HER PupPiES [ | omg TheY'RE
‘ S0 ADORBS!/
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CHLOE AND ZOEY MEET THE DOgS!!

Helly and one sleepy puppy fook a little nap, while the six other pups van around my voom, aetting intp all kinds of mischief.



The smallest puppy cuddled with Brianna's teddy bear, one chewed on a gym sock, while another played hide-and—seek under

They were SO eute I

[ told Chloe and Zoey that my only worry was having 1o leave the dogs alone in my bedvoom for extended periods, like during

meals.

That's when Chloe said she had alveady ﬂ\ougH: about that Problem and had ¢ome up vith the PERFECT solution. She
veathed inf> hev backpak and took out what looked like two old—fashioned eell phones.

Then she said . . .



HERE, NIKKI! YOU CAN USE THIS BABY
MONITOR SET TO LISTEN N
ON THE DO4S WHEN THEY'RE
IN YOUR BEDROOM!

J 1 l

CHLOE GIVES ME A BABY MONITOR SET FOR THE DogS!

Her mom had used it for Chloe’s litte brother when he was an infant



Chloe explained that | was supposed 1o leave the speaker unit in wy bedvoom vith the dogs and take the veceiver part with

me.

Then d be able 4 hear what the dogs vere up % in my bedroom. Now, how COOL. is THAT ()2l This baby monitor vas a
brilliant idea and would make taking cave of the dogs A LOT easier.

‘Until you detide 1o use them, | think we need to hide them somewhere,” Chloe said, looking around the voom. She grabbed my
backpack off my ehair and placed the baby monitor set inside. ‘Perfect!”

“Thanks, Chloe! Now, if | could only get vid of wy parents for the entire evening! 'm afraid they might hear the dogs!”
That's when Zoey said she had alveady thought about that problem and had eome up vith the PERFECT solution.

She veached into hev purse. ‘Heve, Niklil TWO MOV(E TICKETSI” she extlaimed.

“Thanks, Zoey! But how am | supposed o take eight dogs t a MOVIEZ! | asked, eonfused.

“They've NOT for YOU, Si"\/,l They've for Your PARENTS! | bought fickets for the prequel of that new sei—fi bloekbuster! [t
lasts three and a half hours! With the travel time there and back, your parents will be out of the house AND out of your hair
for most of the nigH;’"

| gave Chloe and Zoey a veally big HG! They've the BEST BFFs EVER!!

Thanks 4o them, | was going + be the PERFECT PET SITTER!



THARSDAY—4:30 P-M. AT HOVE

At Fivst | was going 4o keep the dogs a seevet from Brianna.

Mainly because she has a nasty habit of BLABBING any and everybhing fo Mom and Dad.

But there was no vay | was going 4o be able 4o hide eight dogs from Mom and Dad without a little help.
| didn't have a choite but to trust her.

Do You vant 4o know the ONLY 4hing more exhausting than 4aking cave of Brianna?

TBking eare of SEVEN little Briannas vith bigger ears and more hair on their backs.

So it was no surprise when they fell completely head over heels in love vith eath other at first sight; . . .



| LOVE HOLLY AND
HER ADORABLE PUPPIES!!

BRIANNA HUGS HOLLY AND HER PUPPIES!

| didn't vealize how muth she and the Puppies had in tommon:



I. They've veally loud and smell fury.

2. They're wiggly, messy, and like following me around the house.

3. They tould use some additional potty training,

AND

4. They ean get away vith practically anything because they're SO vidieulously CUTE!

They've like sisters and brothers from another mother!

However, the downside is that now Brianna is pestering me nonstop about ‘playing with the doggies.”
[ s in the kitzhen doing my geomedey homework when she valked in

“Nikkil Can | let the doggies out of their cage and play vith them for a little while?

PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE! PLEASE!

“Not undil | £inish my homework, Brianna. £ you let them out of their cage, you have 4o keep a elose eye on the puppies O
else theyll aet into trouble.”

Brianna pondeved what [d just said and tapped hev ehin in thought, “Trouble? Like, what kind of trouble?” she asked.
‘Brianna, if you let the dogs out of their cage, they can get into all SORTS of trouble! Okay?”

“So, do You mean rouble like {ea«ring up the Fi"ows, di%’mg up Mom's Y|av\{:, and Yoo?ing in Dad's 1caVo\r'i<|:e ckair?" she asked
casually, and then batted her eyes all innotentlike.

| urned and staved at my litHe sister in disbelief-
“‘Briannal Don’t tell me you let the dogs out of their cage.?!" | groaned as | slammed my book shut
There was just NO WAY | was acing 1o £inish my homework while babysitting eigivt NINE unvuly arimals.

“Okay! If you DON'T want me o tell you that | let the dogs out of their cage, then | WON'T! Can | have a cookie?” Brianna
quipped-

OMG! | vas SO mad at Brianna that | wanted 4o velease all my frustration by streaming info a pillow
But | couldn’t, because the puppies were busily pulling every ounte of stuffing out of eath one.
Cotton vas stattered everywhere.

It locked like theve had been a major snowstorm vight in the (:amil\/ voom.



That's when Brianna Foin'bzd and said . . .



QREA 9 : Tanna TEve %
ad see @ | ‘— ? |
&I'B fquealed. “'m gordd be the best doggie sitter
5

Feh i AND THE PILLOWS ARE LOSING!!




“Ws quiet. TOO quiet!” | mutteved o myself. ‘Brianna is up 4o something!”
That's when | vated foward the staivs.

‘Briannal What ave you doing vith the dogs?!” | yelled on my way up. But there was no veply. “You'd better answer me, or

»
else. . ..

At the top of the staivs | found a sign, sloppily written in ved erayon.

I was Brianna’s handwriting!l . . .
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eourse, | decided to totally ignore her VERY RUDE and unprofessional sigrs

| had a g00d mind to veport PAW SPA o the Better Business Bureau. But [ digress



[ followed the sound of ¢lassieal spa musie toward Brianna's bedroom.

That's when [ noticed that Mom's battery-powered candles gently lit the hallway, while the floor had been sprinkled with
flower petals for dvamatic effect

Wow. Brianna veally vent all out for this make-believe spa” | thought, “The pink vose etals are achually a rice ouchl”
But she didn't stop at just the voses. A few feet down the hall she had stattered lilats and gardenias.

‘Wit a minute. . . " | frowned. ‘Where did she aet these?!” For some veason, they looked awhully familiar.

Okay, [ was starting o get nevvous

Near my bedroom door | saw seabtered leaves, shrubbery, vigs, and . - - voots?!

Which made me VERY worvied.

But | fotally lost it when | saw the fresh divt and confused worms seattered over Mom's new vug

Brianna's bedroom door was lotked, so | pounded on it vith wy fists.

BRIANNAAAAAAAAANIY | sereamed. | can't believe you completely MATILATED Mrs. Wallabanger's prizewinning flower
garden!l”

That's when a strange little woman wearing fake-diamond tat-eye glasses, a long starf, a kiddie paint apron filled vith Mom's
spa essentials colleetion, six—sizes—tpo-big ved heels, and way too much makeup and jewelry very cautiously opened Brianna's door
and poked her head out

She glaved at me, serunthed up hev nose, and hissed - . -



SHHHHHHHH!

-

ME, BEING SHUSHED BY A STRANGE LITTLE WOVAN!

| eouldn’t believe my eyes! It was . . .



Miss Bri-Bi @21

Also known as Madame Bri—Bri, Fashionista Hairstylist to the Stavs.

And now, apparently, the owner of the trendy new PAW SPA for non—"hoomans’!
She staved at me as | staved at hev.

[ knew vight then and there that | was in for a . ..

VERY!

LONG!

NigHTI!

@.’!



THURSDAY—T7:30 P.M. AT HOVE

“SHHHHHH! Zis eez a velaxation spa, dah—ting!” Miss Bri—Bri stolded me. “Did you not understand zee sign?!”

“Fivst of all, don’t you dare SHUSH mel ['m the one in charge here!” | shot back. “Second of all, Your signs were barely Iegible,’
| hate 1o break it & you, madame, but you can't spell worth BEANS!”

“Sorey, | know nothing about zee beans that you speak of. Miss Bri-Bri ez very busy, dah-ling! Unless you ave a puppy with le
spa veservation, | must ask you 1o leave. We enforte a striet ‘no hoomans allowed’ yolic\/! Read zee sign, pleasel”

Then she slammed the door right in my face. BAMI

“‘Miss Bri-Bril Ev, | mean . . . BRIANNA, I'm about three seconds from going APE CRAZY on you if you don't open this
door!” | grouled. “ONEN ... TWoll ... THREE! . .

Suddehly the door was ﬂung open.

“Dah—ling,’ Please! You MAST calm down. Or [l be forced 1o call SECURITY. BUT if You agree 1o keep all of zee Flowers You
saw in zee hall a big SECRET, then Miss Bri-Bri vill give you a DISCOUNT on le peanut butter {faciall Deal?! ybsel”

| eould ot believe Miss Bri-Bri was trying to BRIBE me/

She ¢ould NEVER buy my SILENCE after completely DESTROYING poor Mrs. Wallabanger’s prized flower garden mext
door!

Although, that DISCOUNT on a fatial DID sound like a pretty good deal!
| LOVE g0ing 1o the spa and getting those faney—sthmaney treabments. But | digress. . . .

“For your information, spas have ALMOND SCRUB facials) NOT peanut butter facials!” | corveeted Miss Bri-Bri. ‘And
PLEASE don't fell me you opened Dad’s allon tontainer of natural no-salt, no—sugar peanut butter that he was saving for his
birthday and put it on the dogs’ faces?”

“Okay, then! Miss Bri-Bri will NOT tell you she opened zee big bivthday bucket of natural peanut butter/ But she NEVER,
EVER put a drip of zee peanut butter on zee dogs’ FACES!” she extlaimed. ‘What kind of a spa do you think this eez? So
please! Do not worry about zat, dah—ling!”

“Thank 5oodness," g ' muttered & m\/sew, and breathed a sigh oF \re|ie1C-

“Bday we have a spetial on zee FULL-BODY peanut butter massage. So [ put zee peanut butter ALL OVER zee DOGS’
BODIES,” Miss Bri-Bri announted proudly. “Now zee dogs eez very velaxed! SEE?”

| looked behind her and gasted!



Holly and her seven puppies were puke brown and covered in peanut butter. . . .

DOGGIES AT THE PAW SPA!



“OMG! What have you done?! These dogs are COVPLETELY tovered in Dad’s BIRTHDAY peanut butter!!” | shrieked
hystevieally.

“Bah! Nonsense!” Miss Bri-Bri waved her hand at me dismissively. | make zee dogs booty—ful. If zee dogs don't look geod, |
don’t look go0d.”

“‘Admit i, Miss Bri-Bri. You totally serewed up. These dogs look like some furballs that a giant eat coughed up after eating
139 peanut butter cockies,” | complained. “Are you even a licensed spa professional?!”

“No need 1 be vude, dah-lingl" Miss Bri-Bri huffed. “Zee situation eez under Cw\‘brou M~/ spa assis‘:Ah{:—in—'brainina, HANS,
has prepared a special bath. All zee peanut-butter—tovered dogs will be squeaky clean very soon. HANS! Please come clean zee
dogs! Now!”

| couldn’t help but voll my eyes when she mentioned her assistant, HANS!
[ vill NEVER, EVER forget that guy!

Hans the TEDDY BEAR was the assistant on duty at SALON BRIANNA the day Miss Bri-Bri actidentally chopped off my
porytail back in February,’

And he's an INCOVPETENT [DIOT!!

But WHATEVER!

Pevsonally, | didn't eare if the TOOTH FARY was acing b help SANTA CLAUS give these dogs a bath.

As long as they were CLEAN, batk in their CAGE, and HIDDEN in my voom before Mom and Dad ot home from the movie!
Miss Bri-Bri and | herded Holly and her puppies into the bathroom 1o put them into the tub for a quick bath.

That's when | vealized we had three very BI§ problems:

I. Her poorly trained teddy bear assistant, HANS, was £loating upside down in the tub.

2. The 4ub wasn't filled with water. I was filled vith . . .

Dzl

AND

3. It wasn't just ordinary mud. The smell of that steaming tesspool was foul enough o peel the baby dutks vight off the
bathroom wallpaper!

“Briannal WHY is there MUAD in this bathtub?!” | sereamed. “And why does it smell like something DIED in the mud and is
STILL in there votting?”



“Uée! e/ Dis mud eez made of zee finest, Filthiest dirt, hand—selected from Mrs. Wallabanger’s MANURE eompost pile by
Miss Bri-—Bri herseu:," she boasbed ‘%u will no‘{: -Find another mud baH\ like it An\[vd'tere in zee wo\rld, dah—ling"
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ME, 6AG6ING AT THE HORRID STENCH OF MISS BRI-BRI'S MANURE AND MAD SPA BATH!

ViG! The hot mud and manure bath smelled so bad, it aetually singed my nose haivs.



It was like [ eould actually TASTE it

EWW!" | gased, and plugged my nose. “That's it, Briannal Im shutting you down!” [ yelled. “This pretend spa is CLOSED.
So\rr\/! But this has 1o be in violation of at least a dozen city health todes!l”

‘But, Nikki, P'm NOT Finished yet!” #issBri=Bwi Brianna whined. “After the mud bath, Hans was going 4 give the dogs a jelly
maniture. See?” She held up a jar of grae jelly and a plastic spoon.

‘WHAT are you talking about? [t's a GEL manieure, NOT ajelly manicurel” | corrected her. ‘Now get your teddy bear out of
this tub so | ean elean up this STINKY mess!"

“Hans? HANS! Get out of that tub or \/ou're FIREDI” Miss Bri-Bri seveamed as she grabbed his leg and tugaed on him rea"\/
hard.

THIS is what happened. . . -
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And by the time Brianna and | had chased down the dogs and herded them BACK into their cage, we weve tovered with
manure, et vater, and PEANUT BUTTER &I

Surprisinaly, taking care of the EIGHT doos has NOT been my most diffieult task. [s been taking care of Miss—Bri=Bri
Briarnal

Sorvy, but all vight she’s been acking ke a PACK OF WILD Dogs G

The last time | ¢heeked, Hans was still £loating in the pilet, Which wasn't so bad, eonsidering the fact that the ilet was ten
times more sanitary than that manure mud bath!!

The dogs were FILTHY.

The bathroom was FILTHY.

And even Brianna and | weve FILTHY.

There was just no WAY [ could elean up all this FILTH before my parents aot home.
Unless they were coming home in two weeks!

My mom and dad were going to FREAK when they distovered not ONE dog, but EIGHT sticky, peanut-butter—tovered dogs
hiding inside their FILTHY house!

[ was a complete FAILURE! And the WORST pet sitter EVERI!
Although, judaing from the looks of Brianna, | was probably an even WORSE babysitter @’

So | detided o do what any normal vesponsible teen would do when faced with EIGHT dogs and ONE bratty little sister
tovered in manuve, tilet water, and peanut butter.

| flopped down in the middle of the bathroom floor . . .
Closed my eyes . . .

And burst into TEARS!

@.’!



THURSDAY—8:00 P.M. AT HOVE

| don't know exaetly how long [d been lying on the bathroom floor erying. | just vemember hearing the doorbell vinging and
wondering three things:

I Why Mom and Dad were home so early from the movie theater

2. Why they were vinging the doorbell instead of using their key to the front door.

AND

3. Whether they weve going 1 ground me until my SENIOR year of high school or my FRESHMAN year of collese.
Finally, #issBri-Bri Brianna poked her head in the bathroom and told me what | alveady knew:

“Nikki, you better come downstairs auitk! Someone is at the front door ringing the doorbelll” she extlaimed. “And if it's Mom
and Dad, f'm going t go lock myself in my bedroom and play Princess Sugar Plum. But if they've REALLY mad, just tell them |
van away. Okay?”

[ eould NOT believe Brianna was just going 1o throw me under the bus like that! This whole thing was HER ideal Miss Bri-Bri's
PAW SPA vas a HOT MESS!!

DING-DON&! DING-DONG! DING-DoNG!
JUST GREAT @’ | ould tell Mom and Dad were mad Just by the way they were ringing the doorbell.

Still covered in tilet water, manure, and peanut butter, | sadly trudged downstairs 1o answer the door. All | could veally say
1o wy parents was that | was truly sorvy, | had learned my lesson, and | would NEVER, EVER lie 4 them or hide anything from
them AGAIN!

[ slowly opened the front door and was completely shotked 4o see - . -



... BRANDON?!
“BRANDONI! omg! WHAT ave you doing here?” | gasped.

“Nikki, are you okay?” " he asked, locking panicked. ‘| ealled your tell o see how things weve going with the doas. And, well . . .
Bhis veally weird lady vith a thitk accent answered. She said you touldn't come o the phone betause you weve veally mad about



the peanut butter and mud and you were trying in the bathroom! She said something about hands being in the toilet and you
tlosing her pa’s sra’ None of it made any sensel And then she ‘)us(: HUNG UP on me! [t was so . . . BIZARRE!

WHATZ!” | sputteved.

| was SHOCKED! Brianna had attually answered MY ¢ell phone and TALKED o Brandon?!!

| could NOT believe that girl was putting ALL my pevsonal business in the STREETS like that!

Brandon eontinued. ‘| thought | had the wrong number, so | ¢alled back again. The same lady answered and told me not 1o call
her again or she was contacting the cops. Anyway, since | was right in the neighborhood working on a projeet, | thought fd Just
drop by to make sure everything was okay! You and the dogs ARE okay, vight?! That lady veally had me worried. And, um . . .
what's that SMELL?! PEW!" he said, blinking his eyes veally fast like the odor was stinging them or something,

Sorvy but | vas NOT about 4 4ell Brandon the 4ruth. That he had 4rustzd me vith the doss and | vas 3 COVPLETE and
UTTER FAILURE 3 a pet sitter ()1

So [ detided {n‘)us(: LIE about how [d vead in Zen Thing magazine that washing dogs in Yeﬂnu‘(‘, butter and wawuve Com?osf
killed all fleas (within ten miles) and gave them veally shiny coats.

And yes! It had turned out to be a bit messier than | had antitipated.

So | was in the protess of ¢leaning (the dogs, my little sister, Hans the teddy bear, and half of the entive upstairs).
Then | detided 4 change the subject

“So, Brandon, you said you were in the neighborhood?”

“eah. | was attually right next door in the white house. My good friend Max Crumbly and | ave working on our project for
the stiente fair. s due fomorrow.”

“That house?” | asked, surprised. “You weve at M. Iﬁéllabanger's?!"

“Yeah, Mrs. Wallabanger is Max's gvandmo{'}\evr_’ Our yrojec{ is talled Using Distillation 1o Turn Dirty Water into Clean Drinking
Water.”

“Wow, Brandon! Our bio teacher mentioned the stiente fair. Your project sounds veally complicated.”

“Actually, it's not [t involves taking dirty water and furning it into clean drinking water. With enough vesearth, one day this
process tould help provide clean water to Third World nations. Anpway, for our project 1o work, we need to use dirty water
otturring naburally in the environment”

“That's {b‘{‘a"y amar_ing’" | sushed»



‘W& planned o use dirty vunokk water from Mes. Wallabanger’s compost pile. But we just discovered that it's gone. So it looks
like we might not be entering the stience fair after all.”

‘Wow] What happened?” | asked, ¢onterned.

I know it sounds hard 1o believe, but it looks like someone vandalized her batkyard and stole her compost They also took a
few of her prized flowers. Max's grandma insists her arehfrenemy, Trixie Claire Jewel-Hollister, is behind it They've been vivals
since high sthool. Mes. Wllabanger has been winning first place in all the loal £lower shows lately, and she says Trixie Hollister is a
vith, spoiled, jealous SORE LOSER”

| was almost sure that Hollister lady was probably MacKenzie's grandmother or grandaunt
| felt bad they were blaming her, but | didn't want f throw Brianna under the bus either.

“Well, Fm veally sory fo hear you and Max might not be enteving the stiente fair because— Wit a minute! | think [ just might
have some manure—]| mean, COVPOST—lying around that | don't need!”

Brandon locked surprised. “You do?! Really?! Wow; thats aveat nes! Can we borvow some for our project?”

“Actually, you can have ALL of it! [ was planning to get vid of it anpway. But [l need a little help, if you guys don't mind.”
So | tleaned the FILTHY TOLET.

Brandon tleaned the FILTHY BATHTUB (he veally liked Miss Bri-Bri's ‘SPA MAD).

And his friend Max eleaned the FILTHY DOGS in Mes. Wallabanger’s batkyard. . . .



MAX, GIVING HOLLY AND THE PUPPIES A BATH!

bly. He was nice, fviendl\/, smart, and, ALMOST as CUTE as Brandon!

d me 1 his good friend



NIKX|, MEET MY 00D FRIEND
MAX CRUMBLY! HE'S
MRS. WALLABANGER’S GRANDSON!

Brandon said Max is a veally qood artist (ke ME]) and attends South Ridge publie middle sthool just down the street
They both thanked me for helping them out vith their stiente project and invited me to attend.

Anyway, by the time my parents got home from the movie, everything and everyone was squeaky elean and fast asleep!



Vs, | admit that. the evening was a COVPLETE DISASTER!/

WHY did | EVER think | eould fake cave of EIGHT doos when | eould barely keep a PET ROCK alive?!

But, in the end, everything worked out just fine!

Maybe Mss Bri-Bri's full-body peanut butter massage DID velax the doas. They've been quiet as mice all right
[ just hore tomorvow will be a lot less DRAMA!

Mom and Dad are chaperoning an all-day field 4rip t the Westehester Zoo for Brianna's ¢lass. So the three of them will
alveady be gone by the time | get up.

Il just let the dogs romp, play, and nap in my bedvoom (with their pee—pee mat) until | get home from sehool.

THEN, by the time wy family is back from the field 4rip, Brandon will have picked up the dogs and taken them 4o Chloe's
house, and my pet sitting duties will be wccessfull\/ completed!

Which means | vill have kept EIGHT dogs vight under my parents’ noses for twenty—four hours without them EVER suspecting
a H\inﬂ_’

Am | NOT an EVIL. GENIUS?!
WWA-HA-HA—HA!

Well, Id better get some sleep!

©.’!



FRIDAY, MAY 2100 AM AT HOVE

AAAAAAAAAAAAAARI
(M was me screamin5 in TERRDRI)

At fivst | didn't know if | was actually dreaming or awake. | was praying the very horrible THING | saw was just a veally bad
righbmave/

 had awakened, showered, and gotten dressed. Then d taken eare of Holly and her pups.

They were in my room playing and vomping around when | went downstaivs t grab breakfast and head off 4o sthool.
WARNING! This is the seary NIGHTMARE part!

Just like the vietims people in those horror movies, | was supposed 1o be home alone!

So, | ’{D‘{’B"Y FREAKED when | walked into the kitehen and saw . . .



3
#
2

Is
(al,

-

i@}h}n '

A
\

ME, IN SHOCK MM IS STILL. HOVEE, WHEN SHE WAS SUPPOSED To BE GONE!

| was like, “Uwm, good morning, Movml So. .. WHAT ARE \/W DOING HERE?”"
Mom locked at me kind of dyange ‘Well, rigH; now ['m mal(ing a eup of eoffee”

‘What | meant was, arent you and Dad supposed o be gone all day? You know, chaperoning Brianna's elass at the zoo?”



“‘Actually, it was canteled due fo a forecast of thundershowers. And since [ve alveady taken the time off from work, |
decided 1 just stay home and velax.”

‘WHAT?! You've staying HOVEZ!! ALL DAY?! Ave you SUREZ" | gasped.
“\és, I'm swe! Hone\/, are You -Feel'mg okay? You kind oF look like ywousﬁ saw a GHOST or someﬂning’"

“Ad:.all\/, Mom, | FeH:Jusl: ‘Cine wntil | walked into this kitchen. Now | wanna throw u?! E\r, what | mean is . . . ‘/ESI "m ot sick
atall. And f'm feeling very fine, actually,” | babbled.

Okay, | had a HUMONGOUS problem!

There was no way | eould leave the dogs in my bedvoom with Mom in the house all day.
And even if | stashed them in the garage, she'd probably stumble upon them out there, too.
[ needed 4o aet them out of the house, and FAST!

If one of the puppies even SNEEZED, there was a good ¢hance Mom would hear it, all alone in the house vith eight dogs @

Unlike my SCHOOL, whith was busy, erowded, and practically a Z00!

That place was usually so NOISY, | could BARELY hear my own THOUGHTS!

As trazy as it sounded, | didn't have a ehoice but 1o take the dogs t SCHOOL with mell
Or $ace the WRATH OF mom &

[ 4exted Chloe and Zoey and made them aware of the impending CATASTROPHE!

They told me to vemain talm and meet them at the side door near the sthool library ASAP.
But | STILL had 4o vesalve TWO very minor, yet important, auestions.

Sinte no one orders pizzas for breakfast at 7:00 am., Gueasy Cheesy was still tlosed and their drivers were not available. So
HOW was | supposed 1o tonvinte my mom or dad f drive me and EIGHT dogs o sthool? Without them EVER distovering the, um,
Dogs?

That's when | suddenly vemembered that wy BFFs and | were meeting near the LIBRARY. And it had lots and lots of
BOOKS.

So | grabbed a mavker, paper, blanket, and wagon and eveated the perfeet doggie disquise. . . -
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[ had barely finished covering the dog cage with Brianna’s old baby blanket when | suddenly heard the garage door open.

Brianna's eyes got as big as saucers, and she looked like she was about {0 wet her pants.
When | tuened around, Dad was standing there with a mug of eoffee, STARING vight at the DOG CAGE.

(Wﬁ’ l was SO s‘:arﬂed, l almost lost my bis(,uib—'n'—g\rav\/ break«cash



Dad looked at the dog ¢age and then at me and then back at the dog cage again. | thought for suve | was BUSTED!

Until he said, “So, Nikki, it looks like you've oing 1o need help getting those library books o sehool. [l go unloek the van and
load you up.”

| vas speechless. And very happy

My dad had volunteered 4 4ake me and the dogs “brary books” 4 school

“Thanks, Dad” [ said.  veally appretiate it”

“Thats  BI§ load of books! Where did you £ind them, Nikki?” he asked, daking a s of coffee

“Actually, someone left them all on a doorstep, and ['ve been taking care of them until | could find them a home. Wéll, A
HOVE in our sthool LIBRARY, of ¢coursel” | explained nervously.

Dad unlotked the van door and went batk into the house 1 let Mom know he was driving me 4o sehool.
[ quickly wheeled the ‘books” out 1o the van, and Brianna helped me load everything inside before he veturned.

As Dad pulled out of the driveway, | turned on the vadio and blasted his favorite aclden oldies music station so loud | thought
my ears weve 9oing 1o bleed.

Luckily, the loud musie made it almost impossible for Dad 4 hear the dogs bark.

BUT if he had glanced at the “fibravy books” behind him, he would have been in for a veally big surprise. . . .



My heart was pounding in my thest like the bass t my favorite vap song as | adjusted the blanket & cover the turious puppies.

WHAT WAS | THINKING Bzl



| must have been suu:ering from TE/VPORAR‘{ INSANW when | tame up vith the RIDICULOUS idea b\ring eigH: dogs b
sthool.

[ vas alveady DREADING my day at sehool!

And it hadn't even started yet

@!!



FRIDAY—155 A.M AT SCHOOL

As planned, Chloe and Zoey were waiting for me by the side door near the library.

“th, quys!” [ jumped out of the van, grabbed their arms, and led them 1o the batk of the van so Dad eouldn't hear.
“So, vill you help me unload the, um . . . BOOKS?!"

“Books?” Zoey asked. ‘What books?”

| gave her and Chloe a wink.

“Ohl THOSE books! Sure!” Zoey said.

“Nikki, what happened & the DOGS?” Chloe blurted out “Ave they still in your bedvoom?! | thought you were bringing them

with you to sthool today and—

Zoey gave Chloe a swifit kick 4o shut her up.

“ON! That hurt!” Chloe whined.

“Need any help, girls?” Dad asked, standing vight behind us.

V! He nearly stared the Kibbles ' Bits out of s [ veally vished he'd STOP sneaking up on peofle like that
He opened the batk door of the van and reathed for the load of ‘“library books”

“NOP" | said, grabbing his hand. ‘| mean, no thanks, Dad! We g0t this. Mes. Peach would fire us from working at the library. You

undersfand, rigH:.? "

“Not veally. But fine” He shrugged. “You kids are more nervous than a wet eat! s like You've trying to smugale mice into
cheese faetory or something!”

Not quite! We were trying to smuggle eight dogs into a middle sthool
Chloe, Zoey, and | looked at each other and giggled nervously.

Not betause his ")oke was -"\mnf, but because Ho"\/’s $ail was hanging out -From undev the blanket . . .



S0, GIRLS! UM . . .
WHAT'S SO FUNNY?
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After Chloe, Zoey, and | unloaded the dog cage and wagon, we waved good-bye t wy dad, and wheeled the ‘books” int the
library.

“Keeping the cage in here might be visky!” [ said, looking around. ‘What if Mrs. Peath sees the sign and thinks it's actually
library books?”



“‘Maybe if we change the sign 1 ‘GARBAGE, she won't look?” Chloe reasoned. “But then she might throw it out. | know! How
about ‘SNAKES'? Then she wouldn't 9o near W’

“Nol Ve should hide the dogs in a safe, {op seevet place that only WE know about Like, hmmm . . . ) Zoey said, tapping her
hin.

Suddenly we all had the exact same idea. . . -
“THE JANITOR'S CLOSET" ve yelled excitedly.

W auickly wheeled the cage down the hall to the janitor’s eloset, . . .
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“feah, betause if someone Finds those dogs in the janitor's eloset, f'm POSITIVE we'll be KICKED out of this sehool like a
SOCCER BALLY" Chloe added in a whisper-

| was like, thanks a lot, Chloe!

After hearing her positive thouaht, | was more WORRIED than EVER!/

®!.’



FRIDAY—@:27 AM IN HOVEROOM CLASS

The elasscoom was so quiet, you could hear a pin dvop. Then . . .
Boow SPLASH! BARK! yIP-YIP! CRASH

The loud noises from my baclqvack startled me so badly | Pradjta"y \)um\zd out of my seat 0‘46’ [t sounded like pure puppy

Yandemonium!
| immediately vegretted that 'd turned up the volume of the baby monitor so high.

| ALSO immediately vearetted that | hadn't ehecked fo make sure Chloe had CLOSED that CAGE DOOR after vefilling
Holl's vater boul I

Every single person in the room heard it, intluding Chloe and Zoey. [ totally panicked.

My startled teacher stopped writing on the board, walked over to my desk, and gavked at me. . . .



QOODNESS! WHAT IS
ALL THAT NoOISE?/

ME, DISRUPTING THE CLASS WITH MY VERY NOISY ‘STOMACH SOUNDS”

“Nikki, are you ckay?!” she asked, locking very tonterned.



“Uh . . . have you ever been so queasy that your stomath sounds like seven dogs fighting in a whility eloset?! That's fotally me
rigH: how_’" | grabbed my stomath and Falced a very loud and Yaiwcul moan.

My teacher shuddeved at the thought

“‘Actually, no, | haven't Thankfully!” she muttered.

YIP-YIP! BANG! SQUEAL! BARK! CRASH/

Sorey! But 4his could get veally ualy” | ssid, and then maaned veally long and loud like  moose with a bad 4oothathe.
Mostly [ was trying my hardest £ over up the noise coming from my backpatk.

Bk | dor’t hink it vas working,

“m veally worried about you, Nikki! Did you maybe eat something that. did’t agvee with you?!” my teacher asked.

‘ﬂrobably,’ Remember that blue ¢heese mataroni asserole from lunth Yesterday? Only it was acbually more of a moldy green
eolor and smelled like fermented skunk spit? | ate THREE large bowls of it Ugh!”

| vathed as kids frantically scooted their desks out of my puking vange.

Come onl Even if | veally had eaten that shuff, they wouldn't need 1 move away like that
Hey! They'd need & SWIM out of the voom!

P just sayin.

SQUEAL! BARK! CRASH! YIP-yIP! BANG! GRRRR! BARK! YIP! CRASH BANG! CRASH

A few kids were staring at me in horror, like | was possessed/ B\/ the DRUM SECTION of a small middle sthool MARCHING
BAND!

What weve those dogs doing in there?
Chasing BOWLING BALLS? And playing fetth with the MOP BUCKETS?!

“ow! ow! 00000ON!” Zoey suddenly yelled like a coyote howling at the moon. “Eacher, | had {po much of that MOLD-A-
RONI—ex,, | mean, macavoni—tpol | am SOO00 siek!”

Then Chloe joined in. ‘MoO QUACK-QUACK! OINK-OINK! COCK-A-DOODLE-Dooll”
Girlfriend was defini{ely overdoing the theatrics. She sounded like a barnyard at sunvise!

Then, for dramatic effect, | veenaeted that infamous stene from that time MaeKenzie threw up in French elassll . . .



LA BN\
WE'RE GUNNA - (&
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TOE UP!I

CHLOE, ZOEY, AND ME, PRETENDING TO BE VERY SICK!

V4! That's when the entive tlassroom went completely vuts!



Everyone knows that puking can be contagious. 15 probably never BEEN stientiically proven, but STILLI
At least four other kids were holding theiv mouths and starting o lock veally sick too.

Only, wlike Chloe, Zoey, and ME, THOSE kids vee probably REALLY aoing % THROW UP I

Jusk ane kid aebbing sick i class vas SUPERgyass!

Ewwl!

B FOUR at the same 4ime?!

Quadvuple EWW!I

| definitely did' vt 4o be avound vhen THAT haprened.

“Oht NOY" wy teacher eried, suddenly vealizing the gravity of the situation. “All three of you ave IMVEDIATELY excused!
Now HURRY, before your lunch comes back 1o say hello all over wy elean floor! 0! Please! Just 60O

It was aquite ¢lear the teacher had heard about the MACKENZIE PUKE FIASCO. Because THIS lady was NOT having it in
HER elassroom!

Chloe, Zoey, and [ exchanged glantes.

In spite of our very bad acting skills, our plan was cbviusly working!

“Brk You, Eather!” | grimaced.

Then | grabbed wy backpack, and the three of us stagaeved out of the voom all queasylike.

But as soon as | elosed the door, we sprinted down the hall toward the janitor's eloset like we were tompeting in a |00-meter
dash. . ..
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CHLOE, ZOEY, AND ME, RACING DOWN THE HALL TO CHECK ON THE Dogs!



FRIDAY—838 AM IN THE JANITOR'S CLOSET

As we sprinted down the hall, it felt like the jamitor’s eloset was two miles avay.
By the time we veached it; we weve pretty frantic and completely out of breath.
| eaubiously ofened the door, and.the three of us fecked in-

ovg!

| eouldn't believe the HUGE mess those dogs had made!

I gave a whole new meaning to that popular old—sehool song ‘WHO LET THE DOGS OUT"!
Buck mostly, ve couldn't beleve all the FUN the puppies seemed 4o be having,
Everything in there had been . . .

Chewed.

Grawed.

Chipped.

Sevatthed.

Torn.

TBtteved.

Shattered.

Shredded.

Or broken.

But thank goodness!/

The DOGS were all in one piete and doing just Fine. . .-
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There were mounds of powdered detergent, puddles of divty mop water, soap suds, and shredded 4ilet paper everywheve!
Two puppies weve playing with the water hose in the mop sink.

[m no dog whisperer, but | think Holly was totally embarrassed by her puppies anties.

It was hard to believe that sueh LITTLE puppies could make sueh a HUMONGOUS mess. [t actually locked like they'd thrown a
vild house party in there and TRASHED the place!

“{s going 1o take at least an hour 1o clean this mess up,” Zoey groaned. ‘We'll just have o come back and tackle it during
lunch when we have more time.”

“Yeah, | know. But we need 1 get the dogs out of here first,” | muttered.
‘Where else tan we put them?” Chloe asked. ‘Mes. Peach vill be in the library all afternoon, so THAT'S not an option!”

“Guys! | have a REALLY CRAZY idea” | grinned. “And I'm pretty sure it will probably work! Or WRECK our lives and get us
EXPELLED from sthool.”

“Wow, sounds just perfeet!” Zoey veplied sareastically, and volled her eyes.



“Just hear me out,” | said. ‘Principal Winston is out of the building all day today for a meeting at the high sthool. Rigl\{?! Well,
sinte he’s not in his office—"

‘| know!” Chloe interrupted exeitedly. ‘W can Jjust SKIP SCHoOL for the vest of the day and take the dogs MY housel
Sine he’s not heve, he won't know and we won't get EXPELLED! Righ{?!"

“No‘{: exacﬂy, Chloe. Jus(: LISTEN; ol(ay,?" l said, mildl\/ avmo\/ed. ‘We could hide H\e dogs in his oc‘cice, and no one would
EVER find them. That's betause absolutely no one would even DARE go in theve vithout his permission. Unless they were
REALLY, REALLY STUPID or something!l”

Zoey slaped her palm on her Lorehead. “DUHI! Am | the ONLY one who sees the IRONY heve? Sheesh!”

“There’s an [RON in here?!” Chloe asked, looking around. ‘Wheve is it? Like, who would ivon ¢lothes in a")ani{w's tloset? Oooh! |
know! The JANITOR, vight?”

“Chloe! | said ‘IRONY'"" Zoey sighed.

4 know. | heard you the first time. But [ tll don't e any ivon” Chloe mubtered.

“Chloe! There's NO ivon! Trust me,” | said.

‘[ didnt THINK sof Ell that & Zoey,” Chloe grumped.

Come on, Zoey!” [ avaued. “If you have a betker ided, let's hear it”

“Aebuall, | $ink Chloe’s veally stupid idea of SKIPPING sthool is BETTER. And LESS visky,” she grumbled.

| just volled my eyes at Zoey and didn't say a word.

Finally Zoey sighed. ‘Nikki, if you think your plan vill achually work, let's try it/ We definitely CAN'T keep the dogs in here!”

“Great!” | smiled. “Now, listen cavefully, quys. My plan is VERY, VERY simple! ALL we have 1o do is SNEAK the dogs into
Peintipal Winston's office, keep them from totally TRASHING the place like they did the jamitor's tloset, make sure no one

attidentally discovers them, and then SNEAK back into his office at the end of the day and take them home! Like, how hard
tan THAT BE.?,’"

Chloe and Zoey just folded their arms and stared at me.
“So that's the plan. Do you quys have ary questions?” | asked happily.

“fes, | think Chloe and | have the same question,” Zoey mutteved. . . .



ARE YOU KA-RAY-ZEE?!
q )




FRIDAY—8:43 AM N THE SCHOOL OFFICE

Coming up vith the idea to hide the dogs in Rrincipal Winson's office was pretty easy.
However, figuring out HOW 4o get the dogs into Prineipal Winston's office was the havd part So this was the MASTER PLAN!

Chloe was gging 4o lotk herself in a bathroom stall and do-her—very bad-witations ofvariorsbaryard-animats pretend 1 be

siek.
We'd ask the office setretary 1o cheek on Chloe because we were worried about her.

While the secvetary was out of the office, Zoey and | would simply voll the dog cage into Printipal Winston's office and elose

his door-

Sine his office was in a sepavate corvidor from the noisy main office, it would be pretty hard 4 hear the dogs unless they
made a huae vatket

Then, at the end of the day, we'd simply ask fo vetrieve our box of “library books” that had inadvertently ended up in
Printipal Winston's offite instead of in the libravy.

| knew my plan was far—fetehed, ill-¢onteived, and very risky. But | didn't have any other options.
Extept fo tonfess everything to my pavents E

We were stoping out the office when the door opened and the setvetary walked down the hall and disappeared into the
teachers’ lounge.

We touldn't believe our 5ood luek @ ’
With the office temporarily unattended, we'd have the PERFECT opportunity o sneak the dogs into the principal’s office.

We grabbed the wagon and vushed into the office, only b distover some GOOD news and some BAD news. The BAD news was
that there vas a shudent office assistant on duty I

But the GOOD news was that it was our friend MARCY @” .



00D MORNING, NIKKI,
CHLOE, AND ZOEY! S0, How

CAN | HELP YoU ALL?
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OUR 600D FRIEND MARCY IS THE STUDENT OFFICE ASSISTANT ON DUTY!

‘What's up, Marey?” " | said. ‘We have a veally big Lavor we'd like b ask you! [¥s kind of a seevet!”
She staved at the wagon behind us vith a puzzled look on her face. Then she vead the sign and blinked in disbelief
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needs o know what you've doing!” Marey streeched excitedly.

It seemed veally clear from her over—the—top veattion that she must have spotted a puppy peeking out from under the
blarket, or a wayward 4ail wagging or something.

JUST GREAT! e veve so BUSTED (DI
Chloe, Zoe\/, and | went info panit mode.
“Listen, Marey, | ean explain all of this! Just give me a thance! Please!” | pleaded with her.

‘When the setvetary returns Lrom hev break, ['m sure she’s 9oing 1o be as shotked and surprised by what you've doing as | am!
Of course she'll inform Principal Winston the minute he gets baek,” Marty tontinued.

“Actually, Marey, it locks like you've pretty busy here. So we veally should be getting back to elass!” Zoey exclaimed. ‘Have a
rice day!”

But Chloe totally lost it

“Ot NO!l Now we've going 1 get EXPELLED from sthool and our parents are going 4o KILL us!l” she shrieked hystevically as
she grabbed her stomach. UGH! [ think [m going 1o be SICK! For veall Cotk—a—doodle—doo! Mool Oink!”

“Okay, Marey, | won't bother 1o explain what we've brying 1o dof So just forget we weve even heve!” [ said in frustration

“No_l ‘/ou don't have & exyla'm anyﬂ\ing- H‘,’s z\u'rl:e obvious. %u've to"et‘b'ng book donations -(:dr the libravy! AéAlN, RigH:?! ‘{ou
guys are unbelievable! Our sthool is veally lucky 1o have dedicated students like you so villing to give of yourselves. Principal
Winston should give each of you the Student of the Year avard! IM just SO proud and honored f be your Leiend!” Marey
qushed.



“NOW, WHAT CAN | DO To HELP2!

Chloe, Zoey, and [ alanced at eah other and gigaled nevvously.
WHEW! That was ¢lose!
| vas glad Mavey had offered 1o help us.

But after her gloving compliments, asking her 4o ABUSE hev position as student office assistant by helping us smuggle eight
dods into Printipal Winston's office had suddenly gotten a lot harder!

[ had hosen & get involved in all of this to try fo help Brandon save Holly and her puppies.

But 1o involve innotent pecple like my BFFs, and now Mavcy!



[ felt like a SNAKE! A dishonest, manipulative, and very DESPERATE snake!

| didn't have a thoice but fo call my parents and tell them everything. BEFORE [ got my friends and myself intp sevious
trouble.

“Thanks, Marey! So does this mean we've NOT aetting EXPELLED for sneaking Holly and hev puppies info sthool?!” Chloe
blurted out

Zoey gave Chloe a swift kick 1o shut her up-
“OW! That hurt!” Chloe grumped, and shot Zoey a dirty look.

“Puppies?! Did you just say PUPPIES?Y Marey gased excitedly. “OVG! | LOVE puppies! fve been begging my parents & get
one, like, FOREVER! Where are they?! Can | see them?! PLEEEEEEASE!

Okay, that's when | decided NOT 1o call my parents and tell them about Holly and her puppies.
S—s—so what if ['m a s—s—s—sneaky s—s—s—snake @ I

| ld Marey all about Holly and her pups and how we were helping Brandon save them.

Then | let her have a peek at them. . . .



SRUEEEE! TOTAL
CUTENESS OVERLOADI!

T

ME, SHOWING MARCY THE Dogs!!
Marey didn't seem the least bit disappointed that our library books were athually dogs.

And after hearing about our doggie dilemma, Marey agreed that Reinipal Winstn's office would make the PERFECT
hideout until the end of the sthool day @'”



Especially since Printipal Winston wasn't expetted 1o veturn during sehool hours.

“‘Warey, we veally appreciate you offering & help, but are you SURE you want to do this?! If we get cauaht, you could get

detention—or worse” | warned her-

‘Well, & be honest, [m not that worried about detention. | just don't want t be demoted feom office assistant 4o team
uiform assistant, The sweaty guys on owr wrestling team are the worst! After practice their uniforms smell ke Dumpster juice
and swamp 9as!” she complained. ICKII"

“‘Warey, we fotally understand if you've having second thoughts about helping us,” | said sympathetically.
“Yeah, we wouldn't ask you 1o do something this evazy and visky unless it was for a veally good tause,” Zoey explained.
But Chloe was no help whatsoever. She made a sad pouty face like she was about b evy.

“Marty, just look at these eute vittle faces!” Chloe squeaked in baby talk. ‘Don't you just wuv these wittle doggies! Yes, you
willy do”

Almost as if on eue, all eight dogs gave us the biggest, saddest, most angelie puppy—dog eyes EVER!
‘P!’ the four of us qushed.
“Roor wittle puppies ave willy, villy sad!” Chloe said glumly.

“Okay, quys! ['m inl” Mavey sniffed. ‘Td have t be completely HEARTLESS 4 say no o those eute vittle faces. | alveady wuv
"em! [ villy dof”

Chloe, Zoey, and | were so happy, we gave Marty a group hug/

“Thanks, 5uys_’" Marty smiled. “The seeretary will be coming back from her break any minute now. We need 1o get these dogs
moved into Rrim'.i\?a| Winston's office vigh{: away!"

| quess the fact that we were ACTUALLY about 4o hide eight dogs in the printipal's office must have FINALLY sunk in o
something,

Betause suddenly my heart started % pound. And my palms g0t SUPERsweaty. And my stomath started 1o feel very queasy

Lor veall
[ took a deep breath, nodded, and calmly said, “Okay, Marty, let's do this!”
But inside my head | was totally FREAKING OUT!

| wanted 1o vun out of the office hysterically sereaming . ..



[ just hope my KA-RAY-ZEE plan actually works!

@!!



FRIDAY—8:57 A-m IN THE PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE

Moty cavtiously turned the kndb 4o Pincipal Winson's office and . .

cLick!

gl ve nearly Jum\!d out of our skins!

“AAARI” Chloe shrieked, and grabbed my arm.

Okay, so THAT was the LOUDEST doorknob elick EVER!

But STILL

There was no need for Chloe o act like she'd just seen an ax murderer or something,
“CHLOE! Let g0 of my arm” | whisper—shouted.

Sorvy” she mubdered. ‘m jusk 3 little jumpy, okay?”

The four of us nervously tiptoed into the dark office, wheeling the dog cage behind us.
For some veason, it felt veally eveepy in theve.

Like at any second some nighbmarish ereature was going 1o erawl out of the shadows, grab us vith its long, bory elaws, and do
something veally HORRIBLE 1o us!

‘/ou know, like . . .

ENROLL US N SUMMER SCHooL!

EEEEEEEEEK ®.’U

Mavey stopred in the middle of the voom. “SHHHH! Do you quys hear that sound?”
[ definitely heard it/

KMOCKKNOCK!

KMOCKKNOCK!

“Ot NO!" Zoey gasped. | think someone is knotking on the door! We've DOOVED!”

“That's not the door! [t's Chloe’s KNEESI” | said, volling my eyes.



“Hey, | alveady told you | was a little jumpy!” Chloe snarked. “This place feels ke a haunted house or something! Does anyone
have a Flashlight?”

“Thats ¥ | can't handle thil” Marty cried. “Pm aging 45 do vhat | should've done in the begjnning”
She turned and headed straight for the door.

| could NOT believe she would just panie and abandon us like that

‘Wait, Marey! Come back!” | whisper—shouted.

‘Nell, it looks like she’d vather smell funky wrestler uniforms than hang out with us puppy smugglersf" Chloe arumbled.
\‘m["m’"
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CHLOE, ZOEY, AND | FREAK OUT AS MARCY HEADS FOR THE DoeR!
When Marey veathed the door, she stopped.

Then she hit a switeh on the wall, and bright lights flooded the voom.



CHoe, Zoe‘/, and I blinked in su\rY\riSe

“There! lsn't this a lot better?” Marey said as she opened the eurtains on a window. | don't know about you quys, but the
davkness was giving me SERIOUS goose bumps!”

Chloe’s grigh{: subsided as we looked around.
The office was a lot less Bmple of Doom—locking with the lights on.
Actually, it was kind of on the boring side.

Cheesy-locking cevtificates hung on the walls, a bookease was filled with dusty books, and a elotk sat next o a framed family
photo. A big candy jar sat on his desk along vith stacks of papers.

[ eouldn’t help but shudder. Hopefully, today was the FIRST and the LAST time ['d be hanging out in the principal’s office.
| folded the doggje blanket and placed it in the wagon.
All the dogs had cuddled tgether and were about o take their midmorning nap.

| think they've still exhausted from that big party they had in the janitor's eloset, So theyll probably just sleep the vest of
the day. You won't even know they've heve,” | assured Marty.

“Great! [l come back to chetk on them every hour between classes. And if theve’s a problem, Il text you, Nikki,” Marey
explained. “Otherwise, just meet me here after sthool o pitk them up.”

“Thanks, Marty! You've a lifesaver!” | said.

Suddenly Marey froze.

“SHHHHHHHY | hear another strange sound!” she whispered.

SMACK-SMACK! SMACK!

SMACK! SMACK-SMACK!

| definitely heard it ool

Alarmed, Marty, Zoey, and | stared at the door.

Were those footsteps?

OMG! What if the secretary was coming in o place Printipal Winston's mail on his desk and distovered us in here?

| quiekly searehed the voom for a hiding spot.



“Maybe we should hide in that eloset!” | shouted quieﬂ‘f

“Htey, auys! Don't FREAK OUT! 's just ME,” Chloe giggled.

We burned around o see her smacking loudly on the last few pieces of thotolate in Principal Winston's candy‘)ah .

CHLOE, SNARFING DOWN CANDY FROM PRINCIPAL WINSTON'S CANDY JAR!

“Sorey if | sound like a pig! But those mini tandy bar thingies are DELISH



Evidently, in the sixty seconds we had our batks turned, Chloe had somehow erammed most of the eandy bars from that big
candy jar into her dainty little mouth!

Seriously! How did she do $hat?

Does her jaw UNHINGE when she eats, like those huge snakes on the Animal Planet TV shows?!

Anpvay, in spite of Chloe’s noisy feeding renzy, the doos had finally fallen asleep.

Mavey burned out the lights, and we vushed back o the main office.

And just in time, tpo.

As we headed into the hall on our way o elass, the secretary held the door open for us.

“Have a ie day, girls!” She smiled.

“You tpo!” we said, and smiled back at her.

Anyway, thank goodness the dogs are safely hidden away in Frintipal Winston's office, where no one will find them.
Now all | have o do is just survive the vest of the sthool day, which is about FIVE hours.

How HARD can THAT be?!



FRIDAY—NOON N THE JANITOR'S CLOSET

Chloe, Zoey, and [ aobbled down our lunthes as fast as we tould.
Then we snuck out of the tafeteria and vushed sbraight fo the janitor’s tloset as planned.
OMG! The voom looked like it had been hit by a Category 3 hurricane.

It seemed like it was going fo take us FOREVER 1o clean up the HUGE mess those doas had made. Although my BFFs and |
HATED cleaning our bedrooms and LOATHED putting dishes in the dishwasher, we somehow managed fo finish up by the time

lunch was over.
How?!

We donned our vubber gloves and eombined our strength o become the powerful SUPERHERDES known as . . .



THE LEAN, MEAN TEEN
CLEANING MACHINE!

Unforbunately for us, ve also ended up SVELLING like the janitors closet )1

Which is a tombination of s0ap, Bilet bowl ¢leaner, and mus{:\/, moldy W’

Eww Gl



Aryway, Marey has been thecking on the dogs every hour between ctlasses, and she said she'd text me it anything came up. |
haven't heard from her, so NO news is GOOD news "2/

Maybe this whole dog sitting thing is going f work out after all.
Just a few more hours left until the end of the sthool day.

SQUEEEEEN!

©.’!



FRIDAY—1:00 P.M. IN BlOLOGY CLASS

The big stience fair is foday after sthool, and students are alveady setting up in the gym. My bio teacher had a flyer posted
on her wall. . ..

CITYWIDE
SCIENCE FAIR

WESTCHESTER COUNTRY DAY MIGDLE SCHOOL

Friday, May 2nd — 4:00 p.m. to 7:00 pom.
Saturdpy, May Ird — 9:00 g.m, ¢ 4:00 pomy,

CASH PRIZES! #* FOOD! * FUN!

For more info and project entry form,

vigit the WCD Middle School website.




Since half of the students in our biclogy elass were in the gym setting up for the faiv (intluding Brandon @ D, our teacher
fld us we could spend the hour quietly reviewing for our chapter test next week.

[t was nice l\aving the extra time © Sbad\/ bio, but 1o be honest, | was bored out o(: my skull.

Wh/ S{:ud\/ for the bio cha?{-zr test TODA‘/ when | ean Jusf: PROCRASTINATE and s(:ud\/ for it NE)(T WEEK?

Anpway, | just checked my text messages and didn't have any from Marey, so the dogs must be doing ckay @’
And. sehool will be over soon!

BUT jusk in case there [S a problem, | wanted o be 4olally prepared.

So | detided 1o use my tlass time wisely and write an excuse genevator, mostly just for fun @_’! e

EXCUSE GENERATOR FOR WHY THERE ARE EIGHT DOGS IN PRINCIPAL WINSTON'S OFFICE

T Printipal Winston
From: Nikki J. Maxwell
Dear Rrintipal Winston,
You are probably wondering why there are eight dogs in your offite. So, please, allow me £ explain.
But fivst, | sincerely want you to know that f'm just as
O shocked
O eonfused
O hungey
O bald
as You are about this very troubling situation.
| was on my way 1o elass this morning when | thought | heard:
O sevatehing
O barfing

I:I singing




[ “cock—a—doodle—doo”
at one of the exit doors.
| assumed it was just;
[ a pizza delivery guy
O 5 civeus elown
O a vabid squivel
[ a blood thivsty vampire
trying o get in.
So | ofened 4he door just a iy bit 4o gt a auick peck. But before | could sbop them, eight dos aickly van inside.
[ ried o catzh dhem, but they vere faster than
O lighring
O uncontrolled diarvhea
O 5 slug in an ice storm
O 5 vate car driver with four £lat tives
and they somehow disspreared down a halhay
So [ thoroughly seavehed every single:
O elassvoom
O ilet
O locker
[0 garbage Dumpster
but | STILL couldn't £ind them.
This made me so frustrated that | wanted &

[ eat a peanut butter, jelly, and piekle sandvich




O pick my nose

L1 do 4he hokey pokey

[ {ake a bubble bath
and then sob Wysterically

The only place | HADN'T searched was your office! And that was because | didn't want 1o break any school vules and
possibly visk getting:

O expelled from WCD

O an after—school detention

O a severe case of diaper vash

D 5 2it on my nese the size of a vaisin

whih, unfortunately, would become part of my permanent sthool vetord and possibly prevent me from getting
adwitted % a major university.

Sadly, | had no thoice but 4o searth for the dogs in your office
OF tourse, as soon as | found them there, | immediately:

O vet my pants

O fointed

O ok a selfie

[ stepped in doggie poo
which was suth a traumatic experience that it will take me years to vecover.
Fortunately, the dogs vere mevely

L] eating shudent veport cards

O dvinking out of the toilet

[ theving a hole in your leather office thaiv

[ taking a nap




50 Your office was not heavily damaged.

I had just left your office to call Fuzzy Friends Animal Restue Center o pick up the dogs and find them homes,
when | distovered you had veturned and found the dogs in your office.

Il never again open our sthool doors for:

[ eight renegade vetrievers

[ seven prissy poodles

O six yappy Yorkies

[ £ive dorky Dalmatians and a partridge in a pear tree
because | have learned my lesson
Sincevely,

NIKKT J. MAXWELL

®,




FRIDAY—3:05 P.M IN THE SCHOOL. LIBRARY

Is hard 1o believe a day that started so HORRIBLY WRONG is ending so PERFECTLY RIGHT @’
Chloe, Zoey, and | were working in the library as LSAs (libravy shelving assistants) when Brandon stopred by.
Ve both had been veally busy with shff and hadn't seen eath other all day.

“Htey, Nildil | just wanted to thank you again for that compast for my stiente project | gave the leftovers to Mes. Wallabanger,
and she was thrilled. She plans 4 use it t fix hev flower garden”

“No problem! 'm always happy to help.” | smiled.

Then Brandon got SUPERserious. ‘But most of all thark you for helping me with Holly and hev pups. You've been just . . .
AWESOVE!" he gushed as he brushed his shaggy bangs out of his eyes.

Then he, like . . . stared vight into the . . . murky depths of wo fragjle but forbuved . . . soul.

OVG! | thouaht | was going & MELT into a big puddle of stieky goo vight there at the front desk.

SQUEEEEEEE @”
| decided o be per-feetly honest vith Brandon beause TRUE friendship is based on honesty, trust, and mutual vespeet, Right?!

“Thanks, Brandon! | have 4o admit ['ve had some ¢hallenging moments with the dogs. But overall things have gone veally vell,
and H\eylve been a lo“: o'c -Fun!"

Okay, so maybe | wasn't COVPLETELY honest

Yes, | know! | very conveniently left out the fact that my mom had told me | COULDN'T dog sit but | had done it anyway and
kept the dogs hidden in my bedvoom.

And | didn't mention how my mom had decided 1o stay home this morning, which meant | couldn't leave the dogs at the house
as originally planned.

| also skipped the part about me bringing the dogs o sthool today.
And the fact that Chloe, Zoey, and | had hidden them in the janitor's eloset
And how Marty had helped us smuggle them into Brincipal Winston's office while he was out for the day.

So | guess you tould say | basically LIED 4o Brandon by NOT telling him things. Sort of.



But get THIS! He said he planned 4o thank me for all of my help by getting us eupeakes at the CupCakery sometime soon!

SQUEEEEEEEE ©!!

| was veally happy 1o hear that news (and so were those nosy snoops Chloe and Zoeyl) . . .




Anyway, in less than ONE hour, we'll be meeting Marey 4o pick up the dogs from the principal's office.

And then Chloe ill take over.

Chloe and Zoey are both veally LUCKY because THEIR parents know about the dogs. So they won't have to sneak around or
hide them in their bedrooms like | did.

[m just happy [ survived the past {:wen-(:\/—(:our houvs! And so did ALL the dogs[

SQUEEEEEEEEEE @U

| don't mean o brag or anything,
But fve been the . . .
PERFECT.

PET SITTER!

®,



FRIDAY—3:48 P.M AT MY LOCKER

Okayll MAST. NOT. PANIC ®!!

[ just g0t some text messages from MARCY!!

MARCY: Waiting for you guys in Winston's office. Dogs are fine. See you soon.

ME: Great! At my locker vaiting for Chloe and Zoey. Should be theve in about 2 minutes.
MARCY: BTW, dog water bowl is empty. s it okay 1o gjve them more water?

ME: Please do not ofen do tage. So, no vater-

MARCY: Ave you sure? They lock thivsty.

marcy: oopsll G

ME: What happened?!

MARCY: HEEEEEEEELP!!

This is what happened. - . .
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MARCY OPENS THE Dog CAGE Bl

| was about o vush off f vestue Marey when | heard someone ealling my name.



“NIKKI Wit up! | need b talk t you!”
Brandon joaaed up and leaned on my locker, completely out of breath.

“Whew | just van all the way from the gym 1o the library, and then here. But Im glad | caught you before you left! | forgot
o mention this earlier, but is anyone at your house vight now? "

That's when | got another text from Marey.
MARCY: Teying to put dogs batk in cage. Impossible! Where are you quys?!

“AC‘{JAa"\/, Bvandom, my mom is home vigH; now- She didn’{ 90 B work {pday Wh,' do You ask?"

“Great! Sinte | have 1o be at the stiente fair until 7:00 this evening, | just sent the Queasy Cheesy driver t your house to
piek up the dogs and take them to Chloe’s house. Is that okay?”

[ just staved at Brandon vith my mouth danaling open. ‘Wéit a minute! You alveady sent the driver to My HOUSE?!"
“Yés,” Brandon answered.

“TO PICK UP THE Dogs?!’

s

“FROM MY MOVRIIP | practically sereethed.

“Is theve a problem? [ thought you said she was home,” Brandon asked, a little eonfused.

“She i home! Er, | mean, she WAS! Achilly”

That's when | got another text from Marey.
MARCY: WHERE ARE YOUZI!I The dogs are vunning avound and getting into everything!! HELPII

Unm . . . my mom just texted me. She took the dogs . . . ev, SHOPPING! They won't be back for at least an howr.”
“Shopping? Really!” Brandon said. ‘el 1l just tell the driver 1o wait in the driveway until she gets back”
“NO! He ean't] | mean, okay. But after shopping she plans 4 go 4o, um - . . the SPAM

“Nikki, your mom is taking eight dogs shopping and o the spa?l”

(LI (Ve oA I.oasa D .D. M) 0o [ n 1 [ DU 1} [ A



Its @ LAQQIE spal And 1Ts vun DY /Vhss DVi—DVi- She s the lday You spoke © on the Phone Yesterady. |heyll probably ve

there for, like, seventeen hours, so the driver definitely shouldn't wait!”
Then, Chloe and Zoey walked up.
“Hiy Nikki. |s everything okay?” Zoey asked.
“feah, you look a little flustered!” Chloe added.

“Well, things ARE a little erazy vight now!” Brandon explained. “Nikki just gave me an update on the dogs. And some of it is
almost. unbelieVaHe,I”

“You TOLD BRANDON ABOUT THE DOGS?!!" Chloe and Zoey exclaimed.

“YES! [ mean, NOI Sorey, m just veally, veally confused vight now!” | muttered.

“Nikki told me the dogs aren't at her house right now,” Brandon said.

So you know all about us bringing the dogs 1o school today?!” Chloe laughed.

“And them completely trashing the janitor’s eloset?!” Zoey gjagled.

“Nikkc, why are you making those sbrange, ugly faces at us and pointing at Brandon?” Chloe asked.
“00PSP” Chloe and Zoey mumbled.

That's when Brandon started to freak out “Okay, vait a mirute! Did you guys just say you brought the doas o SCHOOL
1oday?! And put them in the JANITOR'S CLOSET?Y

‘No, we DIDN'T jusk say that,” Chloe Fibbed.

Well, Nikki Just tld me her MOV was aking them SHOPPING and 1o a doggie SPAZY” Brandon sid.
“YOUR MOV IS TAKING THE DOGS SHOPPING AND TO A DOGGIE SPAZY” Chloe and Zoey exclaimed.
Well, yes! OF course she didn't” | shrugaed.

“Okay, Nikkil ['m veally eonfused!” Brandon said, shaking his head. “If the dogs are NOT at your house €R in the janitor’s tloset
OR shopping with Your mom OR at the doggie spa, then WHERE in the hetk ARE they?!”

Brandon, Chloe, and Zoey stared at me, like, FOREVER, waiting for my answer.

Suddenly Marey tame vunning down the hall, streaming at the top of her lungs! . ..



HELP! THE DOGS ARE
LOOSE |N PRINCIPAL
WINSTON’S OFFICE!!

Which meant | DIDN'T have 4 answer Brandon's question, beeause MARCY did @’
‘WHAT! The dogs are in Rrincipal Winston's office?l! Ave you quys SERIOUS?!” Brandon groaned.
“As sevious as a HEART ATTACK! we answered.

That's when the five of us frantieally took off vunning & get fo the principal’s office/






FRIDAY—4-09 P.M. IN THE PRINCIPAL'S OFFICE

AAAAAAAAAAAARRRRI
(That was me sdreaming.)
VB! | vas so ANGRY ok myself!

WHY did | think | could secvetly keep eight doos in my bedroom? And then take them to sthool? And hide them in the
janitor’s eloset? And then smuggle them into the printipal’s offite?

WHAT was | {'}\ihl(ing?,l,l_l,’
Av\d Jus{‘, when ' ﬂmgh{ H\ings Cwldnlt gef any worse, {‘J\e\/ did.

When the five of us finally arvived at the principal's office, we tautiously peeked inside. Unfortunately, we saw eight dogs
vunning loose, trashing the office.

AND one very eonfused, ticked—off principal . . .
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Of eourse, when Rrintipal Winston saw us standing there, he fotally lost it! “Can anyone explain 4o me WHY' theve’s a patk of
WILD DOGS vunning loose in my office?!” he yelled.



P sorvy, siel But it's ALL my £—Fault!” | stammered.

“No, it's actually MY fault]” Marey said, hanging her head.

“rincipal Winsbo, | aceept 4otal vesponsibility for these dogs,” Brandon admittzd solemnly.

“Well, [ was involved 1o, sir!” Zoey said glumly.

That's when everyone stared at Chie.

“Hey, | just vaided your candy jar!” Chloe sheugged. ‘m no puppy smuggler!”

| eould NOT believe Chloe was throwing ALL of us undev the bus like that!!

Well, 4he owner of these dogs betker speak up, or 'm going 4o be calling ALL of your pavents!l”

It 9ot SO quiet you could hear a pin drop. Then we heard a friendly voite in the doorway. - . -



EXCUSE ME, PRINCIPAL WINSTON, BUT THESE DO4S ARE
PART OF MY SCIENCE FAIR PROJECT, AND SOMEHOW THEY
ESCAPED! I'M REALLY SORRY ABOUT THAT!

[T WAS MAX CRUMBLY?!

OF course, everyone was shotked o see him standing theve. And poor Rrintipal Winston was so eonfused, he didn't know WHO 4
believe. Until Max ealled Holly over and all eight dogs tatkled him and smothered him with kisses. . . .



Max inbroduted himself 1o the printipal and told him he attended South Ridge Middle Sehool.

He went on to explain that his seiente fair project vith Brandon was Using Distillation to Turn Divty Wter into Clean Drinking
Water.

And it involved taking dirty vunoff water from compost, and bathwater (from the dogs), and furning it into lean drinking
water.



Printipal Winston was VERY impressed vith both Max AND his stiente project And appavently, so were Chloe, Zoey, and
Marey. For some unknown veason, all THREE of them suddenly got a severe case of the giggles.

| could NOT believe that they were achually FLIRTING vith Max like that

Anyway, while Principal Winston thatted with Max, Brandon started 1o gather up the dogs and put them batk in their caae,
and Chloe, Zoey, and Marey tidied up the office.



WELL, | SHOULD PROBABLY GET IT WAS NICE
BACK TO THE SCIENCE FAIR Now. MEETING YOU, MAX!
| SINCERELY APOLO&IZE AGAIN
FOR THE RUNAWAY D0gS.

MAX, DISTRACTING PRINCIPAL WINSTON WHILE WE DID DAMAGE CONTROL!

As Max was about 1o leave, he and Brandon exchanged glantes.



Then Brandon cleared his throat

“Actually, Principal Winston, if it's okay with you, maybe we ean help Max vith the doos.”

“Yeah, we definitely wouldn't want them 4o aet loose during the seiente faiv!” | added.

“That's a good idea!” Printipal Winston agreed. “So why don't all of you help Max keep an eye on them!”

“Now that | ik about it 1l probably just take the doas home before they eause any more 4rouble,” Max veasencd.
“Aetually, Max, | like THAT idea even better!” Frintipal Winston chuckled.

Brandon grabbed the wagon, and the six of us got the heek out of thevel

Once we had made it out into the hall vith the dogs, everyone was SO velieved! W attually high—fived each other.
“Nite work, Crumbly!” Brandon extlaimed.

“OUG] [ thought Printipal Winslom vs gcing o cal cur pavents for surel” | sputtered. “| amast feed my pantsl”

OF tourse everyone laughed at my silly joke.

‘Which veminds me,” Brandon said, | stll need 4 ¢all the driver and tell him NOT o pick up the doos from your house,
Nikkil” He ook out his ¢ell phone. Just have him come 1o the sthool instead!”

Aryway, | managed o survive yet another CATASTROPHE! Thanks t MAX CRUMBLY!

That quy is attually pretty COOLI

©m



FRIDAY—4:45 P.M AT CHLOE'S HOUSE

Right now I'm so completely EXHAUSTED from all of the drama vith the dogs that | could fall over!
Abter ve left the printipal's office, Chloe vushed home 4o aet veady for the dogs.

And since Brandon had o be at the stience faiv, | agreed 4o help deliver them & Chloe’s house.

[ have o admit, | was SUPERvelieved that | DIDN'T have 4o HIDE them from my pavents anmore.

He s a mivacle | vas achually able 4 keep the doss hidden in my bedroom vithaut them Finding vt
After a very noisy trip with the dogs in a van, | anxiously vang Chloes doorbell

DING-DONG! DING-DONG! DING-DONG!

The irst thing | plarned 4 do vhen | g0t back home vas velax in  varm bubble bath (51

No, vait] The upstairs bathvoom sl veeked of manure and peant butter (5. EWWI

Okay. Instead, Id just ehillax by £inishing up a watereolor painting Id started last weekend.

Buct 4hat vas going 4o be difFicult 4o do since the doss had cheved a leg off my artis easel (5.
Well, [ eould always lounge around in my tomfy py's and bunny slippers and just write in my diary @

NOT! The dogs had attidentally peed on my pi's and thewed the ears off my bunny slippers E So mow they looked like big
fuu_y vats (my bunny slippevs, not the dogs)!

My thoughts were intervupted when someone finally answered the door. The person was wearing a surgical mask, surgical
strubs, and latex gloves, and was holding a ean of spray cleaner. . . .



CHLOE?! ls
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ME, WONDERING WY CHLOE WAS DRESSED SO STRANGELY?!

“Hh, Nikki. Yeah, it's me. Did you get my phone message? ['m veally sorvy,” she said alumly.



| burst into giagles.
“Hey there, Doe MeShuflins! Did [ eateh You in the middle of surgery? " | teased.
Chloe pulled down her face mask and alared at me.

“No, Miss Smarty-Pants! | sneezed and it freaked out my untle. So now he's forting me & wear this gebup AND spray the
voom with disinfettant,” she complained. ‘He’s a total germophobe! He just g0t here a few hours ago and is vefusing o 90 batk
his tondo because his next—door heighbor Jus{: ado?‘:ed a...um, D—O—ﬁ’"

WHATZ! Chloe, why did you spell ‘dog?”

“Shhhhh” she hissed, and looked over her shoulder nevvously. “That word will practically send wy uncle into convulsions. So we
have 4 be VERY eareful what we say.”

“Chloe! Who's at the door?!” | heard a man yell from the kitthen. ‘Please tell them they tan't tome inside vithout a face mask
and latex gloves. We have enough germs in this housel”

“Just stop worvying, Untle Carlos! Please!” Chloe answeved, a little ivitated.
He continued. . . .

“And if it's the mailman, please ¢all the Centers for Disease Controll Heaven knows what deadly germs ave living on those
spit-tovered envelopes people have liked that he carries from house 1o house. He's probably spreading the bubonic plague! fm
getting heart palpitations just thinking about it/’

“Unele Carlos, it's just my friend Nikki,” she veplied. ‘PLEASE! Just ehil out!”

“How can | NOT worry when You've standing there with the door ofen? Do you vealize you've letting in dozens of airborne
viruses every minute? No wonder I'm feeling veally sick!” he complained as he sprayed the voom. . . .



CHLOE'S UNCLE CARLLS [S A LITTLE, UM. . . WERRD!

‘Sorry, Nikki. Just ignore him!” she whispeved. ‘So, whats up?”

“Chloe, | HEARD that!” he yelled. “In spite of wy nasal congestion and severe ear infection from wy allergjes, | ean STILL
hear!”

Chloe volled her eyes in feustration.

‘Um, attually, Chloe,” | began, ‘| just came by to dvop off these, wm . . . eight patkages . . . just like e distussed,” | said
avkwardly, and Poin{ed o the doss.



“So | quess you DIDN'T get the message | lef+t on your cell phone,” Chloe sighed.

‘What message?” | asked. “| quess | didn't hear my phone ving. The dogs were SUPERncisy on the trip over here.”
Chloe erinaed when [ said the word “dogs.”

00PS” | muttered. ‘Soreyl”

“DOGS?!” her untle gasped. ‘Did someone just say ‘DOGS'Z! ke them away before | break out in a vash! Oh nol I'm alveady
ctartng o rtch?”

“No, Uncle Carlos! Nikki said ‘DAWGES s Jus{: a slang word for friends’” Chloe Fibbed. “Hey, Nikki, ean you help me out
heve?” she whispered, nudging my arm.

“Yol Lisken up, Chloe!” | suddenly exclaimed very loudly. “Me and my dawas will be chillin’ at Crazy Buraer tonight You down
with that?”

Startled, the smallest puppy looked up at me and barked. Chloe and | both shushed her.
“Chloe! Did | just hear a DOGZ!" her untle yelled.

He coughed overdramatically. “Now f'm getting light-headed and short of breath! [t's probably an asthma attack! Chloe, quitk,
eall qur

“Unele Carlos, you DON'T have asthmal” Chloe grumbled. ‘Besides, you've alveady made me ¢all 9l three times in the past
hour. They've probably blocked our phone number by now!”

“Then use your cell phonel” hee untle argued. “And Jjust because | don't have asthma vight now doesn't mean | won't get it later
{Dd a\/.I"

Chloe looked like she was about o lose it/
“How about | babysit the dogs and YOU babysit my untle?” she mumbled under her breath.
| HEARD that!” her untle shouted again. “Ave you SURE there are no DOGS in this house?!”

“Seriously, Nikki, f'm SO sorvy!” Chloe apologized. ‘My pavents said | couldn't keep the doos anymore because my uncle is going
1o be here for the weekend. And, unfortunately, he says he's allevsie 4 dogs. And Just about EVERYTHING elsel”

“Don’t worry, Chloe. | totally undevstand,” [ assured her.
“How about Zoey? Maybe she ean keep the dogs for two days?” Chloe suggested.

‘| don't think so. Today is her mom's birthday, and Zoey is taking her out to dinner. They'll be gone most of the evening. So |
quess [l just keep them at my house another day.” | sighed.



My smath vas aleady buising i knots at the thought of hiding the dogs from my parents again

Althoush | was exhausted, | febt. even more sorvy for Chle.

Fd much vather spend the weekend with a patk of wild dogs than her whiny, slightly nutty, germophobic untle Carlos.
Chloe offered 4o help load the dogs.

As we walked out to the van, Chloe’s mom was coming in.

‘i, Mes. Gareia.” | smiled.

“Hi, Mom,” Chloe said. “And don"t worry! Holly and her puppies were just leaving.”

“Hi, girls! WOW! The PUPPIES ave ADORABLE!” Mrs. Gartia squealed. ‘Well, v got some areat news for you both!”



ME, HOPING THE GREAT NEWS S THAT UNCLE CARLES IS GOING HOVE!

“The Daisy Girl Seouts are having a sleepover at a neighbor’s house fo earn their pet care badaes. So, Nikki, if s okay with
You, their troop leader, who is also my sister, would LOVE o babysit the dogs since Chloe ean't do it”

[ think that's a great ideal” Chloe extlaimed. ‘And tomorvow, after the sleepover, Mom and | ¢an piek up the dogs and take
them to Zoey's house. | know you've exhausted and need a break, Nikki”

Mes. Gavtia tontinued. ‘M sister loves doas and has one of her own. So Holly and her puppies vill be in go0d hands. And it
be a great expevience for the sixteen little girls. Who knows! You might even £ind a home for one of the pups”

“Actually, that sounds fantastic to me, tool” | said excitedly. 1l just vun this past Brandon & make sure it's ckay with him!”



| talled Brandon on my cell phone and explained the situation with Chloe’s untle and how Mrs. Gartia's sister had volunteered
to wateh the dogs (along with her Daisy troop). Brandon was fotally sold on the idea.

So everything is all set!
Mes. Gartia agreed %o drop the dogs off at the sleepover and then drive me home.
He looks like my doggie DRAMA is over and | SURVIVED!

SQUEEEEEEEEEEEEN!

©.’.’



FRIDAY—5:5 P-M | CAN'T BELIEVE M ACTUALLY HERE! AGAIN DI

Brianna and | had fallen in love vith ALL the dogs, but our favorite was the smallest puppy.

She was SUPER¢ute, turious, and smart, and loved 4o play with Brianna's shuffed amimals.

Although | was veally aing to miss taking eare of the dogs, | felt proud | had been able o help keep them safe.
| also learned that puppies can be as vambunttious as they are CUTE.

Calling Holly's seven puppies a handul was an understatement

They ere like seven vy Tsmarian devils vith puppy breath and v pobly—brainng skills whatsoever.

[ was aleady looking forward 4o seeing them at Fuzzy Friends next week.

Avyway, Chloe and | had no idea where the sleepover was going to be. But as soon as Mrs. Gaveia pulled into the driveway,
Chloe and | instantly vecognized the house.

At first ve totally FREAKED.

Then ve stared in shotk.

Soon ve started 1o snicker.

And then ve giggled.

Finally ve laughed unbl our sides hurt

Between the eight dogs and the sixteen Daisy Girl Seouts (intluding MY bratty little sister, Brianna), we felt veally, veally

MACKENZIE HOLLISTER! . ..



OKAY, Now SIT! |
STAY! STOP! NICE
DOG4IES!!




Eww! D04
QERMS!!
QET THESE

MUTTS AWAY

FROM ME!




Sorry, but MaeKenzie totally deserved every fun—Filled puppy poopy moment!
It was going to be one VERY, VERY long right

Especially after | suggested 1o Brianna that Miss Bri-Bri open a new PAW SPA vight inside MatKenzie's very huge and

luxurious bedroom!

Then she tould provide her peanut butter facials & MaeKenzie's litHe sister, Amanda, the fourteen other givls, AND the
seven dogs for FREE!

Just kidding I
NoTl!
| am suth an evil GENIUS!

MA-HA-HA-HA-HA!



SATURDAY, MAY 3—5:00 P.M. AT BRIANNA'S BALLET CLASS

| was so exhausted from faking eave of the dogs that [ slept past breakfast and lunch.

And by the time | came downstairs f grab a bite to eat, Brianna had gotten home from her sleepover and left the house
303in 1 9o 1o ballet practice.

Whith meant | hadn't gotten a chante 1o talk 1o her all day.

| was absolutely DYING 1o know how everything went with the puppies. And her new PAW SPA @ |

Mom told me Brianna veally enjoyed the sleepover and taking tare of the puppies: And she had earned a pet cave badae,
which meant she’d be a responsible pet owner-

Anypway, | detided 1o vide vith Mom 1o pitk up Brianna from ballet practice.
And when | vent inside b get my sister, | heard some very SCANDALOUS eve!
But first let me make one thing per-feetly clear.

P definitely mot the 4y7e vho spreads nasty RUMORS about other pecple.

And | vefuse 4o GOSSIP behind a person's back (unlike most of the CCPs—the Cute, Cool & Ropular kids—who vill gossip
about you vight o your FACE).

But | couldn't RESIST getting the latest DIRT on a cevtain diary—stealing drama queen who had just transferved to North
Hampton Hills International Academy.

And it came from a VERY veliable source.
Namely, MaeKenzie's little sister, AMANDA.

[ was just minding my own business and $rying o be friendly when | said . . .



Hi, Amandal So, is your sister, What happened at her new
MacKenzie, loving her new school? sehool is a Bl§ SECRET/
I£ | tell MaeKenzie's seevet,
Canta may not brihg, me any

{'.c*ij But | ean tell YOU
because Brianna is my BFF/

ME, TALKING TO MACKENZIE'S LITTLE SISTER, AMANDA!

‘Well, Amanda, if it's a seevet, then you don't have 1o tell me,” | said, gjving her a veassuring hug. ‘But f'm VERY sure Santa
is going £ bring YOU and your BFF, Brianna, lots of fun toys this year because you've the sweetest LITTLE sister a BI§ sister



eould EVER havell” | tred qushed.
“You veally think so?!” Amanda giggled. “Okay, so the big seevet about MatKenzie is—"

‘Wit a minutel” Brianna intereupted, smiling at me like a snake in a pink tubu. ‘Since we've both suth sweet little sistevs, will
you take Amanda and me 1o see Frincess Sugar Plum Saves Baby Unicorn fsland, Part ! PLEEEASEZ!

Wou! A Priness Sugar Plum Movie?! That would be AWESOVE!” Amanda squealed.

| aave Brianna a dirty look.

[ eould NOT believe she was taking advantage of me like this.

But if | wanted 4o get the lowdown on MaeKenzie, | didn't have a ehoite but b give in t Brianna's demands.

“Unm, okay. But, Amanda, we have 1o ask your mom first,” | explained. ‘Now, let's get back t MaeKenzie's big seeret, okay?
So SPILL. [TV

Amanda took a deep breath and began a second time. ‘Well, when MatKenzie went 1o her new sehool, she—"
Yld on®” Brianna intervupted. We've aing 4o need some hot; bubkery popeorn ot the movie.”

‘FINEP [ said, annoyed. Tl get you popeorn!”

“And qummy bears, too!” Brianna added.

That little brat was milking this situation like a daivy cow.

[ eould NOT believe | was being so blatantly manipulated by my own GREEDY little sister!

Like, WHO does that?!l

“OKAY! And gummy bears, tool” | said through gritted teeth ‘But nothing more. That's it! Do you understand?”

Brianna grinned at me like a baby shark. . . .



Nild(i, Youjre
the BEST sister

“‘Now, Amanda, wheve were we before Brianna so RUDELY interrupted us?”

Amanda lowered her voite fo a whisper.

Then she fold me some of the things that had happened 4o MacKenzie at her new sthool
ovel!

The shuff she said was UNBELIEVABLE!

No wonder MaeKenzie had been atting so weird when we saw her at the CupCakery.

| ALMOST felt SORRY for hev!



Notice | said “almost.”
A"fway, | have © S{UF wri{:ing in my diary now.

B celebrate Brianna earning her pet care badge, Mom is letting us have dinner at Crazy Burger!!

SQUEEEEEEEEE !

Pm so hungry vight now, | eould eat one of those silly Styrofoam Crazy Burger hats, googly eyes and alll



SATURDAY—8:30 P-M IN MY BEDROOM

[ just talked 1o Zoey on the phone an howr ago. She told me that Chloe had dropred the dogs off around noon, and Zoey has
been having a blast vith them all day.

It seems so QUIET in MY bediroom now that the doas are gone. | veally miss them.
Anyway, 'm still in shotk about the shuff | heard about MacKenzie today.
Apparently, her first day of sthool went fine and everyone was SUPERfriendly. But her second day was a disaster.

MatKenzie was in the bathroom when a aroup of the most popular girls in the entive sthool came in. They were laughing veally
hard about something, and she heard them mention her name.

So MatKenzie peeked out of her stall and . . .
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... CAUGHT THEM LAUGHING AND MAKING FUN OF THAT VIDEO OF HER WITH THE BUG IN HER HAR!!
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MACKENZIE WAS SO EMBARRASSED AND RUMILIATED THAT SHE HID OUT IN THAT BATHROOM STALL FOR
THREE HOURS, UNTIL SCHOOL WAS OVER!!

And then she ended up with a one—hour a«“:er—sthod detention -(:o\r sl(iﬂ)ihg L|a$s”



Amanda said MaeKenzie HATED the Fo?ubr kids at North HAmP{m Hills because H\ey were mean, snobb\/, and made fun of
her because of the bug video.

OMG! All of that mean—gjrl drama sounded uncomfortably familiav. MacKenzie was being treated by those North Hampton
Hills girls EXACTLY the same way SHE treated ME!

Apparently, some of the kids at her new sthool had labeled MaeKenzie Hollister, THE former Queen Bee of the CCPs . . .

A Blg DORK!

Well, MacKenzie, weleome o the lub @’
Al of this is just SO unbelievably, um . . .
UNBELIEVABLE!

Betause this sounded NOTHING like the CCP MEAN GIRL who'd had a lotker next 4o mine for eight very long months at
WCD.

Come onl WHO in theiv vight mind WOULDN'T love attending a swanky sehool like North Hampton Hills Intevnational Aeademy?!

But Amanda said MacKenzie made up eool shuff about hev life and pretended 4o be someone else so the shudents theve would
like her. Whieh also explains why she had all but stolen MY identity when | met some of her friends at the CupCakery.

Aryway, my tonversation with Amanda was very RUDELY intervupted by a loud, shrill voite.

AMANDAN | tld you © NEVER talk to that litHe BRAT or hev PATHETIC sister again! Let's gof NOWI" MacKenzie
shrieked.

Then she swooped in like a vitious - - . um, vulture, and dragged Amanda away like a . . . dead careass. . . .
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MACKENZIE GRABS AMANDA AND DRAGS HER AWAY!
That's when a smile slowly spread atross Brianna's face.

‘It looks like MaeKenzie is still mad about the Paw Spa | set up in her bedroom during our sleepover!” Brianna giggled.
‘Everybody LOVED it! Extept MatKenzie.”



And get this! MatKenzie didn't say a single word 1o mell
She just sashayed away with her nose stuck in the air like | didn't even exist
l)ust BATE it when that givl sasha\/s,”

Anpaay, it's partially Brianna's fault that | didn't get even more detils about what happened. Amanda couldn’t complete a
£l sentence without Brianna \r‘ude|\/ in{'zwuyﬁng o demand assorted unhe&lﬂy movie snacks.

So if | want t get more DIRT on MatKenzie, it looks like | might actually have o spend an afternoon taking Brianna and
Amanda to Rrincess Sugar Plum Saves Baby Unicorn lsland, Fart 9.

Subfering through yet another of those silly, mind—numbing Princess Sugar Plum movies would be worth it just to stay one step
ahead of MatKenzie and her DRAMAFEST.



SUNDAY, MAY 4—T1:00 P.M. AT HOME

Brandon ¢alled me earlier today vith some veally great news about Fuzzy Friends!
Accwding b the manager, four dogs had been ?i::l(ed up for add‘?ﬁon on Fviday and six on Sabarday.

So as of this morhing, F\au\/ Friends had ten openings for new animals!l

SQUEEEEEEEE ©!!.’

Which meant that there was FINALLY enough space for Holly and her seven puppies!

But this is the evazy part]

ALL THE PUPPIES HAVE ALREADY BEEN ADOPTEDI! AND HoLLY, Tool!

The vet said Holly had pretly much veaned her puppies and they vere eabing solid puppy food.

[ el veally happy and sad ak the same ime! | vould have LOVED o have aobten a dog of my own.

But after wy mom made suth a big fuss about her new furniture and cavpet, | didn't even bother b ask.

Mes. Gareia's sister adopted Holly, and FOUR puppies were adopted by the girls at the pet tare sleepover! WOW!I
So thanks to Chloes unele Carlos, five dogs found homes!

And Marty g0t 3 puppy, and 4o puppies went b ecple on the Fuzzy Friends vaiking list for aolden vedievevs.
[ felt a litte heartbraken knowing those wonder-hl dogs had been placed vith OTHER families.

[ auess MY family would NEVER, EVER get a dog!

| eculdn’t help but blink back tears.

[ now i€s crazy b have aroun so attached o them aFter jusk a few days.

But | feel depressed looking at the outline in the caryet wheve their cage used 4 be.

My vroom is so quiet now, | ean barely sleep at all!

Brianna has been missing the puppies tpo.

Even though | made her swear on her Printess Sugar Plum Pink Baby Unicorn o keep the puppies a BIG SECRET, lately it's
been the ONLY' thing she talks about



“You know who'd veally LOVE these meathalls?” she sighed sadly at the dinner table earlier today. ‘Holly and her seven little
puppies that we hid in Nikki's voom] | veally miss them.”

' wish | tou|d shavre m'f meathalls
with those puppies/
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One part of me wanted o veach atvoss the £able and slap her. And the other part of me was so freaked out that | ¢hoked
on a meathall

Méll, achally cee ALL O‘F me was thoking on that meaﬁza"!



“Nikkil” Mom evied. “Ave you okay?!”

[ ccughed and auiekly quzzled my olass of punth 4 vash the meatball down before my face turned blue.

“Sorry about that! These meathalls ave so delicious, ['m litevally trying & inhale them!” | giggled nervously.

Mom and Dad traded glances vith eath other.

“Now, what were you saying about puppies?” Dad asked Brianna euriously.

“Hey, Briannal” | interrupted, trying despevately to change the subject, ‘How is Oliver doing? | bet he veally likes meathalls toof”
‘e LOVES puppies MORE!" she said glumly. ‘tte said he wanted 4o play vith the puppies you had in your voom.”

Dad furrowed his brow. ‘So, ave these Princess Sugar Plum shuffed puppies?”

“No, Dad! They've Nikki's puppies! And they ave REAL!” Brianna torvected him.

“Aetually, Dad, the puppies aren't veal,” [ explained. “But Brianna likes to pretend they live in wy bedroom.”

“Nuh—uh”" she rvo’oesﬁed “—n\e‘/re veal and You know i{‘! Remember the '&*‘h—u? 7'|"ows in the Family room? Ahd the Yeam‘(‘.
butter and mud from the Paw Spa in the upstairs bathroom? And the dog poop in Mommy and Daddy's voom? And the—"

HA HA HAP" | voared over the sound of her snitehing on me. ‘Doas pooping in Mom and Dad’s room?! OVG! You've
HILARIOUS, Briannal”

“You weren't laughing when you were lying on the middle of the bathroom floor, eovered vith mud, peanut butter, and filet
water!” she yelled, and stuck her tongue out at me.

“Briannal” Mom stolded hev. “That's enough!”

[ could NOT believe that e BRAT was pubing all of wy personal busines in the sireets ke that
Thanks a million, Briannal

Just throw me under the bus so Mom and Dad will around me until my eighteenth birthday.

‘[ don't have the slightest idea WHY Brianna has suddenly been so obsessed vith puppies lately,” | shrugged, all innotentlike.
“Maybe it was that pet care sleepover.”

Dad and Mom exchanged glantes again.
Actually, | was starting 1o feel a little uneasy.

[ eouldn't help but notice that my parents were atting kind of weird 4o



Did they aetually believe Brianna’s evazy story?
“Nikki, after dinner [d like you 1o help me bring in some groteries from the car, okay?” Mom said.
Twenty minutes later, | was earrying in a half dozen bags from Pets—N-Stuff.

“These are groteries?” | asked skeptically. “Mom, | know you've caught Brianna drinking out of the tilet and biting the
mailman onte or chice! Bu'{: -Feed'mg her Doggy Dner puppy thow is a bit drasl:ic, don't You H\ink?!"

“It's a pet food drive for Brianna's troop,” Mom said.

“Hey! What's this stuff?” Brianna asked. ‘Mom, did you buy me some puppy chow ceveal? YUM"
| couldn't believe Brianna attually said that

 ate lots of bacon doagje snacks when Nikki babysat me and the puppies,” she bragged.

Then Dad tame downstairs, carvying a big white box with a huge ved bow on it

‘WOW!" | gasped. Wbs it a new laptop computer 4o veplace the one Brianna had put in the dishwasher?



GIRLS! WE HAVE
A Bl§ SURPRISE

We opened the box and peeked insidell . . .



| A NEW PUPPyell \
A

It was Holl\/'s smallest Pu\?! The one that Brianna and | had fallen in love with!

‘SQUEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!" ve both squealed




YIP! YIP! YIP! YIP!" the puppy barked.
We vere SO happy, ve both started o CRY!

‘Ive been beaging Your mom for a dog for a long time now, and she finally gave in!” Dad boasted. “You girls ean thank me
Ia‘;er!"

‘Well, both of you have been talking about dogs nonstop all week. I made me seriously consider getting one. And when | picked
up Brianna from her sleepover and saw THIS little puppy! | couldn't help but fall in love vith hev. | ealled Fuzzy Friends vight
away and arranged t adopt her!”

“Can we call her DAISY?"” Brianna asked excitedly. “She’s the littlest, cutest, most sweetest dog in the entive world!”

[ fotally agreed. We were so happy and excited that we did a group hug! With DAISY! . ..



THE MAYWELL FAMLY'S NEW PUPPY!!

“Some‘H\ing fold me she was the rigH', doglu Mom said, winl(in5 at Dad
A wave of parancia swept over me. Now, what did THAT litte comment mean?!

[ thought | had just gotten away with the biagest doggie—smuggling operation in Maxwell family history!



But now | was starting + wonder if it was Mom and Dad who'd pulled a fast one on Brianna and me.
Anypway, Holly and her pups had new homes!
WE had an adorable new puppy named Daisy!

And my next week at sehool was going to be DRAMA FREE Lor the first time all yearll

My life vas PERFECT @!!

Until [ got a topy of a parent e-mail from Rrincipal Winston. . . .

TO:Mr.and Mrs. Maxwell

FROM: Principal Winston
RE:Eighth-Grade Student Exchange Week
Dear Parents,

Each year, all eighth-grade students at WCD Middle School
participate in a Student Exchange Week with local schools. We
feel this helps to foster community and good citizenship with both

students and faculty at the host schools.

Your child, Nikki Maxwell, will be attending NORTH HAMPTON
HILLS INTERNATIONAL ACADEMY along with several other WCD
students. Everyone is expected to be on their best behavior, to
follow the student handbook of the host school, and to make

WDC proud. More information about this very important event



will be sent home with students next week. If you have any

questions or concerns, please feel free to contact me.
Sincerely,

Principal Winston

At fivst | thought the letter was some kind of PRANK. But when | theeked the WCD ealendar on our sthool website, sure
enough, the Student Exchange Week was listed as an official event

JUST GREAT ®!!

So now ['m 90ing  be aH:ending sthool with MaeKenzie Ho"id:er?,’,’
Just when | thought that drama queen was out of my life FOREVER, she shows up AGAIN like a veeurring NIGHTMARE!

Although, from what ['ve heard, | think she could probably use my help! Hey, it's veally TOUGH when other kids make you feel
like an outsider.

But you just have 1o believe in YOURSELF! How do | know this? Brobably because - . .

['MSUCH A DORK!

©.’!



Want to see mare of
Brandon and llikkis new friend
Max Crumbly!

M GETTING MY OWN
BOOK SERIES!







NEXT SPRING,

TU DK OUT FOR . .
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