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	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	“Come on, Macy, we’ll be late.” I excitedly dragged my best friend along the path to the front door of The Top Modelistè Fashion and Beauty Agency.

	“All right, all right, stop pulling.” Macy pulled her arm from my grasp and stepped up to the sign above the door. “I can’t believe we signed away our holidays for this,” she groaned, but the huge grin on her face gave away her true thoughts.

	I knew she was as excited as I was that we’d scored two free places in the summer modelling course we were about to start. While modelling wasn’t really our thing, we knew all our fave celebs had gone through this school at one stage or another. Most of the contestants on Next Top Beauty Queen, Shelle Overdrive, our favourite lead singer of our favourite band The Mechanics had done a course, and even Toni Deltucci, the host of our favourite TV show Mind Your Step, one of America’s hottest music shows, was a graduate.

	And now, thanks to seeing the advert in the local paper for a chance for two to win a two week modelling and etiquette course, we had won the competition and would be graduates ourselves.

	I came back to reality when a small group of girls stopped behind us. “Are you going in or what?” one asked.

	My head spun around to see who was talking, and I offered a quick apology. Macy and I pushed open the doors and rushed into the lobby. We all came to a halt at the reception desk.

	“Are you girls here for the new two week modelling course?” a blonde lady whose name tag read Samantha asked as she stood to greet us.

	“Yes,” we all replied in unison and giggled.

	An older blonde woman walked through a door on our right, and we watched in bewildered excitement when we realised it was Patrice Pellcott, owner of Top Modelistè, and mentor and teacher to all who came through her doors.

	I felt my eyes widen so as to take in every detail.

	“Girls,” Patrice called with a swift clap of her hands. “Welcome to Top Modelistè, and welcome to your two week modelling and etiquette course. We will be doing a lot of fun things this week, and hopefully, I will make graceful models out of all of you. If you’ll please follow me, we can get started.”

	Macy and I exchanged wide-eyed looks, grabbed each other’s hands, and with hysterical butterflies in my stomach, we followed Patrice through the door she’d come through.

	It opened into a long red and very glossy hallway with huge frames featuring pictures of graduates on both walls. Mannequins stood beside each frame wearing the same outfit the graduate was wearing in the photo.

	“They look so real,” Macy whispered in my ear.

	“Their eyes are following us,” a girl behind us said. We turned and looked at her long blonde hair and pale blue sweater set. She gave us a slight shrug. “Well, it’s true,” she whispered.

	Patrice stopped at the last photo and mannequin. “And this is Melanie Matuk. She graduated from Top Modelistè twenty-five years ago. She was our first graduate and a top role model for all the girls who came after her.”

	I stared at the photo, studying Melanie’s features and outfit, and then looked at the mannequin. It was wearing the same fairy floss pink print dress that Melanie had on in the photo. I stepped closer and stared into the dummy’s face. It had the same nose, mouth, and eyes as Melanie’s. I glanced to the photo and back again. The eyes were exactly the same colour as Melanie’s and they were…moving…

	What!?

	I gasped and jumped back.

	“See,” the blonde girl from before whispered in my ear. “Their eyes follow you. It’s creepy. You saw that, right?”

	I gulped and glanced from the girl to the dummy. The eyes didn’t move now. I gulped again as Patrice spoke to us.

	“Is everything all right, girls? We need to move on now.”

	I looked around at the group of girls I was with and saw them all looking at us. Macy nudged me and I caught her look of freaked out urgency.

	I saw Patrice’s scowl and jumped a third time. “Everything’s fine.”

	Her scowl disappeared. “Good. Let’s move into the work station.” She spun on her heel and strode through a door on our left. “This is where we’ll be for the first week.”

	I saw tables and chairs lined up across the room, while around the outside against the walls were individual dressing tables with huge lighted mirrors. They were the kind with the big light bulbs you see in movies.

	“Take a seat at a table and I’ll run through what we’ll be doing.”

	I pulled out the closest chair and sat down behind a table while Macy took the one beside me. I felt a little weird. I couldn’t describe it, even if I tried, but it was more than butterflies doing cartwheels in my stomach. And I was cold, even though the doors were closed and there were no windows. I pulled my light coat around me and shivered a little.

	“All right, girls,” Patrice called and clapped her hands. The other girls calmed down and sat quietly while I waited with bated breath. Patrice slowly paced back and forth. “You will be here at Top Modelistè for two weeks. That includes working this weekend.”

	A groan went around the room.

	Patrice put her hands up. “Enough of that. You all signed up for this course except for our two winners, so you knew it was going to be for twelve days with a graduation two days later. Now...” She stopped at her desk and glanced at something. “The two winners of the win a Two Week Summer Course Competition are Macy Compton and Dell Chester.” She looked up. “Will you girls please stand.”

	Macy and I glanced at each other and stood.

	“Ah, there you are. Welcome and congratulations on winning our yearly free spots in a Top Modelistè summer school course. Which one’s which?”

	“I-I’m Dell,” I stuttered, nervous now the butterflies had returned. I studied the other girls in the room. All were perfect looking blue-eyed blondes. Some looked a little older, some a little younger, all looked annoyed that we had won a free pass to the course. It was a course that usually only rich people could afford to send their rich daughters to.

	“And I’m Macy.” 

	I turned to watch Macy. She didn’t seem nervous at all. “Dell and I are twelve, and we love Top Modelistè and Next Top Beauty Queen and all the shows that Top Modelistè graduates are on.”

	“That’s nice, dear,” Patrice replied coolly.

	“And we’ve been totally looking forward to this course since we first found out you were giving two places away in the comp. We applied hundreds of times,” Macy went on. “And I’ve never been so excited—”

	“All right, girls,” Patrice cut her off. “You can sit down now and I’ll continue.”
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