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Аннотация
Pack your suitcase and prepare for take-off!What could be more

fun than a sleepover in another country? The Sleepover girls plan a
special sleepover when they go on a school trip to Spain. The only
problem is that five troublesome Spanish girls seem set on spoiling all
their plans …
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Have you been invited
to all these sleepovers?

 
 The Sleepover Club at Frankie’s
 The Sleepover Club at Lyndsey’s
 The Sleepover Club at Felicity’s
 The Sleepover Club at Rosie’s
 The Sleepover Club at Laura’s
 Starring the Sleepover Club
 Sleepover Girls go Pop!
 The 24-Hour Sleepover Club
 The Sleepover Club Sleeps Out
 Happy Birthday Sleepover Club
 Sleepover Girls on Horseback
 Sleepover in Spain
 Sleepover on Friday 13th
 Sleepover Girls go Camping
 Sleepover Girls go Detective
 Sleepover Girls go Designer
 The Sleepover Club Surfs the Net
 Sleepover Girls on Screen
 Sleepover Girls and Friends
 Sleepover Girls on the Catwalk
 The Sleepover Club Goes for Goal!
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 Sleepover Girls go Babysitting
 Sleepover Girls go Snowboarding
 Happy New Year, Sleepover Club!
 Sleepover Girls go Green
 We Love You Sleepover Club
 Vive le Sleepover Club!
 Sleepover Club Eggstravaganza
 Emergency Sleepover
 Sleepover Girls on the Range
 The Sleepover Club Bridesmaids
 Sleepover Girls See Stars
 Sleepover Club Blitz
 Sleepover Girls in the Ring
 Sari Sleepover
 Merry Christmas Sleepover Club!
 The Sleepover Club Down Under
 Sleepover Girls go Splash!
 Sleepover Girls go Karting
 Sleepover Girls go Wild!
 The Sleepover Club at the Carnival
 The Sleepover Club on the Beach
 Sleepover Club Vampires
 sleepoverclub.com
 Sleepover Girls go Dancing
 The Sleepover Club on the Farm
 Sleepover Girls go Gymtastic!



 
 
 

 Sleepover Girls on the Ball
 Sleepover Club Witches
 Sleepover Club Ponies
 Sleepover Girls on Safari



 
 
 

 
Sleepover Kit List

 

1 Sleeping bag
2 Pillow
3 Pyjamas or a nightdress
4 Slippers
5 Toothbrush, toothpaste, soap etc
6 Towel
7 Teddy
8 A creepy story
9 Food for the plane journey
10 A torch
11 Hairbrush
12 Hair things like a bobble or hairband, if you need

them
13 Clean knickers and socks
14 Sleepover diary and membership card

PLUS: sun cream and sunglasses!!

#ulink_a06f0f7c-ab59-5336-9862-f48463015cc0


 
 
 

 

 
Hiya, I’m back! It’s me, Frankie, remember? I thought it was

about time we had a chat ’cos it’s been ages since I last talked to
you. And I’ve got loads to tell you.

You haven’t forgotten us, have you? There’s me and my best
mate Kenny, and Fliss and Rosie and Lyndz – the Sleepover
Club. We’ve been having sleepovers for months now, and we
always have a great laugh. So we were a bit shocked when Kenny

#ulink_8378ca10-74c5-5260-9cf5-4a0cd6ee5b20


 
 
 

said what she did. I mean, you know Kenny – she likes to stir
things a bit. But this time what she said really made us sit up.

Anyway, it all started one afternoon at school. We were
making models of horses out of clay (after our horsey sleepover,
we’re all nuts about horses now), so, of course, there was clay
everywhere. Even Fliss was covered in it, and she’s the neatest
person in the known universe. She even gets her mum to iron
her knickers!

“Hey, look!” Kenny stuck a lump of clay on the end of her
nose, and grinned at the rest of us. “Pinocchio!”

“Thanks a lot, Kenny!” Fliss snapped, yanking it off her.
“That’s supposed to be my horse’s tail!”

“All right, how about this then?” Kenny started sticking tiny
bits of clay all over her face. “Look, it’s Emma Hughes!”

We all fell about laughing. Emma’s been off school with
chickenpox, so her best mate Emily Berryman’s had to hang out
with dozy Alana ‘Banana’ Palmer instead. You remember Emma
and Emily, otherwise known as the M&Ms, don’t you? They’re
our Number One Enemies. Alana Banana’s sort of our enemy
too, but she hasn’t got any brains so we don’t worry about her
that much.

“OK,” I said, squinting down at my model. “Be honest, you
lot. I can take it. Does this look like a horse to you or not?”

“Nope,” said Lyndz.
“No way,” said Fliss.
“No chance,” Rosie added.



 
 
 

“It looks more like a giraffe,” Kenny remarked.
“Oh, great,” I said crossly, crushing my model flat. “Don’t hold

back, will you?”
“Your horse looks like it’s been run over by a steamroller,

Frankie,” Mrs Weaver said, coming towards us. She raised her
eyebrows at the squashed heap of clay in front of me. “What have
you been doing for the last hour?”

“Sorry, Miss,” I said quickly. “I just couldn’t get it right.” As
my grandma always says, if at first you don’t succeed – give up.

Mrs Weaver glanced at the clock. “Well, you’ve got about ten
seconds left before we tidy up, so it’s not worth starting again.”
Then she looked at us. We were all wearing overalls, but our
hands were caked in clay, plus Lyndz had some in her hair and
Kenny still had bits stuck on her face. “I think you’d better go
and clean yourselves up too.”

We lobbed our leftover clay into the clay bin, and ran for the
sink in the corner. Fliss got there first.

“Ow! Stop pushing!” she complained, as we all tried to elbow
our way in front of her.

“Hurry up or I’ll shove a lump of clay down your neck!” Kenny
warned.

Fliss jumped round, looking alarmed, and Kenny dodged
smartly in front of her and began washing her hands.

“Oh, very funny!” Fliss sniffed.
“At least it wasn’t ice cubes this time!” I pointed out, and we all

cracked up, even Fliss. We hadn’t forgotten about the sleepover



 
 
 

when we’d tried to make a crazy video to send to You’ve Been
Framed. It certainly starred the Sleepover Club, but not quite the
way we had intended! The oldies hadn’t forgotten it either, they
still went on about it sometimes.

“So what exciting plans have you got for the sleepover at yours
tonight, Rosie?” Lyndz asked.

“Well, I thought we could have a fashion show,” Rosie
suggested eagerly.

And that’s when Kenny dropped her bombshell.
“Bor-ing!” she said immediately. The rest of us are really

into clothes, but Kenny thinks dressing up means wearing her
Leicester City football strip. With boots. “Can’t we do something
else?”

“Like what?” Rosie asked, looking offended. You know how
prickly she can be sometimes.

Kenny shrugged. “I dunno… Something different. We always
seem to do the same old things at sleepovers these days.”

We all stared at her with our mouths open.
“Are you saying our sleepovers are no fun any more?” Fliss

gasped, outraged.
“Nah, ’course not!” Kenny reached for a paper towel.

“Sleepovers are still cool! It’d just be even cooler if we did
something different sometimes.”

“Like what?” I asked. “And don’t say we could play football.”
“Well, why not?” Kenny said, and the rest of us groaned

loudly. “OK, but what about having a sleepover somewhere else?



 
 
 

We only ever go to each other’s houses.”
“What’s wrong with coming to my house tonight?” Rosie

began indignantly.
“Nothing, Rosie-posie!” Kenny interrupted, flicking some

water at her. It was a great shot. It hit Rosie right in the eye, and
she squealed. “But don’t you remember what a brilliant time we
had when we slept over at the museum?”

We had to admit, she had a point.
“Well, what did you have in mind?” I asked. “A sleepover in

Sainsbury’s, or what?”
“Ha ha, very funny, Francesca,” Kenny began, trying to annoy

me by using my full name, but right at that moment Mrs Weaver
yelled over the noise: “Everyone in their seats now, please! I’ve
got something very important to tell you.”

We all scuttled back to our seats in silence. Kenny’s remark
had kind of thrown everyone, including me. Did we always do
the same things at our sleepovers? Well, maybe we did, but we
still had a great time. At least, I thought we did… No, I knew we
did. If Kenny found them boring, it was her problem.

Mrs Weaver was waiting impatiently, glaring at Ryan Scott
and Danny McCloud who were still chucking bits of clay at each
other.

“Right, I want to tell you about a rather exciting trip that the
school has arranged for this year group,” she said, picking up a
pile of papers from her desk. “And I have a letter for you to take
home to your parents explaining all about it.”



 
 
 

Nobody looked very thrilled. Have you ever noticed that what
teachers think is exciting and what we think is exciting are never
the same thing?

“The trip will be to the Costa Brava in Spain for one week,”
Mrs Weaver went on.

There was a moment’s breathless silence, and then the whole
classroom erupted.

“A trip to Spain!” Fliss squealed. “That’ll be brilliant!”
“I’m going!” Kenny said in a determined voice. “I don’t care

what I have to do to get my parents to say yes. I’ll even be nice
to Molly the Monster, sister from Hell, if I have to!”

“I reckon my mum’ll let me go.” Lyndz beamed all over her
face. “Are you up for it, Frankie?”

“Are you kidding?” I gasped. My mum and dad are really
boring when it comes to holidays. All we ever do is go to
Scotland, or visit my gran in Nottingham or my grandad in
Wales. Really interesting and exotic – not! “I’ve never been
abroad before, and I really want to go!”

Suddenly Kenny bounced out of her seat with excitement.
“Hey, we’ll be able to have a sleepover in Spain! That’ll be even
more cool than the sleepover at the museum!”

Well, that just about did it. We were almost wetting ourselves
with excitement. Well, not quite all of us. Rosie wasn’t looking
very thrilled. In fact, she’d turned a funny pea-green colour.

“What’s biting you, Rosie?” I asked.
“Kenny, will you sit down, please!” Mrs Weaver called. “And



 
 
 

be quiet, everyone, so I can give you some more information
about the trip before the home bell.”

We all stared hard at Rosie, but we didn’t get a chance to find
out what the problem was because Mrs Weaver was giving us
one of her looks.

“We’re lucky because we’ve managed to book places at a very
special holiday complex,” she continued. “It has a swimming
pool, all the usual activities, and it’s right on the Costa Brava
coast near the beach. But what makes this place different is that
it’s also an exchange centre where school children can come from
all over Europe to meet each other…”

Mrs Weaver went droning on about how this was a great
chance for us to make friends with kids from other European
countries and learn all about each other’s cultures and languages
etc, etc, but nobody was listening. We were all too busy grinning
at each other and making thumbs-up signs. It sounded totally
brilliant. Spain, sun, sea, sand and the Sleepover Club! It was
an ace combination. So I just couldn’t understand why Rosie
looked like someone was forcing her to spend a wet weekend in
Birmingham with the M&Ms.

“Unfortunately, places are strictly limited, and only fifteen of
you will be able to go.” Mrs Weaver added, handing round the
letters as the bell rang. “So if you’re interested, you’d better bring
your consent forms and the deposit to me first thing on Monday
morning. Have a good weekend.”

“What about you, Rosie?” Fliss asked anxiously as we picked



 
 
 

up our bags. “You are going to come, aren’t you?”
“’Course she is!” Kenny interrupted, flinging her arm round

Rosie’s shoulders. “We can’t have a sleepover in Spain unless
we’re all there, can we?”

Rosie looked even more miserable. “I don’t think I’ll be able
to. There’s no way my mum can afford it.”

We glanced at each other in horror. It just wouldn’t be the
same if we didn’t all go.

“Well, what about your dad?” Kenny suggested. “You’re
always moaning about how he keeps going off on holiday with
his girlfriend, even though he’s promised to take you. I bet he’d
be willing to pay for it.”

“I don’t want to ask him,” Rosie muttered, and she turned and
hurried out of the classroom before any of us could stop her.

“Well, that’s going to ruin everything,” I said angrily. Of
course, the rest of us could still go, but we wouldn’t be able to
have a proper sleepover without Rosie, would we?

“Maybe we can talk her into asking her dad at the sleepover
tonight,” Lyndz suggested, and we all nodded. We had to do
something, and fast, otherwise our dream of a sleepover in Spain
would be over before it had even started.



 
 
 

 

 
“Mum!” I yelled as soon as I got home. “Can I go to Spain?”
My mum was working on the computer in her study, and she

raised her eyebrows as I charged in, waving the letter.
“Did you say Spain, Frankie?”
“Yeah, there’s a school trip to the Costa Brava!” I gave her the

letter, and hopped impatiently from one foot to the other while
she read it. “So, can I go?”

#ulink_05092f29-a3a6-5a47-a934-eed9af5ba1b0


 
 
 

“Well, it does look quite interesting,” my mum said
thoughtfully. “It says here you’ll get the chance to meet other kids
from all over Europe, and learn about each other’s cultures.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I muttered. Bor-ing! That wasn’t what I
was interested in. “What d’you reckon then, Mum? Can I go?”

My mum looked at me over the top of her glasses. “I suppose
so, if your dad agrees.”

“Yes!” I gave her a big hug. “Thanks, Mum!”
“What about the others? Are they going too?”
“Yep.” I didn’t say anything about Rosie getting her knickers

in a twist, because I was pretty sure we’d be able to talk her into
asking her dad for the money.

“The poor old Spanish don’t know what they’re letting
themselves in for,” my mum remarked, turning back to the
computer.

I rushed out into the hall, grabbed the phone and punched in
Kenny’s number. I’d be seeing her in an hour or two at Rosie’s,
but I couldn’t wait that long to break my good news.

“Hello?”
It sounded like Kenny at the other end of the line, so I started

singing loudly: “Oh, this year I’m off to sunny Spain! Y viva
España!”

There was a moment’s silence.
“I think it’s Kenny you want to talk to,” Molly the Monster

said in a freezing tone. I heard her slam the receiver onto the
table and stomp off down the hall. A few seconds later Kenny



 
 
 

picked up the phone. She was killing herself laughing.
“What did you say to the Monster, Frankie? She’s got a face

on her like a sour lemon!”
“Guess what?” I yelled. “My mum says I can go on the school

trip!”
“Cool!” Kenny shouted joyfully. “So can I! And Monster-

Features is so green with jealousy, she looks like the Incredible
Hulk! Ow! Get off me, Molly!”

I waited impatiently while Kenny and Molly had a fight at the
other end of the line.

“Kenny!” I yelled at last. “Get off the phone, ’cos I want to
ring Fliss!”

“I’ll ring Lyndz then. Right, Molly, you’re dead!” And Kenny
banged down the phone.

“Of course I’m going!” Fliss said when I got through to her.
“And so’s Lyndz, I just called her. Now get off the phone ’cos
I want to ring Kenny.”

While Fliss was calling Kenny, I phoned Lyndz.
“So we’re all going!” Lyndz said, delighted. “Except Rosie…”
“Well, we’ll just have to try and talk her into it when we go

over tonight.” I glanced up at the clock. “Oh, rats, I’m going to
be late!”

“So am I!” said Lyndz. “See you soon!”
I raced upstairs and started chucking things into my sleepover

bag. Usually I take ages packing my stuff, but tonight I was too
excited to care. I couldn’t believe that I was finally getting the



 
 
 

chance to go abroad. Fliss was always going on about Tenerife
and Florida and Lanzarote and all the places she’d been to, and
the others had been on foreign holidays too, so sometimes I felt
really left out.

“Toothbrush, diary, membership card, pyjamas, slippers,” I
was muttering under my breath, when my mum came in.

“Hold it right there, Frankie,” she said. “Mrs Cartwright has
just phoned. Rosie’s not very well, so the sleepover’s off.”

“What?” I bounced off the bed and onto my feet. “But she
was fine at school today!”

My mum shrugged and went out, leaving me feeling really
suspicious. It was all just a bit too convenient that Rosie was
ill when she knew we were probably going to spend the whole
sleepover trying to persuade her to come to Spain with us. So I
legged it downstairs and phoned Kenny.

“I know – it stinks!” Kenny said when I got through. “I bet
there’s nothing wrong with her. I just spoke to Fliss, and she
thinks Rosie’s faking it too.”

“I don’t get it,” I said, puzzled. “What’s her problem?”
“I don’t know, but we’re gonna find out!” Kenny said. “I

reckon we should all go over there anyway, right now. Can you
meet us in half an hour?”

Fliss lived the closest to Rosie, so we decided to meet at her
house. The others were already there when my mum dropped me
off, and we set off for Rosie’s place immediately.

“I don’t know why Rosie’s being so weird about all this,”



 
 
 

Kenny grumbled. “Anyone’d think she didn’t want to go to
Spain!”

“There must be a reason why she doesn’t want to ask her dad
for the money,” Lyndz pointed out. “Poor old Rosie, I feel—”

“Really sorry for her!” we all chimed in.
“We won’t be able to have a proper sleepover in Spain if

Rosie doesn’t come,” Fliss said gloomily, as we went up to the
Cartwrights’ front door.

“She’ll come,” Kenny said confidently, ringing the doorbell.
“Even if we have to carry her onto the plane ourselves!”

“I really want to learn flamenco dancing,” I remarked. “Do
you think we’ll get a chance to have a go while we’re there?”

“That’d be cool!” said Fliss. “I love those big swirly dresses
the Spanish dancers wear.”

“Isn’t flamenco dancing difficult?” Lyndz asked.
“Get out of it!” Kenny scoffed. “All you do is clap your hands

and move your feet around a bit – like this.” She started clapping
her hands and stamping her feet and twirling round in circles,
shouting “Olé!”

“Watch it, Kenny!” Fliss said, looking alarmed as she twirled
faster.

Kenny suddenly got dizzy, staggered and pitched head-first
into one of the bushy shrubs near the front door. That cracked us
all up. She was still picking leaves out of her hair when Rosie’s
mum opened the door.

“Oh – hello!” she said, looking dead surprised to see us. “I



 
 
 

wasn’t expecting you.”
“We thought we’d come and see how Rosie is,” I explained.
“Yeah, we want to find out if she can come on the school trip

to Spain,” Kenny said eagerly. “We’re all going.”
“Oh?” Mrs Cartwright looked surprised. “She hasn’t

mentioned it to me. But if she wants to go, I’m sure her dad will
be happy to pay for her.”

We all looked at each other. No problem there then. So why
was Rosie being so funny about it all? It was a real mystery.

“Rosie’s in bed, so go right up.” Mrs Cartwright ushered us in.
“She’s got a bad headache, so don’t make too much noise, will
you?”

We all went up the stairs, trying not to make too much of
a racket, but it wasn’t easy because there was no carpet down.
Rosie’s house is brilliant – it’s big and it has loads of rooms, but
it’s in a right old state. Her dad, who’s a builder, had bought the
house and started doing it up, but then he’d left and gone to live
with his girlfriend. He was still supposed to be fixing the place
up, but he hadn’t got very far. Rosie was always moaning about it.

We stopped outside Rosie’s bedroom door, and I knocked
gently. No answer.

“Maybe she’s asleep,” Lyndz whispered.
“No chance,” Kenny snorted. “We know there’s nothing wrong

with her!” And she flung the door open.
Rosie didn’t see us at first. She was dancing round the room

in her teddy-bear pyjamas with a Walkman in her hand and



 
 
 

headphones over her ears, pretending to be Posh Spice.
We all waited in the doorway with our arms folded until,

eventually, Rosie turned round. When she saw us, she nearly
dropped down dead with shock.

“Wh– what’re you doing here?” she squeaked, pulling the
headphones off.

“We’ve come to see our sick friend,” Kenny said with heavy
sarcasm. “Where is she, by the way?”

Rosie blushed. “All right,” she muttered sheepishly. “I’m not
really ill.”

“Big fat hairy surprise!” Kenny snapped. “So what’s going on
then?”

Rosie looked down at her pink furry slippers. “I didn’t want
to have the sleepover because I didn’t want you going on at me
all night about coming to Spain.”

“But what’s the problem?” I asked with a frown. “Your mum
says that your dad’ll pay.”

Rosie went even redder. “I– I– I’ve never been on an aeroplane
before!” she stammered. “And I’m scared!”

“Is that all!” Kenny began, then shut up as I elbowed her in
the ribs.

“But you said you’d been abroad!” Fliss pointed out, looking
puzzled.

“We went on the ferry,” Rosie mumbled miserably, “and I
wasn’t too keen on that.”

“I’ve never been on a plane before either, Rosie,” I reassured



 
 
 

her. “So I’ll probably be wetting myself too. Don’t worry about
it.”
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