
                         

                   THE FRIENDSHIP BULLY 
 

 

Chapter One  

In The House 

 

It was a dark, breezy day, someone was shouting. It was my mum screaming at 

me to get up. I didn’t want to get up because I hated school! Because as you 

probably know, I’m little-lily-no friends, everyone calls me that at school, 

everyone except Tara and Tanya my two best friends. They are really pretty 

unlike me. Tara is a sweet, calm girl who wears pigtails nearly everyday. But 

Tanya is cool, quite popular and she has short blonde hair. I am awful compared 

to them, I am an unpopular, limp mouse coloured haired girl and I am forced to 

wear big bulky grey glasses! Everyone at school laughs at me, that’s why I hate 

it. 

So I got out of bed, but I nearly fell over because of Lila and Lisa, my sisters. 

(They are twins; I call them the terrible two because they are soooo naughty!) 

All their toys were thrown all over the floor.  

 

Chapter Two  

At the dull dark school 

 

When I finally reached the dull dark school, I ran over to Tara and Tanya and 

started chatting about what we did at the weekend. About five minutes later 

the bell rang and the whole school dragged their feet along into their classes. 

When Tara, Tanya and I got into our class, a new girl was stood at the door. 

“Morning Class, this is Ashley Bidburch” screeched Mrs Tuttle, my teacher. 

Everyone was staring at Ashley, starting at her toes then slowly moving up 

towards her head. She was a drop dead gorgeous girl. I was in the middle of 

some fashion thoughts, when Mrs Tuttle said “Playtime” and everyone rushed out 

of the classroom. 

At playtime Ashley came over to me Tara and Tanya and said “Can I be 

friends with you?” We said yes. Soon enough it was home time. I said 

goodbye to my friends and walked home. 

 

Chapter Three 

Friendship Breakup 

 

The next day at school, it was all going well until…  

Ashley shouted” GO AWAY TARA AND TANYA” we all went silent, I was 

shocked. How dare she say that to my friends! Tara and Tanya went red. I found 
the strength to shout back at Ashley, “Why, should my friends go away?”  

“Well, Ashley said, they’re annoying!” Tara and Tanya walked off. I nearly burst 

into tears, Ashley had hurt my feelings. 



Chapter Four  

The Bullying 

 

I could not be bothered to go to school this morning, until my mum nearly blew 

her head off shouting at me. When I got to school, Ashley was waiting for me. 

We strolled into the playground. I put my bag down with a thump! But then 

Ashley said “Lily you look dumb, oh, have you got chocolate in your bag? Give me 

it!” I was astonished! Outstanded! I couldn’t believe it! I felt unhappy, I missed 

Tara and Tanya. I didn’t feel comfortable with Ashley. She wasn’t the sort of 

person I could share secrets with, or giggle about silly clothes. She was strict 

and had everything her own way. Later Ashley said” Because it’s Saturday 

tomorrow we are going to Sally’s Shopping Saloon.” I didn’t want to but I didn’t 

dare say no. 

 

Chapter Five  

Shoplifter 

 

Hi, I am waiting at the centre now for Ashley. I can’t see her anywhere. Oh well 

I might as well go home! Ashley just appeared round a corner. “What are you 

waiting for” she shouted. 

We walked into Jenny’s Jewellery Shop. Ashley asked me what I would like. I 

really liked a silver chain with a fairy on. Ashley told me that she liked a pair of 

earrings with flamingos on. Ashley had hidden the chain and the earrings under 

her jumper and stolen them. Should I tell anyone…?  

We went into Sarah’s Shoe Shop and Ashley hid a pair of boots under her 

jumper and nearly got away with it. As we were halfway through the door, the 

alarm went off; the police came and stuffed her in the police car. 

It was all a blur. 

 

Chapter Six 

Back Together Forever 

 

On Monday at school, Mrs Tuttle made an announced that Ashley had been sent 

to a boarding school, because she had been shoplifting. I was upset but happy. I 

could get my best friends back and have nothing to worry about. My life couldn’t 

be better, or could it…  
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