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CHAPTER ONE

The Trial


The high carved doors of the Hall of Hearing swung open. I took a step back, or tried to, but my Brownie Brigade guard gave me a poke between the shoulder blades. I stumbled into the chamber, tripped on the curly toes of my purple boots, and landed in a tangle on the floor. 
Dancing dung beetles, how had I ended up in this mess?
The Hall of Hearing was where all serious faery business took place. My little prank didn’t deserve that kind of attention.
The brownie captain harrumphed like a toad trying to swallow an extra juicy slug and tapped his staff on the floor. I took the hint, scrambled to my feet, tugged my leaf-petal skirt straight over my green leggings, looked up and… WOW. My mouth dropped open. The Tree Shapers had gone super-loopy in here, filling the hall with rows of rippling columns and an arched ceiling high enough that even a sprite aerial-antics team would have had room to perform. Dandelion seeds formed a roof of make-believe clouds, and shining clusters of glow-bugs lit the hall. 
I’d spent plenty of happy hours sneaking around the secret passageways of Home Tree causing mischief, but perhaps I should have risked a peek in here before. Imagine the tricks I could have played! My gaze dropped from the ceiling and I jumped. Another surprise. We weren’t alone.
On a row of benches at the side of the room, I spotted Mum and Uncle Grayling. I gave them a wave, but Mum turned away, dabbing at her face with a splotched handkerchief. Uncle scowled. So much for family support. And, uh-oh, they weren’t the only familiar faces – two of my old teachers, my headmistress, as well as several of Mum’s neighbours were also there.
‘Ahem!’ The cough jerked my gaze to the front of the room. 
Seated at a long table running the width of the hall were a bunch of dusty old faeries who didn’t have a smile between them. One of them looked in my direction and pointed to a raised root in the centre of the room. I checked over my shoulder, but unless they meant the brownie captain, which seemed unlikely, the faery wanted me to stand on it. I trotted forward and hopped up. 
The faeries at the table were wearing fancy clothes: bright tunics and long, embroidered gowns, not to mention extravagant shoes which were no good for walking. My wings gave a nervous flutter. This had to be the Faery Council. In fact, I was sure of it. They all looked as if they’d just had a dose of ant powder and, from what I’d learned, the more serious a faery looked, the more important they tended to be. 
I fidgeted while they frowned at me in silence.
Just as I was considering sticking my tongue out at them, a gong sounded. The air quivered, and I almost fell backward off the root. A big set of doors, painted with a gold circle, swung open behind the council and everyone stood. 
That could only mean one thing.
Queen Leticia and King Byron glided into the room, and my ears tingled. No way were they here just for me – that was a loopy idea. There had to be far more serious business for them to deal with. I peered around the room but nobody else was waiting to speak to them. Perhaps there was a queue of faeries outside, and they were just getting the unimportant stuff over with first. That had to be it.
The queen settled into a seat at the centre of the council table, smoothing down her shimmering robe. A flock of bright butterflies had followed her into the room, and they fluttered onto the tabletop, fanning their wings. The queen’s pale hair was held back by a net of gold set with crystals, and a lump formed in my throat at the sight. It had to be Dad’s work. Nobody but him could craft something that beautiful.
How could she wear that in front of me? Had she no feelings? I wanted to march right up to her and pull the net from her hair, but accosting the queen would only get me in more trouble. Instead, I folded away my hurt and concentrated on how well my prank had worked.
The queen wasn’t looking amused – her usual smile was nowhere to be seen. When the king had seated himself in the chair next to her, she nodded to the council.
One of the old dusties stood up and sniffed loudly. She really should carry a hanky. ‘Ariadne Greenlegs?’
Yeah, thanks for the super-silly name, Mum. I nodded.
Much paper-shuffling and throat-clearing followed before the faery fixed me with a scowl. ‘Your actions, Ariadne, are being considered in the most serious light.’
I held in a giggle. The silly old toad. ‘It was just a joke.’
The faery made a sound like she’d swallowed a fur ball, and another wave of giggles shook me.
‘Ariadne!’ The queen’s voice – which usually reminded me of the bubble of water over stones – quashed my laughter. Today it had a waterfall-sharp edge. ‘You very nearly revealed the faery community to the human world. Can you imagine the consequences of that? How much danger you have placed us in?’ She leaned forward and fixed me with her green-eyed gaze.
‘But…’ I wriggled my toes. ‘It was a harmless prank.’ 
The queen sighed and gestured to the dusty faery who shuffled her papers some more, glared at me, and began to speak. ‘Did you, or did you not steal the official pixie seal from the offices of the Sky-High Commissioner?’
‘Borrowed.’
That got me another glare.  
‘And did you then use it to seal invites to…’ She paused and checked her notes. ‘…the president of Gnomes Monthly gardening magazine; Sylvia the sensational slug charmer and her snail-juggling sidekick; a fire salamander who fortunately ignited his invitation; and twelve leprechauns, inviting them all to see a sunrise performance of the dryad rock band “Bossy Big Nose and the Toad Huggers” at Stonehenge on the summer solstice?’
Well, when they put it like that, it did sound kind of serious.
I wriggled my toes some more and put on my best smile. ‘Ye-es, but—’
‘No!’ The queen slammed her hand on the table and I sprang into the air, levitating for a moment in a whir of wings. The queen did not shout. It was unheard of. ‘No more buts, Ariadne. Pictures were taken by humans. If it hadn’t been for Gabriam’s intervention,’ the queen said, gesturing to the side of the room, ‘we’d be in a very serious situation right now.’
My stomach did a backflip as I looked to where she’d pointed. Leaning against one of the columns was a figure in gold trousers and a tunic top. His dark skin blended into the shadows, but nothing could hide the glow of white feathers that framed his shoulders.
Badger’s buttocks, they’d called in an angel to help.
The space around the angel quivered. For a moment, his body bulged like a squeezed balloon before shrinking to faery size again. I swallowed and pressed a hand to my middle. Angels were too big to fit into the passages and rooms of Home Tree, but they had a fancy space-warping trick to change their size. Useful, but stomach-churning for anyone watching them do it. And I really didn’t want to sick-up in the middle of the Hall of Hearing.
‘You never consider the consequences of your actions,’ the queen said, and my gaze swivelled back to her, ‘or how they might affect others. It is time you learned. Your mother and uncle are respected and valued members of the community, as was your father.’ A whisper ran around the hall at the mention of Dad. ‘They are the only reason I am not expelling you to Dragonfly Island.’
Dragonfly Island! My ears drooped, and I rubbed suddenly sweaty hands on my skirt.
‘I have spoken to your old teachers.’ The queen nodded to them.
More bad news. I mean, I’d never paid much attention in lessons. Why bother with the curriculum when charms for exploding face-pustules, luminous snot, and long-lasting lisps were so much more fun?
‘They tell me,’ the queen continued, ‘that you are a pixie of talents, if only you would apply them to appropriate topics. Therefore, it has been decided you will be assigned tasks until you learn a sense of responsibility. Gabriam has been appointed to supervise you.’
Gabriam!
A sharp intake of breath came from where the angel was standing. It seemed the big guy knew nothing about this either.
‘My lady,’ he said through gritted teeth, ‘I do not think…’
The queen held out a golden card that shimmered. There was only one thing which could do that: angel mist. Which meant the message must be from the Angel Council.
For a second Gabriam’s body ballooned, swelling to fill the hall, his head brushing against the dandelion ceiling. My insides gave a queasy roll, and on the observers’ bench somebody gulped, but I had worse things to worry about than a bit of space-warping.
They couldn’t seriously mean Gabriam would be keeping me in line. I mean, pixies played pranks. That was just what we did. Maybe mine were on a grander scale than most, but involving an angel was madness.
Gabriam strode forward, frowning, though the look was ruined by the white fluffy seeds caught in his hair from the cloud ceiling. He took the message, scanned it, and his frown got a whole lot worse. Dancing dung beetles, would lightning shoot from his eyes?
He lowered the message, swivelled on his heels, and stared at me. ‘You!’
What did that mean?
Gabriam was about the only regular angel visitor to Faery Valley. He carried messages, and strangely he’d come to Mum and Dad’s place a few times when I’d been younger – before Dad disappeared. There wasn’t any reason for him to remember me, though. Well, not unless he suspected I was the one who’d slipped powdered stinging nettles down his robe on one visit. That stuff was a nightmare to get out of feathers. But he couldn’t possibly have any proof.
I put on my best it-wasn’t-me look. Some serious charm was needed here. ‘Hi, Gabe.’
‘It seems,’ he said in a voice that rumbled more than a gnome’s fart, ‘we will be spending some time together.’
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CHAPTER TWO

The Web Trap


Gabe paced, back and forth, back and forth, across the little clearing in the woods of Faery Valley. His face had been wrinkled up like he’d swallowed a hedgehog ever since reading that letter. Perhaps I could steal it later and see what the message was. 
‘You will stay out of trouble, Ariadne dear?’ Mum said. ‘It took a lot of persuading by Uncle Grayling to keep you from being exiled.’
‘Course, Mum. Trouble is the furthest thing from my mind.’
Where had Gabe concealed that letter? He’d kind of tucked it among his feathers. That would make it tricky to get at.
Mum wrapped her arms around me, gave me a long squeeze, then kissed me on the cheek. ‘You’re a good girl, really, Ariadne. You just went a little wild when your dad disappeared.’
That had been a rubbish time, but hey, you couldn’t live in the past. I ignored the tight feeling clutching my throat. Dad had been amazing, and not just at dad-duties. He’d helped anyone who needed it, and his metal-working skills had been legendary too. Everyone had loved him… some faeries even got sort of awed when they spoke about him. Still, he was gone now. And more tears wouldn’t bring him back.
Mum gave me another kiss, dropped a jerky curtsy toward Gabe – who completely ignored her – and went to join Uncle Grayling at the edge of the clearing. Unc had his usual glum expression in place. In fact, he was the gloomiest pixie I’d ever met – not a spark of fun in him. But then Mum had inherited enough spark for the two of them, though it was hard to imagine that now. She’d lost it when Dad had vanished.
Hopefully there’d be plenty of time to visit and see how she was doing in between these tasks I was going to be given. I sighed and gave them a goodbye wave, but only Mum responded before they disappeared into the trees. 
It was time to face Gabe. I found a mossy stone, checked for spiders before settling down, then smoothed my skirts and gave the berry-shaped bells on my bracelet a quick tinkle. 
Gabe stopped pacing, threw me a hard look, and pursed his lips so they looked like a cat’s bottom. I gave my best smile, but he just shook his head before turning toward the strange object in the centre of the clearing. A human vehicle – a van of some sort. Whatever it was, it did not belong in Faery Valley. From the way Gabe kept glaring at it, it must be something to do with us.
Dipping my fingers into the green velvet pouch at my waist, I flicked a sprinkle of pixie dust over my stone seat. It levitated into the air until I was at head-height with Gabe. He was impressively tall now that we were outside, and rather easier to look at when he wasn’t space-warping. For some reason, he’d folded away his wings and put on a white shirt and black trousers. Human clothes. Not that he looked remotely human. There were the basics, true enough – two arms, two legs, two eyes – but he was just a little bit too beautiful with his skin like polished coal, dark eyes that swirled with amber flecks, and oh-so-white teeth. 
Angels were to humans like slugs were to pixies. Irresistible. Imagine the fun you could have: Hey, human, hop on one leg. Now stick a finger up your nose and bark like a dog. No, don’t stop hopping. 
A pity angels had about as much a sense of humour as a badger with a bellyache.
But somehow, I was going to have to get this angel to like me. ‘So what do you think, Gabe? A quick errand to keep everyone happy, then lie low for a few days before going our separate ways?’
He spun around, arms folded, that scowl on his face again. Maybe it was time to try out the emergency, super-cute look I’d been practising in my looking glass: eyes wide, ears at right angles, lower lip quivering. He shook his head and turned back to the vehicle. After a few seconds he began to mutter and circle the van, touching it occasionally. 
The more he circled, the more brightly the surface of the van shone. After a while he paused and tapped the front. It bulged out of shape like cheeks under pressure. There was a popping sound as if a giant bubble had burst, and the van snapped back into shape.
Gabe gave a nod, then pointed at me. ‘Inside,’ he said.
He must be loopy. No way was I getting inside that thing after he’d been working his strange mojo on it. And anyway, faeries and angels didn’t use human vehicles. My wings whirred and I let my levitating rock fall to the ground as I rose higher.
Gabe watched me, head tilted to the side. ‘Dragonfly Island,’ he said. 
My insides gave a little squeeze of horror.
He was right. If I didn’t do what he said, I’d be sent to Dragonfly Island, where the insects would make sure I stayed firmly on the ground. My days would be spent with one eye on the sky watching out for an attack while grubbing around in the mud, trying to find something to eat.
But if I could sweet-talk Gabe, maybe I could get out of this mess. Okay, so he didn’t seem too friendly right now, but I could work on that. Or maybe I could try out a potion on him.
I gave the van another wary look. ‘All right, but you get in first.’
Was that a smirk? It couldn’t be. Not from an angel. 
He opened the back of the van and climbed inside. I hovered closer, settled on the shiny metal bumper, and watched Gabe for any side effects. Nothing happened. At least nothing strange. His broad shoulders filled the space, and even with his head ducked his hair brushed the roof. Somehow he managed to fold his legs under the little table that was set behind the driver’s cabin, and sat on the bench seat. He waited silently, watching me. There didn’t seem to be any reason not to get in.
With a little help from my wings, I clambered from the bumper, over the sill, and onto the floor. A tingle passed over my skin and I gave a shake. Human objects always made me itch. There was something hard about them, not natural like faery creations.
Another step into the van and the tingle turned into an all-over burn. My insides developed a goopy, stretched feeling. ‘Gabe?’ Even my voice sounded weird. And the van – that was changing too. Either it was shrinking or… I was growing. I held up a hand and my fingers bulged like giant slugs.
‘Dancing dung beetles, what have you done to me?’
‘The van is space-warping you, that is all.’ He leaned back in his seat looking smug. ‘No need to panic.’
‘Panic! I’ll panic if I want to. Make it stop. Now!’
Gabe shook his head. ‘We are going outside the faery world and you will need to pass for human.’
‘Outside the faery world? You mean into Albion? No way!’
‘Albion is called Britain among the humans. You must not use faery terms when we are among them.’
I couldn’t leave Faery Valley. Mum would never cope without me – she was too sad. And… and… what if the impossible happened? What if Dad somehow made it home to us and I wasn’t here? I couldn’t bear that. I just couldn’t. ‘The queen said I’d be given tasks. She didn’t say anything about leaving… or humans!’ My stomach was doing cartwheels at the thought of mixing with them. ‘This wasn’t part of the deal.’
‘The tasks will be of a mystical nature,’ Gabe droned on, unmoved.
I was as tall as the table now and still growing. ‘I’m not staying here,’ I gulped. 
Gabe, the queen – neither of them understood or cared.
‘You cannot leave the—’
I catapulted out the door. My skin gave an all over tingle-burn, and I snapped to pixie size again. Everyone could go jump in a patch of stinging nettles. This pixie was out of here.
As my wings whirred and I whizzed higher, there was a blur of motion above the van. Something silver shot upward. Oof! It slapped right into me – horrid sticky stuff which tangled my wings and trapped my arms and legs. The more I struggled, the tighter it got, until my wings couldn’t flutter anymore. I plummeted to the ground, bounced into a patch of grass, and lay there wriggling like a caterpillar.
‘Badger’s buttocks!’ I shrieked. ‘I’m wrapped in spider’s web. Get it off! Get it off!’
‘I did warn you.’ Gabe climbed out of the van and loomed over me, tapping his chin. 
‘Please,’ I whispered, still wriggling against the gluey trap.
‘Will you do as you are told?’ he asked. 
I nodded. I’d agree to anything right now. Later was another matter.
Gabe picked me up between a thumb and finger, letting me dangle for a moment before tugging the webs free. With a flick of his hand he threw me into the van, and I rolled to a sticky stop. 
‘Now.’ He joined me in the van, glowering. ‘Let us try this again, shall we?’
I struggled upright and glared at him, but there wasn’t much I could do, apart from maybe bite his ankles. 
The tingling started again, running across my skin, followed by the goopy feeling inside. My arms grew in a sudden spurt so my hands slapped against the floor, then my legs surged. I shot upward, rising past the table top until I reached halfway up Gabe’s chest.
Catching hold of the counter that ran down the side of the van, I steadied myself, waiting to see what would happen next. The growing seemed to have stopped. I still felt like me, just bigger and a little clumsy. 
Through the window, the flowers and grass seemed weirdly small, but all the objects in the van that had been oversized were just right for me now. I raked fingers through my short, spiky, orange hair, pulling free the last of the web. At least being big meant I wouldn’t have to worry about spiders with their four eyes and dripping fangs. But there was something else that felt strange.
‘Hey, what’s happened to my wings?’
Gabe edged around me and sat at the table. ‘They are still there, but they did not grow with the rest of you. Humans do not have wings.’
‘No wings?’ I tried and failed to peek over my shoulder at them. I’d just have to trust that they were there. ‘So how do they fly?’
He shook his head. ‘They do not.’
That was plain nuts. Admittedly, not all faery-kind could fly, but those who couldn't had other skills to make up for it. From what I’d heard, the only special ability humans had was messing up the world.
I held in a sigh. There were going to be a lot of new things to get used to, including this van. It wasn’t anything like my cosy home under Old Oak, but it looked to have everything I’d need. A bed over the driver’s cab that could be reached by a ladder. A little stove with a teapot on the hob, and lots of cupboards. I blinked back tears. This really wasn’t so bad. Perhaps with a little decoration, I could make it more like home. 
I peered inside one of the cupboards: chamomile tea, a pot of honeysuckle nectar, a batch of blueberry pancake mix, and a bag of crab apples and rosehips. I licked my lips. Food was one thing that always cheered me up.
The next cupboard’s contents definitely weren’t for eating. A peacock’s feather, a sparkling quartz stone, a piece of amber, a stick of cinnamon, lavender water, and more. Too many bottles and packages to check them all. Tucked in at the side was a book – Advanced Potions and Charms. I had a sneaky suspicion these had something to do with the good deeds I was meant to be performing. Picking up a jar with familiar contents, I gave it a shake. Oh good, powdered stinging nettles – essential for when Gabe got too annoying.
Closing the cupboard, I went to join him at the table. One of my pockets made an interesting noise as I sat, and I slipped my hand inside. A bag of honeyed beetles – my favourite. Mum must have slipped them into my pocket when she hugged me. Good old Mum – and good thing they’d grown with me. I stuffed a fistful into my mouth and crunched.
Gabe had found a pen from somewhere – one of those fancy gold carved things that angels liked to show off with – and a book with a hard cover. He picked up the pen and started to write on the front in showy italics with lots of hooks and flourishes on the letters. I read it upside down. ‘Rule Book.’ That didn’t sound good. And it was one big book to fill with rules. Not that they’d apply to me. 
Gabe opened the cover and wrote on the first page: 
1. Do not leave the van without permission.
Oh, it was going to be that kind of rule book, was it? Well, I’d see about that. ‘Do you need permission to leave as well?’
He narrowed his eyes and carried on writing.
2. Do not ask stupid questions.
I burst into laughter, spraying half-chewed honey-bugs all over him and the book.
He slammed down the pen. ‘You are impossible. This is impossible. Why— ’
He stopped, drew in a deep breath, laid his hands flat on the table and closed his eyes. 
Another slow breath followed. ‘I will be calm,’ he whispered.
I placed a finger on the Rule Book and inched it toward me. Gabe’s eyes were still firmly closed. I swivelled it around. The pen was too big for me, but there was no need to be neat. I wrote a '3' in the margin.
‘NO!’
The shout made me jump and ink splattered from the pen all over Gabe’s white shirt.
‘Oops.’
Interesting. Was he actually going cross-eyed with rage? He leaned forward and pressed his face close to mine, eyes sparking, breath a mini-storm against my skin. I lifted the bag of honeyed beetles and offered him one.
‘Pixie,’ he snarled, and there was an answering rumble of thunder from outside. Perhaps I’d pushed him a little too far.
‘It was an accident, Gabe.’ I stuck a finger in my mouth to unhook a particularly sticky bit of beetle from behind a tooth. ‘And I do have a name.’ 
He made a noise somewhere between a frog croak and a bumblebee fart.
‘I have a name too. Gabriam, not Gabe. Do you understand, Pix?’
He’d sunk to name-calling. It seemed we were at war.
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CHAPTER THREE

Rainbow Travel


Gabe sat outside the van on the grass, legs crossed, eyes closed, with a look on his face that suggested he needed to go to the toilet. Apparently, he was waiting for a message from the fancy-sounding angels’ Mystical Disturbances Section. But how exactly did angels communicate? Flaming arrows? Ladybird couriers? It didn’t look as if anyone wanted to talk to him. He’d been sitting there for hours. 
And I was bored.
I’d finished up the honeyed beetles, done a full stock-take of the cupboards and even flicked through the potions and charms book. There wasn’t much else to do. I had found a pack of faery divining cards, but I didn’t trust them – not since second grade when Ollie Hill-Hopper had used some to convince me I would grow slug antennae at the next full moon. That had given me nightmares for weeks. 
The back of the camper van dropped several inches as Gabe climbed in. A message must have come through, though he didn’t exactly look pleased – more like he’d just heard his pet frog had died. 
‘I know where we are needed,’ he said. 
At last. ‘Can I drive?’ It couldn’t be that difficult, surely.
He gave me one of his best scowls yet – eyebrows drawn together like one long furry caterpillar and forehead as craggy as a toad with warts. ‘You, Pix? No! It will take both of us to reach our destination, but I will be at the wheel.’ He started to climb into the front, then paused and looked back. ‘You do know how to rainbow travel?’
Of course I knew how to rainbow travel. I was a pixie. I folded my arms and narrowed my eyes at him.
‘That is a yes, I assume,’ he said. ‘I will direct us from the front.’
I scratched my head. ‘We’re taking the van? How is that meant to work?’
Gabe settled behind the wheel and switched on the engine. ‘I have transferred some of my energy to it. You will need to use pixie dust for lift but, apart from that, just take it up the rainbow.’
Easy for him to say. Last I heard it wasn’t a method that angels used, so how could he be so certain?
‘Ready?’ he asked.
The van was making some very strange noises, shuddering and bucking while sparks shot past the windows.
I touched my rainbow stone in my pocket. ‘What am I meant to do?’
‘Go outside, form the arc, and pull us through.’
Outside? ‘What about the spider’s web?’
‘It knows you have permission to leave.’
That settled it – any chance to get out of here. I pushed open the back door of the van and leaned out. A faint pressure burst against my skin as I passed the threshold, a whine filled my ears, and I snapped back to pixie size. Thank my lucky tadpoles – my wings fit me again. I hovered above the van.
Rainbow travel was easy once you’d attuned a stone and got the knack. After a moment’s concentration, I drew together light and colour, weaving them into an arc that reached into the sky. But the far end whipped backward and forward with no destination to anchor it.
‘It is forming,’ Gabe shouted from the front.
Nothing like stating the obvious. Of course it was blooming forming.
‘It needs somewhere to go,’ I called.
Muttering sounded from inside the van. Perhaps Gabe didn’t know as much about rainbow travel as he’d made out. If he didn’t get a move on, I was going to have to collapse it – or maybe use it to make a getaway. Before I could decide, the arc strained against my control, snapped away from me and latched on to its destination. 
‘What now?’ I had to shout to be heard over the howling of the van. It sounded more like a constipated rock gnome than a human vehicle.
‘Time for the pixie dust,’ Gabe yelled. 
I drew a pinch of it from my pouch. It glittered and glinted on my fingers, sparkling red and green and gold. A quick flick of my hand and it shimmered into the air, surrounding the van.
The rainbow tugged and I let it suck me into the air in a swirl of colour that fizzed on my tongue. I called to the pixie dust, and it flipped the van upward, following me in a wild, twisting, turning, helter-skelter ride. There was no up or down, just a rush of air and colour and a singing in my ears. 
It lasted only moments, then we were streaking downward like a comet trailing sparks. Too fast. I had no idea how to slow the van. The ground rushed toward us – a human road lined with houses. The van hit, bounced, skidded upside down, ricocheted off a wall, and finally righted itself.
I hit the roof and tumbled in a flail of limbs to the front where my toes caught on the windscreen edge. I hung upside down, nose pressed against the glass. Inside, it looked as if someone had plucked a goose. There were feathers everywhere and, just below me, squished against the windscreen on the inside, was Gabe’s face.
I giggled. He growled and the noise vibrated through the windscreen, dislodging my toes and sending me rolling down the glass to land in a sniggering heap. Gabe shook himself and his wings flapped and folded out of sight. He jabbed a finger at me, mouthing words that I was sure angels weren’t meant to use.
Hey, the landing wasn’t my fault. He was the driver. Though perhaps I’d overdone the pixie dust because his hair stood on end as if he'd been struck by lightning. Still, it was our first try. Maybe he’d do better next time.
Gabe climbed over the seat into the back of the van and pushed the door open. I looked around for any signs of my spiderweb-throwing nemesis. Nothing obvious. It was dark and the moon wasn’t up yet. Perfect for a bit of exploring and maybe some mischief.
 Gabe’s voice reached me from inside the van. ‘Get back here before somebody sees you.’
I hovered, wings whirring. It would be easy to ignore him.
‘Get back here,’ he repeated, ‘or I will have to web you, Pix.’
I sighed. So much for an adventure. It seemed I’d be stuck inside with grumpy Gabe and his name-calling.
As I crossed the threshold into the van, that strange pressure burst against my skin. I gritted my teeth, waiting while my limbs grew. This was going to take some getting used to.
‘You need to work on your landing, Gabe,’ I told him. 
He spluttered like a frog who’d mistimed a lily-pad jump and ended up in some particularly nasty bog water. I leapt onto the bench seat and pounded him on the back. ‘What’s wrong? Did you swallow a feather? Shall I get you a drink?’
‘Pix!’ He spun around and flapped his hands to ward me off.
Talk about ungrateful.
Tilting his head back and staring at the ceiling, he looked as if he was counting to ten… or maybe ten thousand. Eventually he took a slow breath and fixed his gaze on me. ‘I am going out,’ he said.
‘Hey, that’s not fair. How come you get to
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