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        For My Family:

        Thank you for always supporting my writing.

        All my stories are for you.
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      My best friend is a faery princess. No. Really. Claire is the descendent of a long-ago faery princess who defied her father and married a mortal. And Claire, lucky girl, is the end of the line, so to speak. Hard as it is to believe, on her fifteenth birthday, she inherited a dragon and began her transformation. It took a couple of months and a lot of drama, but when it was over, she was a real, live faery princess...with an attitude.

      Claire has never been a pushover, and the mere fact that her blood had betrayed her didn't mean she was going to meekly accept the king of Faery's authority over her. Just because the guy was a king and her many-times-removed-great-grandfather did not mean she would be an obedient little princess. No sir. Not my best bud, Claire!

      Since she's not a docile little faery, she worked a deal to stay in the mortal realm during the school year and broke the unexpected news to me and her parents. Can you believe that king guy's nerve? He actually thought he could just steal Claire away with no explanation and give her parents a booby prize in return ... twins!

      I've already got twin brothers. I can tell you, they're no prize.

      But, this story isn't about Claire. Not really. It's about me. The Best Friend. The Sidekick. Yeah. Sidekicks have lives too, and I like mine just fine, thank you very much. At least, most of the time...

      I leaned my forehead against the cool metal of my locker and sighed. "I still can't believe Brent asked me to prom." Brent Rodgers, my boyfriend, was so much more in Claire's league than mine, but early on he'd chosen me. After we discovered Claire's faery princess status, he'd been relieved, but I still wondered from time to time if Claire's erstwhile dragon, Roddy, hadn't put a hex on him. I mean seriously, who in their right mind would choose me over Claire? Especially a hunky, captain-of-the-football team, straight-A kinda guy like Brent?

      Claire slammed her locker shut and rolled her eyes at me. "Like he was going to ask anyone else. Honestly, Lexie. You two have been an item forever!"

      She grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the front door and freedom from high school drudgery. "This is so cool. You and Brent. Me and Roddy. The four of us going to prom together." She squeezed my arm and beamed an angelic smile. "Just like we dreamed when we were kids!"

      I smiled back at her; I couldn't help it. Her excitement was infectious. But that didn't cure the gnawing in the pit of my stomach. We’d almost reached her car before she noticed my silent brooding.

      "What?" she asked. "You're not seriously worried about Brent. The guy's been crazy about you for years. So spill. Why so depressed?"

      I leaned against her cherry red Mustang convertible and expelled a long sigh. "It's the same old story. I can't afford a nice dress. Boring, I know."

      The economy, in general, sucked in our little southwest Washington town, but my family's finances were in the crapper. Dad had been laid off two years ago and hadn’t found another job. Mom had snagged a part-time secretarial position, but it paid peanuts. By some miracle, Dad was still collecting unemployment and since he was home, my preschool sister, Candy, had managed to avoid day-care. My fifteen-year-old twin brothers and I all had after-school jobs to help with clothes and food money, but there was no way our limited budget would stretch to pay for the kind of prom dress I drooled over.

      Claire unlocked the car doors and motioned me inside. I slid onto the leather seat of the immaculately clean car and sighed again. I loved Claire, and I wouldn't trade places with her for all the coffee in Seattle, but ... well, let's just say money was the least of her worries.

      Once we were both settled inside, Claire turned to me. "Don't worry about it. I'll take care of the dresses."

      I gave her my best I-don't-think-so glare. I did not like charity, not even from my best bud. Besides, who wants to wear a hand-me-down to prom?

      "Don't give me that look," she said. "It's not my fault I can ask the flower faeries to make prom dresses for us. I didn't ask to be a faery princess!"

      My glare faltered and my breath caught. "Flower faeries? For real?" The flower faeries only made the most delectable fashions in the world — far superior to anything made by mortal designers.

      Claire grinned, delight dancing in her clear green eyes. "Lexie! This is prom! The culmination of our high school career. Of course we're calling in the flower faeries. And don't worry about your folks," she added, answering my next concern. "Mom and I will think of something to justify the gift."

      I released the breath I'd been holding and allowed a small smile to light my face. Maybe lack of money wouldn't make prom a disaster after all.
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      I'd glimpsed flower faeries around Claire's yard from time to time ever since she'd granted me the ability to see the other side, but I'd never actually met one. The dream of a faery-made prom dress sustained me through my shift at the coffee shop, though it did make me jittery.

      "What is with you today, Lexie?" my manager asked. Terry was a nice woman, but she ran a tight ship, and I'd just overflowed my fourth cup of espresso in a row. "You're not usually so careless. Is everything all right at home?"

      My face must have matched the red of Claire's Mustang. It certainly felt hot enough to set off a fire alarm. "Sorry, Terry." I wiped up the mess and transferred the black liquid to a clean cup. "Brent asked me to prom and..."

      "Say no more," she interrupted. "Believe it or not, I was young once. I know how important prom is. Make sure you put it on the schedule. You're not working that day. You'd be useless anyway."

      I grinned, rinsed out the dishrag, and ran to the back to sign myself out of work for the afternoon of prom. When I returned to the counter, a seriously dreamy guy was accepting a cup from Terry. He thanked her with quiet courtesy and then glanced at me.

      Our gazes locked, just for a second, but that second stretched into eternity. His grey-eyed gaze raked my soul and left me quivering. I didn't doubt my reaction after he broke our connection left the shop, what I wasn't sure of was whether it had been fear or anticipation that caused the flutter.

      I pressed my hands to my belly to stop the rampaging butterflies and gulped. Terry scowled, so I pushed the incident to the back of my mind and concentrated on serving my customers. The shop was busy and before I knew it I glanced up to find Claire smiling at me.

      "Hey, girl," she said, a mischievous gleam in her eye. "Isn't your shift about over?"

      I checked the clock and grinned. "Five minutes. Just enough time to run through my log-out routine. Meet you out front in a few."

      She waved me off, and I cleaned the counter, said good-bye to Terry and gathered my belongings. Flower faeries! I was about to meet some flower faeries in the flesh and have a dream dress made. Sometimes having a faery princess for a best friend absolutely rocked!

      A few minutes later, Claire and I climbed the steps to her porch and slipped inside the front door. We tiptoed through the entry and peered into the living room.

      Yep. Nap time at Camp Twins-Run-Amok. A small red pop-up tent stood in the middle of the room surrounded by toy cars, trains, trucks, and fire engines, with a liberal sprinkling of stuffed animals. Inside the tent, two little boys slept, their expressions relaxed and angelic.

      I snorted quietly at the thought. These little hooligans might be only three, but they were no more angels than my own twin brothers. Who would've thought all those years ago when Claire was an only child, and I was fighting to stay ahead of the demon spawn who were my brothers, that both of us would end up as elder siblings to twin boys? Sure as heck not me.

      Claire nudged me, and we moved with practiced stealth to the kitchen where Mrs. Murray sat with a steaming cup of coffee. "Welcome home, girls. Thanks for coming in so quietly."

      "No problem, Mrs. M. 'Let sleeping twins lie,' that's always been my motto."

      Mrs. Murray smiled, while Claire rolled her eyes.

      "We're going to be upstairs, Mom. I've got some flower faeries coming in to help us with our prom dresses, so don't be surprised if you feel a bit of magic in the air."

      Mrs. Murray waved us toward the stairs. "Have fun, but remember your father and I have final say as to the appropriateness of the dresses. Faeries have no sense when it comes to teenage girls." She narrowed her eyes. "That goes for you too, Lexie. I don't want your mother thinking I've let you run wild at the mall."

      Claire and I exchanged looks and replied in unison. "Understood."

      I hesitated a second before asking, "What are we going to tell my parents?"

      "I've already spoken to your mother." Mrs. Murray’s gaze softened. "You've been so helpful to us with the twins, and your mother has given me such wonderful tips and moral support...I just asked her if she would allow us to give you this small 'thank you' gift. She argued a bit, said it wasn't necessary, but in the end she agreed."

      Mrs. Murray stood, crossed the room, and gathered me into a hug. "It's the least we could do. Thank you so much for supporting Claire and helping her adjust to all this...well, to everything." She kissed my cheek and studied my face for an instant before waving us off. "Go on, now. Go have fun with Claire's flower faeries."

      I glanced back as we left the kitchen. Mrs. Murray was wiping her eyes.

    

  

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/wdm-dragon-logo-w-border-small.jpg
Publishing







OEBPS/images/lexieschoice_ebook_cover.jpg
DEB LOGAN

BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF THUNDERBIRD







