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CHAPTER 1

“Hello? Anyone home?”

Amaanah sat bolt upright in bed, startled out of a funny dream. Who was that? She squinted around the room. Nothing. 

Hmm, maybe I’m dreaming. 

She snuggled back under her duvet. 
“Hello! Ignoring me won’t make me go away,” came the voice again. High-pitched, squeaky and annoyed. 
Before Amaanah could react, a fairy, an honest-to-goodness fairy, landed softly in front of her on her duvet. She rubbed her eyes. “No way,” she breathed. 

“Way,” the fairy responded, her sparkly little fingers fluttering around, creating gentle ripples of wind. 

Amaanah gaped in shock. 
“How did you get here? What are you doing here? Who are you?” 
The fairy curtsied. “Well, as you can see, I am a fairy. The name is Nuha. Pleased to meet you.” Politely, she held out her miniature hand. A shimmer of purple sparks oozed from her tiny fingers and floated in the air, scenting the room with a faint aroma of candy floss.

Fascinated, Amaanah examined the fairy in front of her. Nuha was a miniscule fairy, probably no bigger than a human hand. “Are you real?” Amaanah hesitantly reached out a hand to poke at her and then drew back quickly. 

The fairy rolled her big eyes. “Am I real? How rude. Are you real?” she replied, tapping a foot impatiently, causing her hair to fizz and spark. 

Amaanah giggled. “Of course, I’m real. I am a human!” 

Nuha went very still. Her enormous violet eyes grew even bigger. “A human?” she squeaked. “Oh no, oh no, oh no,” she whimpered, her tiny little shoulders trembling. “I’m in Human Land?” 

“Yes. But why? What’s wrong?” asked Amaanah, filled with worry and concern for the little creature. 

Nuha threw up her hands. “I’m lost!”. With a heaving gulp, she collapsed into wailing heap on the bed, leaving imprints of pink dust all over the duvet. 

Before Amaanah could react, Nuha jumped up again and grabbed her hand. For such a small creature, she had a surprisingly strong grip. “You have to help me! Help me find my way again!” 

CHAPTER 2

As gently as she could, Amaanah squelched her hand out of the fairy’s grasp. “How can I help you?” she wondered, now intrigued. “Where are you even going and how did you end up here?”

“Well,” Nuha shrugged, “I had left home – you know from Emerald Island – and was on my way to Pinkerica and somehow I ended up here.” She looked questioningly around the room. “Where is this place anyway?” 

“Emerald Island? Pinkerica?! Wow that sounds... interesting,” said Amaanah, thinking to herself that this fairy was a little dramatic and clearly just making things up. Who had ever heard of Pinkerica? 

“How were you going there?” she jabbed in awe at Nuha. Surely those tiny little wings wouldn’t carry her all the way to this Pinkerica place? 

“I was flying of course,” said Nuha. “Obviously. How else do you get anywhere? And then one of those giant metal birds. SO RUDE,” sniffed Nuha. Her wings fluttered in tiny waves. “One of them blew past me and threw me off my path. That’s probably how I got here,” she threw up her hands in despair. “And now I will miss all the fun!” 

“Fun? I like fun, what fun?” asked Amaanah, more curious than ever. 

CHAPTER 3

Nuha clasped her hands together and her giant pools of eyes gleamed with delight. “The most amazing fun you could ever imagine,” she whispered and twirled in a dizzying circle. “THE PARTY TO END ALL PARTIES. FAIRY. FASHION.WEEK,” she breathed in an awed whisper. “I can’t believe I’m going to miss it!” 

Amaanah couldn’t believe what she’d just heard. “Fairy Fashion Week?” 

Another sigh from Nuha. “Yes, it would have been grand fun. Especially,” she preened, and her wings fluttered behind her, “because I am the star model for Fairysache. That’s a huge honour you know.” 

Amaanah stifled a giggle. “Yes, yes, I’m sure. But what can we do now? How can we get you there?” 

“Well,” Nuha fluttered her eyelashes tentatively, “can you take me? On your wings.” She stopped and examined Amaanah properly. “Wait. Where are your wings actually?” 

“Humans don’t have wings,” shrugged Amaanah. 
Nuha gasped in shock. “Don’t. Have. Wings. But, but... how do you live?” 
Amaanah laughed. “We have cars and planes and buses and trains, silly! We don’t need wings.” 
The
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