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Prologue
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“This is where we get our eggs!” the young blond girl called out. “Come on.”

Three girls joined a long line of other kids at the local Nursery. Everyone was buzzing with excitement over the possibilities. What would they get? A dog? A bunny? Maybe even a giraffe!

“What do you think? Am I more of a leopard cat girl or a black panther chick?” laughed the blond girl as she neared the front of the line.

“What makes you so sure you’re getting a cat to begin with?” Her brunette friend raised an eyebrow.

“Look, I’m going to get every kind of pet on Adoption Island before I’m done,” the blond replied, already an expert in the ways of this world with her natural confidence. “But of course I’m starting with a cat. It’s fate.”

“Well, whatever. I’ll be fine so long as I get something that’ll play with me.”

“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” spoke up their friend as she shyly pulled a streak of jet-black hair behind her ear. “We’ve all got to come out with something to make us happy, right?”

“Totally,” the blond cut in. “But no more time for guessing games now . . . we’re next!”

The trio of girls pushed their way past the glass doors of the Nursery’s bright red-and-blue exterior and were greeted by a huge gumball machine full of eggs. A long queue of kids were eagerly waiting for their turn to twist the handle and collect their egg.

The friends quickly split up to find their perfect match. The blond girl did in fact meet her destiny and watched as a shower of bright white sparks blasted her egg’s shell away and revealed a small kitty cat with hot-pink fur.

Running over with her adorable pink cat, she arrived just in time to see her brunette friend’s large egg roll toward her. Both friends eagerly waited for it to hatch. “It’s . . . it’s coming out, right?” the brunette girl said after a few minutes of watching her egg wiggle and wobble but never quite break.

“Absolutely,” the blond said, snuggling her cat close. “Just catch up with us when it pops, okay? I wanna get this little cutie a collar!”

Meanwhile, the shy girl took her time in picking out an egg, ultimately choosing one that was cracked and forgotten on the edge of the action. She cradled it like a baby until the bright light of the Nursery’s magic transformed it into a goofy tan dog in her arms.

The pup licked her cheek with an energetic wiggle. “Hi, baby boy,” she whispered, cuddling the puppy close to her face. “My name is Sophia. Let’s be best friends, okay?”




Chapter 1
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Four Months Later

Sophia Lee opened her eyes to a room that was all hers. Shades of purple spread across the floors and the couches and the few simple blankets draped over them. Cheerful penguins (her once favorite, now second favorite animal) smiled down at her from the wallpaper. And in the closet, rows of the splashy, colorful clothes that defined Sophia’s style hung in neat rows. Everything in this little house was handpicked by her to look confident, cool, and maybe even a little dangerous.

Now all she had to do was make herself into the girl who matched it.

“Woof! Woof! Woof!”

“Jumper!” she cried as the small dog bounded into her bedroom. “Ready to get out there and make some new friends, buddy?”

Jumper tilted his head and wiped his ever-flapping tongue across his nose. As always, the pup was eager to please. He excitedly ran circles around Sophia’s feet as she customized her look for the day.

“What do you say I go with: punk rock or preppy glam?” she asked, tapping a screen in her closet to life and flipping through an almost endless set of options.

“Ruff!” Jumper rubbed his face into the deep purple rug.

“You’re right. I’ll pop even more if I mix the two.” She clicked on the images of a bright pink T-shirt, a smoke gray bomber jacket, a pair of skinny jeans, and some turquoise high-top sneakers. They suddenly appeared in her closet, beautifully pressed on hangers in her exact size. Made just for her. It was part of the magic of the island.

“Bark?” Jumper swatted at a bit of lilac-colored pillow fuzz.

“No. No wigs today,” Sophia said as she framed her straight black hair around a smiling face the color of pale sunshine. “Maybe I’ll be feeling like lavender bangs next week.”

Whump! Jumper ran face-first into a violet wall and tipped over like a falling tree.

“Heeeey,” Sophia drew out the word with affection, and lifted the dog into her arms. “Why don’t ya watch where you’re going, huh?” She couldn’t help but love him. Jumper always had a goofy look on his face and never met a stranger whose chest he wouldn’t jump right onto. But it didn’t matter. He was all hers. Sophia gave a mock bow to let him pass her. “Whenever you’re ready, exit through the front door.”

They hit the streets, and the colors and shapes of the Neighborhood swam by as they ran.

Sophia and the little dog bounded down the sidewalk, their feet pitter- pattering on the pavement, passing by pointy pine trees and houses of every shape and size.
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Jogging along, Sophia glanced to her right and saw her street curving gently ahead. It was lined with rows of houses, each one standing out with its own distinct charm. Some were massive and square modern mansions, while others were adorably small with round windows like big eyes peering out. Every house seemed to have its own personality, just like the people who lived inside them.

She skidded to a stop by the front lawn of a neighbor she hadn’t met yet. It was a tiny home with bright yellow siding and a simple black roof. A boy matched with a massive golden backpack and a pair of sunglasses. He was leaning over a black moon bear with shining yellow ears.

“Hey!” Sophia called. “You know if there’s any event going on today?”

“Huh?” The boy looked up, startled. He grabbed the bear under his arm. “Um . . . I don’t know! We’re playing inside today.”

Sophia’s stomach sank a little as she watched them run into the house. “I was just being funny,” she called. The door slammed shut. “Not trying to scare you away.”

This was where her troubles always started. It often felt to Sophia that when she spoke up or chimed in or just straight up blurted something out, no one understood what she meant. They might laugh at her for it. Or they would talk quieter. Or they’d talk over her. The worst was when they’d shut her out completely, like she wasn’t even there. And the more it happened, the more she felt like she should just stop trying to speak at all.

“You feeling thirsty, Jumper?”

“Woof!”

“Ah, that’s what you always say when you hear your name.” She laughed the feeling off.

Through the winding paths of the Neighborhood and through the shining tunnel, they finally arrived at the Coffee Shop. On the first day when Sophia saw that gleaming red mug the size of a house, she knew it was worth exploring. Just looking at it felt like snuggling up with a hot cocoa on a cold day. But beyond the mug’s front door, there were even more secrets to behold. The Coffee Shop itself stood on a secret beach just beyond the mug’s entrance. Whenever she was feeling overwhelmed, overlooked, or just plain in need of a pick-me-up, this is where she came to chill out.

Although on this day, things were even more chill than usual. In fact, there was hardly a soul anywhere up and down the beach.

“Hey, Archer!” Sophia called as she leaned on the polished counter of the beehive-shaped shop.

“Heyo, Sophia! I’m glad you came here,” replied the friendly barista as he popped up from below the counter. Archer was one of the first settlers of Adoption Island—one of the older workers who helped things run smoothly. As such, he always had the inside scoop on which way the wind was blowing in town.

“I’ll do my usual double-cinnamon mocha,” Sophia said. “And if you could, tell me what is going on in our Neighborhood today. Something seems off.”

“Heh. Funny you should mention that, kid. I’ve got no honey today. And I’m not sure it’s coming back.”

“You’re not in another fight with your bees, are you?” Sophia tried to sound sympathetic, but Archer was always causing himself trouble with his feisty flavoring providers.

“It’s not that. Beetrice and I have had our fights before, but this time she and all the bees . . . well, they just disappeared!”

“Disappeared? Like off the island altogether?”

“See for yourself,” said Archer, pointing over the counter. Sophia followed the path to the honeycomb—the Coffee Shop’s matching structure that provided the nectar that sweetened up her favorite drink. Beetrice—the flighty queen bee who ruled the hive with regal authority—usually floated above and protected her honey jars and worker bees alike from would-be thieves.
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But today the hive was barren. Every shelf was empty without so much as a sticky spot left behind, and Beetrice herself was nowhere to be seen. Sophia scanned around for any sign of life while Jumper sniffed at the base of the hive. They turned up nothing.

“That’s so bizarre,” Sophia said as she returned to Archer.

“It’s been three whole days!” Archer furrowed his brow in concern. “I hope they come back soon, but for now you’ll just have to take it plain.”

“Well, this one’s for Jumper here anyhow. And he likes it however you make it,” Sophia said, trying to sound casual.

“Woof, woof?” Jumper hopped along at her heels as they walked back through the Coffee Shop’s giant mug and onto the street. He was excitable from the coffee and as cute as the day he was hatched. As they came over the wide bridge lane leading to the Town Circle, a girl with reddish-pink hair sprinted up and threw her arms around Jumper’s neck.

“Clarence!” she squealed. “I knew you didn’t run away! You had to . . . oh!”

The girl reeled back and looked Jumper square in the eye. Sophia saw her moment and snatched the dog up in her arms. “Excuse me, can I help you?” she said, trying not to be too snippy.

“It’s just . . . he looked so much like Clarence from up the hill. But it isn’t him.” The girl stepped back, tears welling in her eyes. “They were right. He is gone!” She turned and ran off toward the Neighborhood, so Sophia had no chance to ask her what she meant. Instead, she held Jumper close to her chest and paced up the path toward the Town Circle, where she could hear angry voices.

It wasn’t unusual for the Town Circle to be full of hustle and bustle. On a typical day on Adoption Island, the Circle was bursting with people showing off their pets or trading for a side seahorse or the occasional baby stroller if that was your thing. Sophia had frequently stood at the edge of the big sidewalk circle watching them. It always felt wild with people from dawn till dusk, always swarming with the chatter of trades or people just showing off what they had. The Town Circle was chaotic, sure, but it was still happy and full of promise.

But as she took Jumper into the Circle that morning, the scene Sophia found had an angry tension she’d never felt before. Almost everyone was carrying their pets in their arms, just like she was. Or at least everyone who had a pet was. There was a large gang of kids with no pets at all, and they were pounding on the doors of the surprisingly closed Nursery.

“They must’ve taken my Pippin back from me, but it’s a mistake!” cried one girl above the shouting voices as she pounded on the wooden door. “I was a good mommy, I swear!”

“Well, I don’t care why ol’ Dodger ran off, but I’m gonna get something better than an ant this time,” shouted the boy next to her as he throttled the handle.

“Not if we can’t get in, you won’t!” yelled another boy as he jumped over them and threw his shoulder into the glass with a loud cracking sound.

All in all, there were about a dozen of them. These kids clearly had come to Adoption Island to take care of something, just like the rest of them. But with their pets gone and the Nursery locked up tight, they were getting cranky . . . maybe even dangerous.

Sophia never saw herself as a leader, but she knew what was fair. She knew what was right. Convincing others of that was a whole different story, though.

“Hey!” she half said, half whispered. Sophia was not good at speaking to people, let alone a large crowd of angry people. “Maybe we just gotta call Anna or one of the other staff for help . . .” Her voice trailed off as the angry crowd turned to look at her. Sophia suddenly realized that the other kids with pets had backed far off to the edge of the Circle. She instinctively picked up Jumper.

“Why should we listen to you?” said the boy with one fist still tightly on the door. “You’ve still got your pet.”

“Hey, yeah, if getting help finding a pet is so easy for you, why not give up your dog for a while?” said the girl, turning toward her.

“No, that’s not . . .” Sophia felt a nervous tingle creeping up inside her. She was trying to help. Jumper didn’t have anything to do with it. Holding a blissfully unaware Jumper out in front of her, Sophia began to whisper, “Jumper, I think it’s time to go.”

But before Sophia had a chance to think of how to defuse the situation, someone shouted, “Get her!”
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Chapter 2
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An army of hands grabbed for Sophia Lee. Clawing with chipped nail polish and broken friendship bracelets, an unending wave of hands knocked her to the ground. They lunged for Jumper and quickly blacked out the sun. Sophia squeezed her dog tight to her chest and kicked her way back from their grasp.

Swallowing down the urge to panic, she clattered out of a tangle of elbows, bracing for another attack. But just then, a voice shot through the air and brought the crowd to a halt.

“What is wrong with you people?” came a sound strong in volume and authority. “Clear out, weirdos! That’s my friend.”

A head of blond hair and a pair of hands dangling pink jelly bracelets parted the crowd with a shove and then reached for Sophia. It was Kat. Thank goodness.

“What even is this? Are you, like, okay?”

“Yeah,” Sophia said, cradling the shivering Jumper. She was actually pretty terrified, but she wouldn’t dare show it.

“Oh, it was just a joke,” called a crass boy in the mob. “But if we wanted to take one of your dumb ol’ pets, we could!”

“I invite you to try,” called Kat, tossing her hair over her shoulder. Then among them sauntered her own pet cat, Pinky. “Hisssssss!” he spat meanly, and then leaped to Kat’s shoulder to curl up for a nap.
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The girls made a quick exit from the scene, Kat drawing Sophia by the hand and talking her ear off, just like the day they met. That had been Sophia’s first week on Adoption Island, when she was still picking out the hues of purple for her house. She had been exploring the far side of the Town Circle when she heard a voice from behind her laugh. “Wow! Nice bracelets, girl!”

Sophia had spun around and found a girl whose right arm was wrapped with beaded bracelets—just like her own. Each bracelet was packed with letter beads spelling out inspirational phrases, love messages, song lyrics, you name it. Tossing her shoulder-length blond hair, the girl had looked Sophia up and down, nodding like a judge on a reality show.

“I thought I’d gone all in on bracelet making, but I think you might actually have more than me,” she said, at last extending a handshake.

“I just love to be creative.” Sophia blushed and rattled her arm out. “I just feel like me in them, you know?”

“Totes,” the girl replied. “Let’s trade a few, huh?”

But as the girls had flicked through bracelet after bracelet, they found too many of theirs were perfect matches. It seemed they loved the same phrases, the same songs, the same everything.

“Did you read my mind before you started making them?” The girl smiled. “This is like fate. Totally fate. I’m Kat. We’re BFFs now.”

And that’s the way it always was with Kat. Pure confidence and a million thoughts a second. To Sophia, it was nothing short of miraculous—a girl who could talk to anyone and show off anything. Even when she wasn’t trying, like today with her “casual outfit” matching a hot-pink hoodie with sparkly sneakers, Kat could quietly steal the thunder from anyone else in town.

Yet Kat had picked her as a friend, and for the first time, Sophia had someone to speak a secret language of pop culture references and inside jokes to. Sure, sometimes she felt like she was playing sidekick to Kat’s can-do attitude, but she could deal with a little friendly competition . . . mostly. For a brief moment, it felt like their friendship team would keep growing until Sophia had a whole crew around her. Kat had recruited a third girl to the group, who helped Sophia feel less out of place. Amber. But once they’d settled in with their pets, Amber stopped coming around. It happens. Sophia still missed the original trio, but with Adoption Island being as big as it was, she knew that there were new people to meet every day.

“Those guys were horrible. Trying to steal some poor girl’s pet? Get over yourself!” Kat said, skipping up the path away from the still rowdy Nursery mob. “But you know what you’ve gotta do, right, Soph? Speak up! Use your voice, girl!”

“I was trying to.” Sophia gently lowered Jumper to the ground and squeezed her arms tightly on her shoulders. “Those kids are in a panic!”


















































OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0010-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
Sky
Castle

lllll

-.~~





OEBPS/images/9780063318045_Cover.jpg
Sophid Lee and the ‘
QueenBee s






OEBPS/images/f0016-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Sophid Lee and the
Queen Bee

Written by

Kiel Phegley

HARPER

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers






