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“Look how long this is!” exclaimed Jasmine Smith. She held up the daisy chain she was making. “I’m going to turn it into a necklace for Summer. Butterflies will love her!”

“She’ll like that!” Ellie Macdonald giggled as she flopped down on Jasmine’s lawn. Their friend Summer Hammond loved all animals, and Ellie knew she’d be pleased to have butterflies fluttering all around her.

“Where is she anyway?” Jasmine asked. “She should have been here half an hour ago.” She looked down her long, narrow garden, past the flowerbeds and the old apple tree to the back gate, but there was no sign of their friend. Laying the daisy chain carefully on the lawn, she sprinted down the garden, her long black hair streaming out behind her. “I’ll see if she’s coming,” she called over her shoulder.

Ellie put her daisy chain beside Jasmine’s and skipped after her. “I hope she gets here soon,” she said, tucking a loose strand of curly red hair behind one ear.

Jasmine opened the gate, then jumped back as Summer raced up on her bike, her blonde pigtails flying. “Sorry I’m late,” she panted. “I was looking for my fairytale book. I can’t find it anywhere, and I’d promised my brother Finn I’d read him a story from it. He was really disappointed.”
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“Oh no!” said Ellie. “Can you remember where you had it last?”

Summer leaned her bike against the fence, then followed Ellie and Jasmine back up the garden. “I know I had it at the Summer Ball.” She lowered her voice. “When we were…you-know-where.”

The three friends exchanged excited glances, thinking about the amazing magical secret they all shared.

Jasmine gasped. “Did you leave it—”

“In the Secret Kingdom?” Ellie finished for her in a whisper, not wanting to be overheard. They were the only people who knew about King Merry’s magical world and the girls wanted to keep it that way. When the Secret Kingdom had been in trouble, King Merry’s Magic Box had found the only three people who could help – Summer, Jasmine and Ellie. Now his pixie assistant, Trixi, sent them magical messages through the Magic Box whenever they were needed.

Just the mention of the Secret Kingdom sent a tingle down Summer’s spine. It was a wonderful place full of elves, mermaids and other magical creatures.

“Remember the dream dragons?” Ellie said excitedly.

“And the bubblebees,” added Summer. “They were so sweet!”

“I wish we could go back,” Jasmine sighed. “We haven’t been there for ages.”

“I wonder how Trixi is,” Ellie thought out loud.

“It would be great to hear from her,” Jasmine agreed.

“But it’s sort of a good thing that we haven’t heard,” Summer pointed out. “Trixi only sends us a message if Queen Malice is up to something. And as we haven’t heard from her, that must mean everything’s okay there.”

Queen Malice, King Merry’s sister, wanted to rule the kingdom, and she was always causing trouble. She’d even tried to turn the kindly king into a stink toad, one of the nastiest, pongiest creatures in the whole kingdom! The girls had had to collect six rare ingredients from around the kingdom to make the counter-potion to turn King Merry back to his normal jolly self.

“I know,” said Jasmine, “but I wish we could go back. I miss Trixi and King Merry.”

“Me too,” said Ellie and Summer together.

“And I’d love to see the unicorns again.” Summer sighed.

“Queen Malice was banished to the Troll Territories when we were there last,” Ellie reminded them. “So that’s probably why we haven’t heard anything. King Merry took away her thunderbolt staff too. She won’t be able to do anything bad without it.”

“I keep checking the Magic Box all the same,” Jasmine said. “But there haven’t been any messages.”
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“I suppose we’ll just have to be patient and wait until we hear from Trixi again,” Ellie said. She picked up her daisy chain and rested it on her curly hair like a crown. “This will have to do until I can wear my real tiara again,” she added, laughing.

“Can I have a look in your room, Jasmine, just in case I left my fairytale book here?” Summer asked.

“Course you can,” Jasmine said. “Do you need a hand?”

Summer giggled. Jasmine didn’t have that many books – she preferred reading music magazines because she wanted to be a pop star when she grew up. “No, thanks. I think I can manage!” she teased.

“It’s lucky it won’t take you long to look,” Jasmine said, grinning. “It’s too sunny to be indoors today.”

Summer ran inside and upstairs to Jasmine’s bedroom. The Magic Box stood on Jasmine’s bedside table next to a framed picture of a dancer that Ellie had painted for Jasmine’s birthday. Summer peered into the mirror on the lid, hoping she’d see a message there, but all she saw was her own reflection looking back at her thoughtfully.

Sighing, she quickly searched Jasmine’s shelves, but her missing fairytale book wasn’t there.

As she turned towards the door, a flash of light caught her eye. Glancing round hurriedly, she saw that glittery light was pouring from the Magic Box’s mirror. “A message!” she gasped. “At last!”
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