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To Folu and Seye.


Thank you for your support.


T. O.


For class 1 Oak – you are magic!


Thanks for the sparkle Mr Mitcham and Mrs Henwood.


J. R.


I love you little Mum


C. R.
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‘I’m running out of time,’ Aziza sighed as she stared down at the piles of multicoloured paper and the half-completed invitations to her brother Otis’s surprise birthday party. The party she was organizing . . . well, trying to anyway.


Aziza picked up an invitation and stared at the picture of Jamal Justice on the front. Otis loved the superhero star of their parents’ graphic novels, which was why he was the perfect theme for the party, but there just didn’t seem to be enough time to get everything done. The party was just a week away.
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Aziza blew out a frustrated breath. It’s got to be special, but I don’t know what to do first.


‘Hey, Zizzles,’ a voice called out, and Aziza quickly stuffed the invitations underneath some nearby sugar paper. But it was just her parents. Otis was nowhere to be seen.


‘How are you getting on with the party planning?’ her dad asked, coming into the living room.


‘I’m not,’ Aziza muttered. ‘I still haven’t finished the invitations.’ She waved towards the pile on the floor. ‘I still need to work out the menu,’ she continued, her voice getting squeaky, ‘and decide what music to play.’


Mum winced, knelt and placed a finger under Aziza’s chin, tilting her face up.


‘I know it was your idea to give Otis a surprise party but we are here to help, you know. You don’t have to do this by yourself.’


‘I used to be a DJ. I could help pick the songs?’ Dad offered with a grin.


‘I need songs from this century, Dad,’ Aziza replied. She shook her head. ‘I can do it. I want to do it.’


‘OK, Zizzles,’ Dad said. ‘Just remember, the smartest people ask for help.’


Mum gave Aziza’s nose an affectionate tap before she and Dad left the room.


Aziza stared after them. Maybe I could get them to help with the cutting? Or the gluing? Or writing out the—


Otis whizzed into the room at full speed. ‘Yo, Zizi. Want to play pirate fairies?’


Aziza shook her head and started packing up the party stuff so Otis wouldn’t see.


‘I can’t, I’m busy.’ Aziza’s voice wobbled. Seeing him just made her even more worried that she was going to mess his party up.


Her brother peered at her. ‘What’s wrong? You look just like you did when I buried your fairy doll in the sandpit . . . Then forgot where I put her.’


Otis’s words were the final straw, especially as she couldn’t actually tell him anything without ruining his birthday surprise.
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‘Just leave me alone.’ Aziza leapt up from the carpet. She dashed past a startled Otis and headed straight for her bedroom. She shut the door, grabbed her Fairy Power cushion from her bed and gave it a hug. Somehow the soft plush made her feel a bit better.


There was a rattling sound from the windowsill. Aziza’s gaze went to the wooden fairy door that stood there – it was sparkling.


Aziza gasped as a cute ribbon magically unfurled around the edges of the door and tied itself in a messy bow. It could only mean one thing. I’m going back to the magical kingdom of Shimmerton!


Tingling with excitement, Aziza moved towards the fairy door. She untied the bow. The ribbon was smooth and soft beneath her fingertips. Next, she gently took hold of the bejewelled doorknob and felt a glowing warmth fill her whole body as the fairy door swung open. Then she was shrinking, and a golden beam of light surrounded her.


Aziza stepped through the door and into a magnificent ballroom. Once it had closed, the fairy door could hardly be noticed in the wall behind her. All around, creatures were dressed in beautiful party clothes and they chattered and giggled. Huge balloons swooped and twirled in the air, lit up by twinkling fairy lights. Bright tapestries covered the walls, illuminated by big glowing lanterns.
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‘Where am I?’ Aziza whispered. She looked down at herself, curious to see what she would be wearing this time. She gasped at the sight of the beautiful party dress, covered in shining silver hearts that sparkled under all the lights. Her butterfly wings were back too, and Aziza gave them a little flutter.


I’m at a party! Aziza thought with a grin.


Just then, a small bear-like creature in a waistcoat bustled past. He had a clipboard in his hand and a worried frown on his face.


‘Tiko!’ Aziza called out, happy to see her little shapeshifting friend. She hadn’t recognized him at first with his smart waistcoat on! Tiko looked up and his frown melted away when he spotted Aziza.


‘Oh, goodness, I’m so pleased to see you!’ he said.


‘What’s going on?’ Aziza asked. ‘Where are we?’


‘It’s Peri’s birthday party, and I’m the palace’s official party planner,’ Tiko replied. ‘Peri wanted to organize the party without her parents’ help but I’m allowed to assist.’


Aziza grinned at him, thinking how funny it was that her friends had been organizing a party while she’d been doing the same thing at home for Otis. ‘I bet you’re doing an amazing job.’


‘I hope so!’ Tiko waved the clipboard about. ‘We promised the king and queen we’d throw the best royal party ever!’
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‘Well, everyone looks like they’re having a great time!’ Aziza said looking at the party guests. ‘Besides, I’m here now and I can help.’


Tiko nodded. ‘I’m so glad you are here. We weren’t sure how to get hold of you.’ Then he grinned. ‘Good thing that the fairy door always knows what to do.’


Aziza hugged that thought to herself. The door really did know when to bring her to Shimmerton, and with the way time froze at home, she didn’t have to hurry back either. Besides, helping to organize a party for Peri might help her with ideas for Otis’s party.


‘Would you like a drink?’ Tiko asked as he led Aziza to a long banquet table, filled with the yummiest looking food and the most colourful drinks.


‘Wow, this looks amazing.’ Aziza picked up a sparkling pink glass and took a sip. ‘It tastes like strawberries and sherbet fizzing inside my mouth.’ She giggled. ‘It’s tickly.’


Tiko looked pleased. ‘We have something for everyone. Buttercup slushies for the unicorns. Lime and honeysuckle smoothies for the pixies. I even got a chocolate- and carrot-flavoured milkshake for Mrs Sayeed’s son.’


Tiko pointed to a happy looking Almiraj. He wore a party hat on top of his horn and his bunny ears stood up in delight at his drink.
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Everyone looked as if they were having fun and Aziza spotted an older fairy with swan-like feathers, a neat moustache and a crown on his head. Beside him was a fairy in silk robes with long flowing dark hair and a glittering headdress. They were busy greeting guests as they entered. They must be the king and queen, Aziza thought. Peri’s parents. But where is their daughter?


‘Where’s Peri?’ Aziza asked.


‘In her room, but she should really be down by now.’ Tiko looked up at a big golden clock on the wall. ‘Don’t suppose you could get her? She’ll be so excited to see you.’


Before Aziza could reply, he reeled off a series of directions. ‘Oh, and tell her not to forget the presents,’ Tiko added before bustling away again.


Forget the presents? Aziza thought in confusion. It didn’t make much sense to her. Surely Peri wouldn’t have been given her presents yet? She shrugged and set off to find her friend.


Outside the ballroom, Aziza walked along the hallway lined with golden scalloped tiles and jewelled borders just like Tiko told her. She’d never seen anything so beautiful, until she turned right and caught a glimpse of the staircase. It was golden too!


‘Glittersticks,’ Aziza breathed in awe.


The large staircase glimmered brightly as it spiralled upwards. A red velvet carpet ran up the centre. As Aziza climbed the stairs, she felt like a princess in her very own fairy tale. Right down to the special dress.
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At the top of the stairs, Aziza stopped, suddenly unsure which way led to Peri’s room. There were so many doors. Which one was the right one? I can’t remember!
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