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Chrissie felt a bit foolish sitting on the computer room carpet in the parking lot of her school. So, too, from the look of things, did Jessica and Henry. But they did as they were told. Kara, the dragon, snuggled happily around Chrissie’s neck, apparently fast asleep and unbothered by what was happening.

Chris concentrated, sitting at the front of the carpet. “To-chapa!” Be attached! Chrissie felt some force like an invisible hand holding her in place. Jessica gave a squeal as she obviously felt the same effect. “Maktar, to-fiva!” Carpet, fly!

The carpet gave a shudder, then rippled underneath them. Jessica squealed again. Chrissie and the others rose from the ground, apparently held up by only the threads of a carpet. It wavered and shivered …

Then it shot into the sky so fast she almost screamed….

So far their magic is working. But this is only the beginning of a dangerous mission where every second counts….
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INTRODUCTION


Larry Lee looked out over the twinkling lights of the city of Dallas, Texas, and smiled to himself. Soon it—along with the rest of the world—would belong to him. He would become the very first King of the World. And it was all so very simple. People trusted him, and listened when he spoke. He knew he had a smooth tongue and a friendly manner that people loved. He caught sight of his features reflected back in the black nighttime glass and smiled some more. He looked good, too. Taking a comb from his pocket, he tidied up a stray wisp of his pure white hair and then straightened his neat white tie. He looked good in white, which was why he always wore it—even white shoes to match his many white suits.

The door to his office opened, and his assistant, Belmont, walked in. “Everything is ready,” the man announced. “The space shuttle Explorer takes off in three hours.”

“Perfect,” Larry Lee said. “And once the shuttle is in orbit, there’s nothing that anyone will be able to do to stop me. By this time tomorrow I shall rule the world.”

“Yes, sir,” Belmont said. “May I be the first to congratulate you?”

“Not until tomorrow,” Larry Lee replied. “Let’s not be too hasty. As King, I shall have to be very dignified.” Then he grinned. “But until then I can gloat.” He raised a triumphant fist into the air. “Yes! Perfect!”

Once those three hours were over, it would all be his. He looked out of the window again. Those poor, unsuspecting fools! The shuttle would launch at dawn. By supper he’d be in complete control of every aspect of their lives….


chapter ONE
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Chrissie rolled over in bed and almost screamed. Then, as her heartbeat slowed to normal, she remembered everything that had happened. It was just so bizarre to be waking up with a dragon on your pillow.

Only a small dragon, of course, about the size of a ferret. Not as large as some of the ones Chrissie had seen in that strange mirror world to her own that she had visited. Some things in that world had been the reverse of what she considered normal. Instead of science, that world used magic. Instead of being a girl, in that world she was a boy named Chris. Her older brother, Sam, was a girl named Samantha. It had been very strange seeing things she knew turned on their heads.

She and Chris had teamed up to defeat an evil magician, Lori Lee, and save that other world from falling under her spell. That was when Samantha had given Kara, the dragon, to Chrissie. In that world everyone had a partner to help with magic.

The strangest thing was that Chrissie had been able to do magic in that world as well. Something about the air, the food, and the drink had brought magic into Chrissie’s body. She’d been able to cast spells of her own. According to Kara, she’d be able to do that back in her own world, too, at least until the magic wore off. Then all she had to do was pop back through to the mirror world to renew it.

Which was incredibly cool, of course.

But sharing a pillow with a dragon—no matter how small and friendly—was definitely going to take some getting used to.

“Chrissie!” she heard her mom yell from downstairs. “Time to get up!”

“Okay, Mom!” she called back.

Kara opened one eye. “Please,” she begged. “I’m a growing dragon. I need my rest. Don’t yell so loudly.”

Chrissie sighed. “Look, Kara, I thought we had an agreement. You can’t let anyone know you exist. Can’t you hide somewhere, or something?”

“I’m comfy right here,” the dragon answered. “I’m used to being treated nicely, you know.” Her nose twitched. “Mmmm … Do I smell something cooking? I’m starving. I’ll just pop down and—”

Chrissie grabbed Kara as the dragon launched herself at the door. “Aren’t you listening to me?” she demanded. “You can’t go down there and eat breakfast with my family. That’s not keeping yourself hidden, is it?”

Kara gave a deep sigh. “You’re trying to starve me to death, aren’t you? You don’t really love me, do you?” A large tear started forming in one of her eyes.

“It’s not that at all,” Chrissie said quickly. “I do love you. You’re the most wonderful dragon in the world, really.” That cheered Kara up again. “It’s just that you’re the only dragon in this world. If people found out about you … Well, I don’t know exactly what would happen, but it wouldn’t be good. People might want to experiment on you.”

Kara sniffed. “The people on this world don’t sound very nice.”

“Most of them are okay,” Chrissie said. “But there are some who would see you as a way to make money.”

Kara shrugged, which made her long, green body shiver. “I can make money, anyway. You need some?”

“No!” How would she explain suddenly having a lot of cash? It was clear that Kara didn’t get it. “Look, we’ll go into this later. Right now I’ve got to get ready for school. You stay here, and I’ll bring you some food up when I finish breakfast. Then you’ve got to stay hidden the rest of the day.”

“All day?” The dragon jumped up to the windowsill and stuck her snout through the closed blinds. “It’s a lovely day out there, and I don’t know anything about this world of yours. I want to explore.”

“Aren’t you hearing anything I say?” Chrissie asked. “It’s dangerous out there!”

“Pooh! How dangerous can it be? I’m the only dragon on the planet, so there’s nothing out there that can hurt me.” Then she screamed and jumped back, wrapping herself around Chrissie’s neck and almost strangling her. “What’s that monster?”

When Chrissie managed to breathe again, she settled Kara back on the pillow. “That’s not a monster, that’s Daddy starting up his car. It always sounds a bit rough first thing in the morning. And if you ran in front of a car, dragon or no dragon, you’d be crushed to death. So do as I tell you, and stay here! I’m going to take a shower.”

Chrissie wasn’t certain she was doing the right thing leaving Kara alone, because Kara was still shaking from hearing the car start up. But Chrissie needed a shower. They didn’t have cars on the other world—they had coaches pulled by unicorns. Quiet coaches. Chrissie wished she had a unicorn herself, but that would be even harder to hide than a pocket-size dragon.

The mirror in her bathroom stayed normal, only reflective glass, this morning. Yesterday she had seen Chris staring at her through it, right before he yanked her through into his world. Thankfully today she saw only herself looking back at her—blond hair, freckles, and all. She showered quickly, then dressed in jeans and a T-shirt for school. After slipping on her sneakers, she ran downstairs.

Mom, behind as always, had breakfast mostly ready. She was scanning the financial pages of the paper, sipping her coffee, when Chrissie grabbed her breakfast. She settled for oatmeal, but managed to snag a couple of strips of bacon from her brother Sam’s plate before he appeared. He took after Mom, and was always a bit late for things. Chrissie wasn’t certain what dragons ate, but she didn’t think it would be oatmeal.

“Good morning, dear,” Mom said, peering over the tops of her glasses, which were perched on the end of her nose and in danger of falling off, as usual.

“Hi, Mom. I’m gonna eat in my room. I’ve got to pack my backpack for school. See you!” Chrissie rushed off.

As she had hoped, Kara drooled over the bacon, then snarled and pounced on it. “I like to kill my own food,” she explained. “But this is good.” She crunched it down as Kara ate her oatmeal and fitted everything she needed into her backpack. Kara watched her with a distinct lack of interest. “So, what about drink?” the dragon asked. “I tried the big bowl in the other room, but I didn’t like the smell of that blue water.”

“That’s the toilet,” Chrissie explained, grossed out. “What do you like to drink?”

“Bitter fizz,” Kara replied, licking her lips.

“Well, they don’t make that on this world. Is water okay?”

The dragon sighed. “Oh, sure, make me live on bread and water. Keep me a prisoner in your room. I’ll soon waste away to nothing, then you won’t need to feed me at all.” She sniffed, and inhaled deeply. “What’s that delightful smell?”

Chrissie sniffed. “You mean the coffee?”

“Coffee?” The dragon looked happy. “That’s what I’d like.”

Chrissie looked at her dubiously. “I’d hate to think of you on a caffeine high.”

“Please, please, please, please, please …”

“Oh, stop begging,” Chrissie said. “Okay, I’ll get you a cup. But only one.” She took her empty oatmeal dish downstairs. Thankfully, Mom was getting her briefcase and papers ready for the office. She might wonder why Chrissie had suddenly taken to drinking coffee. Chrissie poured a cup and added some milk. Sugar? Probably—Kara had a bit of a sweet tooth. Then she took the cup upstairs. Kara virtually pounced on it, stuck her snout deep into the cup, and drank it down in almost one gulp.

“That’s pretty good,” she said, wiping her lips with her long tongue. “Can I have some more?”

“Maybe later,” Chrissie said. “Too much caffeine can keep you awake. And you need to get some rest while I’m at school.”

The dragon sighed. “So how long will you be gone?” she asked. “Ten minutes or so?”

“About six hours,” Chrissie replied.

“Six hours?” Kara shook her head. “Oh, no. I’m not staying a prisoner in this room for six hours. I’ll go mad!”

“You’re already there,” Chrissie growled. “Just stay put, stay hidden, and behave yourself, okay? We’ll do something together when I come home—I promise.”

“Huh!” the dragon complained. She glared at Chrissie. “That’s it—abandon me. Leave me here to die of boredom. I don’t care. Why should I expect to be treated well? I’m just a dragon after all.” Muttering to herself, she slunk under the bed.

Chrissie rolled her eyes and went to brush her teeth. When she came out, she grabbed her backpack and headed for the door. “See you later,” she called. There was no reply; obviously the dragon was still sulking at being left alone. Well, Chrissie would make it up later. She hoped Kara wouldn’t cause any trouble during the day.

Chrissie had the strongest feeling that this would be unlikely. Having her own dragon would probably get her into trouble somehow….


chapter TWO
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Chrissie clambered onto the school bus and sat down next to Jessica Bowen, her best friend. The bus started up again, trundling on to the next pickup spot. “So,” she asked Jessica, “anything interesting happen to you?”

“No, same old boring life.” Jessica was a bit on the chubby side, with long brown hair she was always twiddling. “How about you?”

Chrissie thought, just for a second, of saying: Well, I went to another universe, met myself as a boy, saved that world, adopted a dragon, and learned magic. But the impulse didn’t last long. Nobody would believe her, and she’d probably get locked up in a mental ward in a straitjacket. “Same old same old,” she said.

“You feeling better?” Jessica asked.

“Huh? Oh, yeah, yeah, I’m better.” Chrissie almost forgot she was supposed to have been sick yesterday.

“You two are the most boring people in the world,” said a familiar voice from behind them. They turned to see Henry Plunkett peering over the seat back at them. He was sitting alone. Henry always sat alone. He pushed his glasses up on his nose. “Didn’t you watch the space shuttle launch this morning?”

“No, Henry,” Jessica said. “We’re not all space geeks, like you, you know.”

“Just what I’d expect of a couple of doo-fuses like you,” Henry snapped back. “One of the most historical events of this century, and I’ll bet you were both just stuffing your faces and dreaming about the latest pop star you like.”

Actually I was arguing with a dragon, Chrissie thought, but she knew what would happen if she said that. She knew better than to encourage Henry, but she had to ask: “So what’s so important about another boring space shuttle launch? They happen all the time.”
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