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Fit for a Princess

OH MY NEPTUNE! QUEEN Edwina sent her own royal carriage for us!” Pearl squealed.

Shelly Siren and her friends Pearl, Echo, and Kiki stood outside the Trident City People Museum as a large killer whale stopped beside them. The orca was pulling a sparkling shell carriage. Two tailmen wearing bright-blue coats with silver sashes lowered a glittering step from the carriage onto the ocean floor.

Another tailman, also wearing a blue coat, but with a gold sash, said in a loud voice, “Princess Shelly, it would be my honor to escort you and your servants to Neptune’s Castle.”

“Hey, we’re not her servants!” Pearl snapped.

“It’s all right, Pearl,” Kiki said. “Let’s just bubble down and enjoy the ride.”

Pearl stuck her nose up in the water and frowned at the tailman but didn’t complain anymore.

Shelly hugged her grandfather good-bye before floating up the carriage’s diamond-covered stairs. The inside was just as beautiful as the outside. Blue gems lined the ceiling and the seats. Shelly could see her reflection shining in the walls.
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“Ooh,” Pearl said, running her hand over the jeweled seats. “I’ve heard of this. It’s aquamarine and very rare in the ocean.” She turned to Shelly. “This is a carriage fit for a princess! Good thing you are one!”

Shelly smiled, but inside she sure didn’t feel like a princess! Still, her great-aunt was Queen Edwina of the Western Oceans, and that made Shelly royalty.

As the carriage sped away, Shelly waved to Grandfather Siren until she couldn’t see him anymore. Then she sat back with a sigh. This was it! She was actually going to visit Neptune’s Castle—the palace named for the very first king of the sea. When the queen had suggested that Shelly bring her friends to the castle during a school vacation, it had seemed exciting. Now it just felt scary.

Echo pushed back her dark, curly hair and turned to Shelly. “You’re so quiet! Are you feeling all right?”

Shelly shrugged her blue tail. “I’m just nervous about visiting the castle. I’ll be meeting all my cousins for the first time.”

Even though her mother had been a princess, Shelly had only recently found out she was royal. Her parents had died when she was just a small fry, so Shelly had been raised by her grandfather in a tiny apartment in Trident City. She had never met her royal family, except for Queen Edwina.

“It’s natural to be a little afraid,” Kiki said. “But we’ll be with you the whole time.”

Shelly smiled. She knew her friends would do anything to make the visit a success.

Pearl shook her head, and her long blond hair swirled around her. “There’s nothing to worry about. We’re going to a castle! There will be parties and everyone will want to meet us. They’re going to love me—and you, too.”

Shelly nodded and tried to act happy. But inside, her stomach felt like it was full of butterflyfish. After all, she’d much rather play on a Shell Wars team than wear a frilly party dress. And she wasn’t sure if she could do the things a princess was supposed to do. What if she wasn’t royal enough for her relatives?

Shelly’s thoughts were interrupted by a squeal.

“Sweet seaweed!” Pearl gasped. “We’re being invaded!”
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Screech, Click, Squeal!

THE MERGIRLS LOOKED OUT the carriage window. They were surrounded by huge black-and-white killer whales!

“There are at least fifteen of them,” Echo said, her dark eyes wide.

“They’re going to kill us!” Pearl screeched.

Kiki shook her head. “Killer whales have never attacked merfolk before.”

“Maybe they plan to start with us,” Pearl said nervously, pushing away from the window and closing her eyes.

“I think they’re beautiful,” Shelly said, leaning out the carriage window to watch the enormous creatures. Their fins were taller than her grandfather!

“Did you know that killer whales actually aren’t whales at all?” Kiki told them. “They’re the biggest of the dolphins.”

“Did you know that I don’t care?” Pearl snapped, her eyes still closed. “They’re scary no matter what they are called!”

Suddenly, loud squealing noises filled the ocean.

Pearl put her hands over her ears. “What is that horrible racket?”

“The orcas are talking to one another,” Shelly explained before making the same whistling noise. “They came to say hello!”

Kiki, Echo, and Pearl stared at Shelly in surprise.

“You know how to speak killer whale?” Kiki asked.

When Shelly nodded, Kiki said, “No wavy way! You have to teach me.”

“Sure,” Shelly said. She made a screech, followed by a click. “This means hello, nice to meet you.” Kiki tried to do the same. Even Echo gave it a try, but Pearl frowned and sat with her ears covered, humming the newest song by the popular merboy band, the Rays.

A chorus of sounds answered Shelly. She waved at the crowd of orcas near the carriage.

The killer whale pulling their carriage let out an especially loud whistle, and Shelly gulped. “We’re almost there,” she told her merfriends. “Our orca said to look to the right.”

The mergirls leaned over to gaze out the window, and Shelly let out a cry.

“Oh my Neptune!”

OEBPS/images/9781481440776.jpg


OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch01.jpg





OEBPS/images/ch02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00vi-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0viii-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
Hlustrated ll)y
Tatevik Avakyan

o, o
020 ¢

The Crook and the Crown

ALADDIN
NEW YORK LONDON TORONTO SYDNEY NEW DELHI







