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A Very Special Secret


“Can’t you drive any faster, Daddy?” Emily McDougal begged.


Her father was driving the family station wagon. He glanced back at Emily from the driver’s seat.


“You wouldn’t want me to get a speeding ticket, Emily-Memily,” he said with a twinkle in his blue eyes. “If I did, it would take even longer to get to your friends’ houses. We might even be late for the movie!”
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Emily knew her father was right. Still, she couldn’t help feeling impatient as he stopped at a stop sign. Another car crossed in front of them. It seemed to take forever to go by. Emily bit her lip and counted to five. Finally her father started driving again.


There were two reasons that Emily was so impatient. The first was that Mr. McDougal was taking Emily and her three best friends to the movies. They were going to see The Unicorn Fairy. The girls had been dying to see that movie ever since they’d first heard about it.


But that wasn’t the only reason Emily was excited. She had a secret—a big one! She couldn’t wait to share it with her friends.


“Remember not to say anything about the big news, okay?” she reminded her father. “I want to wait until all four of us are together.”


Mr. McDougal took one hand off the steering wheel just long enough to cross his heart. “Your secret is safe with me,” he promised.


“Thanks, Daddy.” Emily fiddled with the strap of her seat belt. Sometimes when she was feeling anxious or impatient or nervous, she tried to distract herself by wriggling her fingers or playing with her long, pale blond hair. But today it didn’t work. She still felt her heart racing with excitement and her stomach flip-flopping eagerly.


She looked out the window. The McDougals lived out in the country, but their old farmhouse was only about a fifteen-minute drive from town. It was even closer to the subdivision at the edge of town where Emily’s friend Jo Sanchez lived. They would be there soon. Emily just hoped she could wait that long!


Soon Emily’s father was turning onto Larkspur Lane. Emily could see Jo standing out in front of the Sanchezes’ tidy home. Jo was always right on time for everything. She waved when she saw the station wagon.


As soon as her father stopped, Emily reached over and opened the door. Jo climbed in beside her.


“Hi, Mr. McDougal,” Jo said. “Thanks for taking me to the movies.”


“You’re very welcome.” Mr. McDougal started the car up again.


Jo fastened her seat belt, then looked at Emily. “Hey, Emily, what’s the matter with you?”


“What do you mean?” Emily tried to look and sound just like she always did. But it was no use. Her voice made a funny little squeak at the end. She giggled. “I’m just excited about the movie, that’s all.”


Jo wrinkled her nose. “Are you sure?” she asked. “You look funny.”


Emily should have known. Jo always noticed things. That was part of what made her a good student. It also made her a good friend.


“Okay, you’re right,” Emily admitted. “I have a secret. But I can’t tell you what it is yet.”


“Why not?” Jo’s brown eyes widened. “Does it have something to do with our sleepover at your house this Friday night?”


“Maybe.” Emily smiled. “But that’s all I’m going to say about it until we pick up Taylor and Kara!”


It wasn’t easy, but she stuck to her word. Jo was pretty patient. She didn’t try to make Emily say anything else.


A few minutes later they reached town and pulled to the curb in front of a brick house with faded black shutters and a big front porch. A red-haired teenage boy was mowing the patch of grass between the porch and the sidewalk. He saw them and turned off the mower.


“Kaaaaaraaaaa!” he yelled at the house. “Your ride’s here!”


Emily waved at the boy through the open car window. “Hi, Chip!” she called. Chip was the oldest of Kara Wyatt’s four brothers. He waved back, then started the mower again.


A moment later Kara burst out of the house and ran toward the car, her wavy red hair bouncing everywhere. She opened the door and jumped into the third row of seats.


“Hi, guys,” she cried breathlessly. “Guess what? My mom gave me extra money for snacks. I think I have enough to get popcorn and candy!”


“Guess what else?” Jo said. “Emily has a secret about our sleepover. But she won’t tell me what it is.”


Mr. McDougal was looking at the girls in the rearview mirror. “Seat belt please, Kara,” he said as he started the car again.


“Oops! I almost forgot.” Kara giggled and clicked on her seat belt. “So what’s the big secret? Come on, Em, you have to tell us!”


“Sorry,” Emily said with a grin. She already knew that Kara wasn’t very good at waiting. “I don’t want to say anything until the whole Sleepover Squad is together.”


Emily, Jo, and Kara, along with Taylor Kent, were all members of the Sleepover Squad. They’d named themselves that while planning their very first sleepover at Taylor’s house. Since then, they’d all taken turns hosting other sleepovers. This weekend it was Emily’s turn again.


“Please please please!” Kara cried. “You have to tell us now, or I might die! Come on, Em—we won’t let Taylor know you told us first! Pleeeeeeease?”


It seemed to take forever to drive the four blocks between Kara’s house and Taylor’s. After a while both Emily and Jo covered their ears to block out Kara’s begging. In the front seat, Mr. McDougal turned on the radio.


But finally the car stopped in front of the Kents’ big stone house, which was right in the middle of one of the nicest blocks in town. Taylor was kicking a soccer ball against the trunk of one of the big trees along the sidewalk. When she saw the station wagon, she kicked the ball toward the house and jogged over.
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