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I don’t have fairy powers, but I know this book wouldn’t be possible without the help of some amazing people I’m pretty sure do have them.

Thank you to all the writers I’ve met online, especially the Why Eh Writers and the 2009 Debs. I’m eternally grateful to my writing BFF, Mandy Hubbard, and to Brooke Taylor for keeping me sane day after day. Thanks to Nadia Cornier for believing in Fairy Tale when it was just a glimmer. To my editor, Stephanie Lane, copy editor Kate Oschner, cover designer Marci Senders, and everyone at Delacorte Press for taking a chance on Fairy Tale and making it shine brighter than I ever imagined it could. To Mom and Dad for buying me that desk and word processor and for never forcing me to “go out and get some fresh air” when I wanted to write. To Jen, the inspiration for my early writing pursuits … where would My sister Jen is talented be without you? To my husband, Brian, for having unwavering faith in me, and to Sara for filling every one of my days with smiles. Thanks for the wings.
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[image: ]EOPLE CALL ME spooky.

Maybe because by eleven o’clock on that day, I’d already told Ariana Miles she’d starve to death in Hollywood, Erica Fuentes she’d bomb history, and Wendell Marks that he would never, ever be a part of the A-list, no matter how hard he tried.

Now, sitting in the bleachers after school, half watching a meaningless Hawks football exhibition game and waiting for some nameless freshman to bring me my French fries (psychics cannot work on an empty stomach), I’ve just about reduced my fourth client of the day to tears (well, Wendell didn’t cry; he just pretended to yawn, covered his mouth, and let out a pathetic snurgle). But hey, sometimes the future is scary.

Sierra Martin won’t look at me. Instead, she’s taken an unnatural interest in the Heath bar wrapper wedged between the metal planks her sequin-studded flip-flops are resting on. A tear slips past her fake-tanned knees and lands perfectly on her porno-red big-toe nail.

“Sorry,” I say, offering her a pat on the back and a couple of orange Tic Tacs for consolation. “Really.”

Sometimes this gift does suck. Some days, I have the pleasure of doling out good news—BMWs as graduation presents, aced finals, that sort of thing. Today, it’s been nothing but total crap. And yes, it obviously must have come as a shock that I’d envisioned Sierra, whose parents had bred her for Harvard, walking to Physics 101 on the Middlesex Community College campus, but it’s not my fault. I just deliver the mail; I don’t write it.

“Are you … su-ure?” she asks me, sniffling and wiping her nose with the back of her hand.

I sigh. This is the inevitable question, and I always answer the same thing: “I’m sorry, but I’ve never been wrong.”

I know that probably makes me sound like a total snob, but it’s simple fact. Since freshman year, I’ve correctly predicted the futures of dozens of students at Stevens. It all started way before that, though, in junior high, when I correctly guessed who would win the million-dollar prize on every reality-TV show out there. At times I would have to think, really think, to know the answer, but sometimes I would just wake up and, clear as day, the face of the winner would pop into my mind. Soon, I started testing my abilities out on my friends, and my friends’ friends, and before long, every other person at school wanted my services. Seriously, being a psychic will do more for your reputation than a driver’s license or a head-to-toe Marc Jacobs wardrobe.

Sierra tosses her frizzed-out, corn-husk-blond spirals over her shoulder and straightens. “Well, maybe you saw someone else. Someone who looked like me. Isn’t that possible?”

Actually, it isn’t possible at all. Sierra has a totally warped sense of style, like Andy Warhol on crack. Everyday things lying around the house do not always make attractive accessories. I shrug, though, since I don’t feel like explaining that hell would have a ski resort before two people on the face of this earth would think it was okay to tie their ponytail up in a Twizzler, and crane my neck toward the refreshment stand. I’m starving. Where are my French fries?

“I mean, I did get a twenty-three hundred on my SATs,” she says, which is something she’s told me, and the rest of the student body, about a billion times. She might as well have broadcast it on CNN. However, she hasn’t taken into account the fact that there are thousands of other students across the country who also got those scores, and took college-level physics or calculus instead of Dramatic Expression as their senior extracurricular activity. Everyone knows that Sierra Martin screwed herself by deciding to coast through her classes this year.

See, I’m not that spooky. Truth is, most people don’t use enough of their brains to see the obvious. Part of it is just being keenly aware of human nature, like one of those British detectives on PBS. It’s elementary, my dear Watson. Colonel Mustard in the Billiard Room with the candlestick, and Sierra is so not Harvard material.

“We need to do the wave,” Eden says, grabbing my arm. She doesn’t bother to look at me; her attention is focused totally on the game, as usual. “They need us.”

I squint at her. “It’s an exhibition game.”

She pulls a half-sucked Blow Pop from her mouth with a smack and says, “So?”

“Okay, you go, girl,” I say, though I wish she wouldn’t.

She turns around to face the dozen or so students in the bleachers, cups her hands around her lips, and screams, “Okay, let’s do the wave!” Auburn hair trailing like a comet’s tail, she runs as fast as her skinny, freckled legs can carry her to the right edge of the seats, then flails her arms and says to the handful of people there, “You guys first. Ready? One, and two, and three, and go!”

I don’t bother to turn around. I know nobody is doing it. It’s human nature—doing a wave during an exhibition game is totally lame. Actually, doing a wave at all is totally lame. And nobody is going to listen to poor Miss Didn’t-Make-the-Cheerleading-Squad.

She scowls and screams, “Morgan!” as she rushes past me, so I feel compelled to half stand. I raise my hands a little and let out a “woo!” Sierra doesn’t notice Eden’s fit of school spirit, since she’s still babbling on about her three years as editor of the yearbook, as if giving me her entire life story will somehow get her closer to the Ivy League.

Eden returns a few seconds later, defeated, and slumps beside me. The spray of freckles on her face has completely disappeared into the deep crevasse on the bridge of her nose. “This school has no spirit.”

It’s true—and ironic, really—that, though my best friend, Eden McCarthy, probably has more school spirit in her pinky than the entire student body put together, she didn’t make cheerleading. Being a cheerleader, though, isn’t just about having spirit. Eden could make a cow look graceful. I say, “Well, good try; A for effort,” and pat her back.

“But, Morgan,” she whines, “it’s Cameron out there. He’s about to score another touchdown.”

For the first time in a half hour, I look toward the field. And, wouldn’t you know it, the Hawks are on the ten-yard line. I watch as the ball is hiked into the hands of my boyfriend, Cameron Browne. He backs up on the toes of his Nike cleats and throws the ball perfectly to the wide receiver, who is tackled at the one. “Oh. Good.”

“You could try being a little more supportive,” Eden says with a sigh.

“But you have enough school spirit for the both of us,” I say, giving her a hug, even though I’m kind of irked by the insinuation. Of course I support Cam. Otherwise I wouldn’t have spent every Saturday night in October last year with my butt frozen to the bleachers, sipping watery hot cocoa and watching my manicure turn all shades of purple. “And it’s just an exhibition game.”

Anyway, if you know Cam, which I do, since we’ve been attached at the hip since kindergarten, you know that he does not need a cheering audience in order to kick ass. He’s incredible, which is why he’s the only sophomore on the varsity football team. In fact, the Sunday Star-Ledger once said, and I quote, “It appears that Cam Browne can do anything.”

And, ahem, he’s all mine.

“That’s my boy!” I shout out, mainly to appease Eden, and give him a wolf whistle. Few girls can wolf-whistle like I can, but that’s because I’ve had so much practice. Because Cam Browne “can do anything.” And everything he does seems to deserve one. He turns, grins, then holds up three fingers, brings them to his mouth, and points them at me. One, two, three. That’s our secret way of saying “I love you.” Since we were together when other kids from our class were still in the “Ew! Cooties!” stage, we learned to keep everything corny and romantic a secret. Back then, our lives depended on it. Now, it’s habit.

“First and ten. Do it again!” Eden shouts another one of the Hawkettes’ most popular cheers. She knows them all by heart. Luckily, she doesn’t do the arm movements, or else I don’t think I could be seen with her.

Sierra must have realized I’m not listening to her. She clears her throat. “I know you don’t care, but this is important.”

That’s the worst part about being psychic to high-schoolers; they’re so insecure. You can’t just be the all-knowing prophet who spits out wise fortune-cookie sayings all day—you have to be part “Dear Abby,” too. “I do care, Si. I feel really bad for you, honest. But you have to move on. Rise above it.”

“Easy for you to say. You probably already saw yourself at Yale,” she says bitterly.

I shake my head. “I’m not very good at seeing my own future.”

It’s kind of like being a genie; I have this amazing power, and yet I can’t use it on myself. But I’m okay with that. I’m only a sophomore, so, though my college choice is pretty much up in the air, it’s probably the only thing that is. I know that my future is with Cam. I know he and I will go to the same school, or at least schools close to one another. After all, we’re next-door neighbors, and we’ve known each other almost since we could walk. We’ll both be turning sixteen on October 15. We’re so in tune with one another that I can detect when he’s having a bad day from a football field’s length away.

But Cam rarely has bad days. Today, as usual, he’s in top form.

“Be. Aggressive. Be. More. Aggressive. B-E A-G-G-R-E-S-S-I-V-E!” Eden shouts as Sara Phillips, an actual cheerleader, walks past and rolls her eyes.

Eden doesn’t seem to notice. She is clueless in so many ways, which makes her my polar opposite. For example, she has had a crush on Mike Kensington forever and can’t seem to get it through her head that he’s obviously gay. His sense of style, the fact that he spends way too much time on his hair … none of this has thrown her off, and I refuse to disrupt her plans to one day bear his children. She clutches my arm and screws her eyes shut as Cam shouts, “Hike!”

“Oh, this is so nerve-racking! I can’t look!”

I’ve loved Eden almost as long as I have Cam, but not only is she clumsy and clue challenged, she’s also so neurotic that I’m surprised I haven’t envisioned her having a heart attack at eighteen. Her grip is enough to cause nerve damage, so I pry her fingers up one by one and say, very calmly, “It’s. Just. An. Exhi—”

And that’s when it happens.

Cam has the ball in his hands, and he’s searching for a receiver, but they’re all blocked. A defenseman breaks free from his left and rushes in for the sack. Just as he’s about to throw his hands on Cam’s shoulders, my boyfriend takes three quick steps forward, and before he can step on the head of a fallen teammate, he’s airborne. He sails, like a feather on the wind, over the massive pile of bodies in his way, right into the end zone.

Instantly, the bleachers erupt into thunderous applause, which is weird, considering the effect of Eden’s recent Wave Effort. Even Sierra jumps to her feet, her bleak future forgotten for the moment.

Eden opens her eyes and shrieks like a banshee. “Oh! He is so amazing!”

I can’t move, can’t even bring my hands together for applause. I think even my breathing stops, for the moment. Am I the only one who noticed something strange about that last play?

Am I nuts, or did my boyfriend just fly?
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[image: ]AYBE OUR NEWSPAPER is right. Cam Browne really can do anything.

The Hawks win the game, which sends Eden into a state of euphoria I thought could only be achieved by doing meth. Even if it’s just an exhibition game. And, hello? The win was no surprise. Her best friend is a psychic, after all.

Following every win, we go to the Parsonage Diner and the boys eat. A lot. I get a celebratory chocolate milk shake. I’d never thought there was such a thing as too much chocolate, but last year, I had so many milk shakes that now I can’t look at one without getting a little queasy.

This year, the J. P. Stevens Hawks will probably be New Jersey’s finest again, though I haven’t actually envisioned that. My gift can be a little tricky to control sometimes, because I never know exactly to when in the future it’s going to take me. Plus, Cam doesn’t want to know. He’s one of those “let the chips fall where they may” types.

After twirling my hair into a ponytail in the lav, I spot Cam at a booth, and immediately I catch my breath. When he’s scrubbed up like that, his broad chest pressed solid against his T-shirt, shoots of black hair falling carelessly into his cavernous brown eyes, he can still make my heart flutter. I’d like to say that, lookswise, I’m just as showstopping, but aside from my psychic abilities, there isn’t anything remarkable about me. So, though we’ve been together this long, the phrase “Is he really mine?” always seems to repeat in my mind like a broken record. He’s using some foreign football language with Scab and the other maniacs on the team that mostly includes a series of grunts and growls, so I part the sea of testosterone by sliding in next to him and giving him a kiss. “Just as I predicted,” I tease.

He takes a crinkled envelope with today’s date on it out of the back pocket of his jeans and tears it open with his teeth. Pulling out a slip of paper, he reads to the table, ‘Twenty-four to seven, Hawks.’ Morgan wins again.”

I grin proudly as the rest of the guys congratulate me on another correct prediction. This time, it’s even more halfhearted than it was last weekend. Sigh. My powers impressed them like crazy my freshman year, but the effect must be wearing off. When I complained to Cam last week about how nobody really appreciates my gift anymore, he suggested that maybe they still would if I gave them the predictions in my underwear.

Eden stares at my boyfriend dreamily. She says to him, “That touchdown in the second quarter was amazing.”

That was when he’d done the Superman.

The thing I love most about Cam is that, though the entire warped little microcosm that is Stevens High adores him, he remains humble and shy. He blushes and says, “Well, thanks.”

“Yeah,” I add, “you practically flew.”

Cam turns to me for a second, a dazed expression on his face, then nudges Scab. “Scab put that play together.”

Scab, Cam’s best friend, fits the football-player mold perfectly. When we were younger, he used to pick all his mosquito bites until he was just one big, bleeding sore. Now, he has a round, ruddy face, and he’s bigger than a Mack truck and rough around the edges. The nickname, strangely, has always suited him. He polishes off a superdeluxe breakfast with sausage, bacon, eggs, and a double stack of pancakes, punches Cam on the shoulder, and laughs like a chain-smoker, a kind of “haw haw haw.” There’s a red ring of ketchup, like lipstick, on his mouth. Blech.

Just then, Sara Phillips prances by in her cheerleading outfit. Eden calls, “Great job, Sara!” to her, since she’s still holding out hope that the squad will give her a place junior year. Scab gives her a ketchup-soaked grin, and she waves and says sweetly, “Hi, Marcus!” He is so infatuated, and has been forever. At this point, it’s kind of a joke.

He turns to Cam and says under his breath, “She totally wants me.”

Cam and I look at each other, then burst out laughing.

“What? She’s just playing hard to get.”

“Since kindergarten?” Cam asks.

Scab comes to me for defense. “Hey, Morg. Don’t any of your visions show us together? You saw the way she looked at me.”

I pass him a napkin. “Maybe she was jealous of your lipstick.” Dejected, he wipes his mouth and shakes his head. “Besides,” I say, “I told you, I see you playing defense at some college with palm trees.” That perks him right up. “Miami, baby!” And they all start growling and high-fiving again. Blech. Eden starts talking to John Vaughn, who is safety. He’s really cute and nice, and I think they’d make a great couple, which means they’ll never get together. I, unfortunately, envision Eden being thirty and living in a cramped apartment with nobody but fourteen cats and a collection of Precious Moments figurines to talk to. Especially since she doesn’t seem likely to figure out that her major crush is playing for the other team anytime this century. John, who so blatantly has a thing for Eden that he might as well print up T-shirts advertising the fact, says to her, “It’s cool you come to all the games and practices.”

Eden says, “School spirit is important. Last year’s championship game was, like, the greatest night of my life. It was so fun.” I elbow her. “Ahem. Well, I hope that will change next Friday.” She thinks for a second and then shrugs. “Oh, right. I can’t wait.” “My sweet sixteen,” I explain to John. “Next Friday, October fifteenth. It’s going to be really big.”

He raises his eyebrows. For some reason, guys just don’t get the whole sweet-sixteen thing. But mine is going to be one big-with-a-capital-5 party. Not like a Super Sweet Sixteen on MTV (my parents aren’t owners of a rap label or anything), but pretty cool, since my father was college roommates with the man ager of the Green Toad, a very exclusive restaurant in the city. I’ve been planning the event since April, and it’s all Eden and I ever talk about now.

John doesn’t feel the excitement. “Sounds cool.”

“It’s at the Toad!” Eden exclaims.

“You’re invited,” I say. “Didn’t you get the invite?”

He looks confused. “Uh, I don’t know.”

Huh. Boys. Whatever; it’s still going to be fantastic. “It’s actually a joint birthday party for me and Cam, since we’re both turning sixteen,” I tell him, nudging Cam, who is busy flicking through the pages of music on the tabletop jukebox at our booth. “Right?”

Cam looks at me. “Huh?”

“I was just talking about our birthday,” I tell him.

“What about it?”

Hello? Earth to Cam. “Our sweet sixteen?”

He purses his lips, hesitates, and then says, “Oh. Yeah.” Then he goes back to flipping through the music.

Huh. Totally not the response I was expecting. Last year, when I brought up the idea, he was into it. He said he couldn’t wait to put on a fancy suit and have a really swanky night, just like a prom. Maybe the guys got to him. I mean, wanting to have a sweet sixteen isn’t exactly something a football player would admit to.

“What’s wrong?” I say, shaking him by the elbow. I wrap my arm around him and lean in close. He smells clean, like soap and his barbershop aftershave. “You okay?”

He shrugs, then relaxes. “It may be a sweet sixteen for you, but for me, it’s a studly sixteen.” He says this with a deep, sexy voice and, though I’m not sure how he manages it, a completely straight face. Then he breaks into a grin.

The other guys laugh and I roll my eyes. “Oh, excuse me.”

Abruptly, his smile disappears, and he shuffles in his seat. “Hey, I’ve got to get up.”

“What’s—” I begin, but he slides out of the booth and scrambles past the dessert case before I have a chance to get the “up?” part out. Okay, so maybe he just had a major urge to pee or something.

Scab and the guys begin to go on about the plans for their next game. At least, I think that’s what they’re doing, because this is what I hear: “Blabbity blah blah blah.” It’s so boring, I’m superaware of every passing second that Cam is gone. And we’re talking many, many seconds. After roughly fifteen hundred of them, I begin to wonder whether terrorists hijacked his urinal.

By the time the guys start to write plays on the backs of napkins, I’ve had enough. I take another sip of my milk shake, stand up, and navigate around the dessert case, toward the restrooms. I’m halfway there, at the cash register near the entrance, when I look into the front vestibule and see Cam. He’s standing among the nickel-candy dispensers and free-newspaper racks. He has his hands shoved in his pockets and is surveying a bulletin board filled with want ads. He’s staring intently at one that says

25 SCHOONER FOR SALE.

What is going on? Does he suddenly want to become the Skipper?

I open my mouth to say something to him, but before I can, he turns, grabs my hand, and looks intently at me. “You saw it, didn’t you? That play?”

“Yeah.” The intensity in his eyes makes the hair on the back of my neck stand on end. “It was amazing. So?”

“Everyone keeps saying that, Boo,” he says, using his way-embarrassing nickname for me. In first grade I was a child of few words. One, actually. I found that not only could it be used as a frightening tactic, but it was also extremely effective as a question, a statement, a cry of frustration. Yes, I was weird. Leave it to Cam to bring up my long-lost weirdness on a daily basis.

“Because it was. Just accept it. Would you like me to feed you grapes?”

He glares at me.

“Sorry. What’s the big deal? You should be happy.”

He exhales slowly. “I probably would be. If I could remember any of it.”




End of sample
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