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I was putting flowers on the mane of my pet unicorn. 1

“Pinkalicious, why are you dropping flowers on the rug?” "
asked Mommy. ~ € -
Rl

-




)"‘_’

e ¥ “’'mnot dropping flowers. | am getting Goldie ready for the

Unicorn Ball,” I said, prancing around the room.

~ “What unicorn? | don’t see any unicorn,” said Peter. S taa
“She’s right here and she’s not ANY unicorn, she is my unicorn. éi

Her name is Goldilicious, Goldse for short. Oh, Goldie—you e =

shouldn’t have done that on the ﬂoorl You know better. Just .

neigh when you heed to go to the potty. Im sorry, Peter, but you/‘

are stepping right in it,” | said. S =
E
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“Mommy! What 1s Pinkalicious talking about?” whined Peter.
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“Pinkalicious, 1t's okay to have an imaginary friend,
@ but maybe it’s time to put Goldie back in her stall or
.« take her outside the house, where she can run free.”
3 “Okay, Mommy. Come on, Goldie, we know where we
aren't wanted,” | said, galloping out the door. ey
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%\ “Goldie, where are you?” \_/‘*’\—*\-

H She loves to play hide-and-seek, but she 1s
too quick for me.

As soon as | spot her, she 1s gone.
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“Oh, you turned into a f

his is the most delicio

t

party. Goldilicious,







... because Goldie will always protect mel” | shouted.

“Not if I kidnap her and hold her prisoner in the castle tower!”






“Beware, fair sister, or
your golden pet will become
broth for my magical cauldron,”
Peter yelled from the tree house.

“Don’t worry, Goldie, | will rescue you
from the Wandering Wizard,” | said.
_“Pinkalicous, you must gaze into this
cast a spell,” Peter chan
he threw a ball over the side of the tree house
“Abracadabra, abracadin, wizard OUT, pirate INI”







“Ahoy, matey, Goldilicious will never become
your treasure! | will make you walk the plank!”
| suddenly realized that Goldilicious was

nowhere to be seen.
“Hey, Peter, where did she go?”



“Look, she turned into a mermaid!” Peter pointed to

Goldilicious.
“Oh, that is just her dress-up outfit. She’s not a real
mermaid. She 1s just pretending,” | told Peter.
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“Wow, not only can she float on water,
she can float 1in the air. Goldilicious 1s
flying!” said Peter.

“Come back!” | screamed.
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“Will she come back tomorrow? I'm going to
find my lasso so | can catch her in the morning
when | wake up,” said Peter.

“That’s if you can find her;” | yelled as Peter
ran off.
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“Oh, pardon me, | meant Sir Daddy and Lady Mommy, rulers
~ supreme and gracious guardians of the Princess of Pink”

oming to bed, but | don’t know where Goldie
[ don't pet her good night.”



“Oh, she was here waiting for me all along!” | said,

chimbing into bed and closing my eyes.
“Sweet dreams. See you tomorrow,” Mommy and
Daddy said, kissing us both good night.
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