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			Chapter 1 

			“I had the dream again.”

			It seemed so real. Mom and Dad were driving in the front seat, and I was in the back. It was dark out, and my parents were arguing, but I never know what about.

			Something hit the car, and we started spinning out of control. I grabbed my seatbelt and gripped tight as my mom started screaming and my dad yelled to hold on.

			After spinning for what seemed like an eternity, finally, the car stopped. The throbbing in my head made it hard for me to look up, but when I did, I saw two huge yellow eyes glaring right at me. Instantly, I froze, helpless as a fly caught in a spider’s web. As the glaring eyes grew closer, I saw dark gray scales. Then wide steaming nostrils. Then sharp teeth.

			I can’t look away. Still unable to move or make a sound, I saw massive wings stretch wide, covering the night sky. Something warm dripped down the side of my face as a huge claw stretched towards my window.

			And then I woke up. 

			“Ambrose,” says Ms. Davis, “you know it was just a dream, right?”

			Ms. Davis is the school therapist. The doctor for the crazy kids like me. She likes to hold a pen and notepad, but she never writes anything down. She just sits behind her desk and says the same thing over and over while her big round glasses slide down her face and sit on the tip of her nose. Sometimes I find myself staring, waiting for them to fall off.

			“Dragons aren’t real,” she says. “You were just a child. You hit your head and that’s it, nothing more. I’ve let you read the police report. You were coming home from dinner with your parents when you were hit by a drunk driver. I believe you created this fictional creature to cope with the evil thing that happened to you.”

			I know she has good intentions, but she’s an adult. She will never understand what it’s like to be a kid. I may have only been three years old, but I know what I saw.

			My mind drifts as she talks on and on. My eyes fixate on the cat clock hanging on the blank white wall behind her cluttered desk.

			She notices I’d stopped paying attention and sighs. “I’m sorry that you lost your parents, but this is not healthy. It’s been ten years. Do you like having the other kids make fun of you? I don’t understand why you continue to hold on to this belief that dragons are real.”

			This place sucks. I look again towards the clock, wondering how much longer I had to sit here.

			After a long pause, she picks up her prescription pad from her desk. “I’m going to increase your dosage. I think it’s time to upgrade you to big-boy pills. You can pick up your prescription later today and start taking them tonight before bed. They should help you sleep better and make those silly dreams go away.”

			I grab the slip of paper from Ms. Davis’s hand and quickly take my exit. As I walk down the quiet halls to the nurse’s office, I think about the tragic night that landed me here. 

			Ten years ago, my parents died in a car crash caused by a dragon. After that, I was taken to the Orville Boy’s School, an orphanage for kids like me who don’t have a family. I’ve been here ever since, and every week I’ve had to go to therapy.

			Ms. Davis is new. She’s determined to ‘fix’ me.

			This place is my prison. I should know by now that no adult can believe in dragons. I don’t have any friends in this place. The few friends that treated me halfway decent were adopted years ago, and I gave up the hope of being adopted. No one wants a crazy kid who talks about dragons all the time. It wouldn’t suck so badly if the kids weren’t constantly teasing me, but the adults don’t get me either.

			I plan to leave this place when I turn sixteen. Run away and go search for dragons. I’ll show them all one day. I’ll prove that dragons are real, and then they’ll pay. I’m working on my escape plan. Tomorrow I turn thirteen, and then I’ll have only three years left before I make my move. 

			While I’m sitting in the waiting room of the nurse’s office, waiting for my new sleeping pills, I hear the nurses giggle. I know they’re laughing at me. Everyone is always laughing at me.

			Until I see my best friend walk in. Simon.

			“Ahhhhh!” screams a nurse as she drops my prescription on the floor. “Somebody get this lizard out of here!” 

			“It’s a gecko,” I correct her.

			She frantically reaches for the broom standing in the nearby corner and swings it at Simon. I pick up my pills and then grab Simon as I run out of the nurse’s office.

			“That was a close one Simon. I was wondering where you ran off to—” 

			As I was trying to place Simon into my pocket for safe keeping, I didn’t notice anyone approaching from the adjacent hallway, and I definitely didn’t notice anyone sticking out their ankle. I trip, falling face first into the cement floor.

			“Hey Freak.” For as long as I can remember, Tommy has gone out of his way to make my life more painful. “I’m sorry, did my foot get in your way? Is your little pet dragon okay?”

			He and his two friends walk away laughing. If I was a dragon, I’d put him in the trash can outside, close the lid, and set it on fire.

			“Are you all right?” comes the familiar friendly voice of Mr. Quan, the janitor. He always seems to be around when I need a helping hand.

			I sit up, feeling my throbbing lip and wiping away the blood. Looking around I don’t see Simon anywhere. 

			“Here’s a rag for your lip. That should heal quickly. Don’t worry about the floor, I’ll clean up the mess.” 

			“Thanks Mr. Quan.” I reply trying to force my lips into a smile. 

			“Don’t worry about it. Tommy can’t pick on you forever. Oh, before I forget—Stop by my office tomorrow, I have a surprise for you. And don’t take those pills. You don’t need them.”

			A surprise? 

			It is my birthday tomorrow. I wonder if he got me a present. The only thing I want is a ticket out of here.

			Now where did Simon run off to? I glance around and down the halls but don’t see him. Oh well, he always shows up eventually. 

			I head to the library, my favorite place to hang out, to get online. I belong to an online group, True Believers. We know there are things in this world that are covered up, dragons included.

			My friend Draven leads the group, but we call him Dre for short. He started the online group to help spread the truth about all the unexplained events in the world. There are five of us who are faithful members. There’s me, Dre, another kid about my age named Bartholomew, and an old husband and wife couple that live off the grid. They believe that my parents died in a car crash caused by a dragon. They’re the only ones who believe my story.

			The only thing I can never figure out is why a dragon would want to kill us. Maybe they don’t need a reason. When you’re that powerful, you can do whatever you want.

			It’d be awesome to be a dragon. I could fly whenever I wanted and eat whatever or whoever I wanted. There’d be no adults to tell me how crazy I am, no bullies to pick on me and knock me down. I’d be the strongest, scariest dragon of all. 

			 

			Dre: Hey Ambrose. 

			Ambrose: Hi Dre. Any new sightings today?

			Dre: Another sighting of the Loch Ness Monster off the coast of Scotland. It was reported by a fisherman and his crew working late. The reporter claimed the crew was drinking and they probably saw a shark, gator, or large snake. You know, the usually coverup. 

			 

			Dre believes that the Loch Ness Monster is a water dragon that likes to snack on fishermen. He also believes that the Abominable Snowman is a mountain dragon with white fur. He says there are different types of dragons that exist all around us. People just make up these myths to cover up the truth: that dragons are real. His arguments make sense to me, and he has never questioned what I believe or my story about my parents.

			Dre’s family is all about myths and the unexplained. Most particularly, they are interested in dragons. They travel all around the world investigating sightings and weird events. I wish I could do that too. One day I will. I’ll walk right out of the orphanage and go hunt dragons with Dre, my best friend, second to Simon of course. Then I’ll show everyone that they really do exist.

			As I think about running away and how awesome my life would be in the outside world, my vision goes blurry. This has been happening to me for a few weeks now. It only last for a second, but it’s pretty freaky. It’s like looking out of a dirty window. I can see things, but I can’t make out the details. This time in my vision, I’m outside, running towards a Wallymart Superstore. I don’t know why I would have a vision of this. I’ve seen the store before in TV commercials, but I’ve never been to one. 

			I finish my online chat with Dre and head off to the dining hall for dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs again. I would rather eat anything else. I get my plate and make my way to my usual table in the back of the cafeteria, where Simon and I eat alone, unbothered by everyone else.

			As I approach, I see Simon resting on the bench waiting for me. “Hey buddy.” I bite into my overcooked garlic bread and hear a familiar voice that makes my stomach turn.

			“Hey Loser, how’s the lip?”

			Of course, it’s Tommy and his followers. Why can’t they just leave me alone? Tommy grabs Simon and hands him to his friend. I jump up and throw a punch at Tommy. 

			“Ouch!” I yelled as he catches my fist right as it’s about to hit him in his face. 

			“Break it,” says one of his friends.

			“Yeah, break his wrist,” says the other.

			Tommy squeezes as he twists my wrist. I squeal in pain as he and his friends laugh.

			He suddenly lets go and takes a step back.

			“What’s going on here boys,” asks Ms. Davis. 

			“Nothing, ma’am, we were just playing with our friend Ambrose,” Tommy replies. 

			I’m about to call Tommy a big fat liar, but then Tommy glances at Marcus and gives him a slight nod. I look down to see Simon squirming in Marcus’s hand as Marcus’s grip tightens around Simon’s little waist.

			I force a smile while holding my wrist and fighting off the urge to cry. “Yes, ma’am, we were just playing.”

			Ms. Davis walks away as she gives me one last reminder, “don’t forget to take your pills. We wouldn’t want any more of those nasty dreams.”

			“Wise decision not to rat on us weirdo,” Tommy says as Marcus throws Simon on the table. The three of them walk away laughing as Tommy stuffs his mouth with the cookie he grabbed off my tray.

			I look at the kids near my table. Quickly, they all turn away and go back to their conversations about video games and whatever else they were doing before the drama began. I didn’t expect anything different. Everyone is afraid of Tommy and his minions, and it’s not like I’m the popular kid in school. 

			I look at Simon as he just sits there on the table, staring back at me. 

			“You could have at least bitten him. You do have teeth.”

			Simon turns and runs to my plate and jumps right into my spaghetti.

			“What the heck are you doing Simon?”

			When I look down, I see that there are worms in my spaghetti. That Tommy is one evil kid. 

			I go to bed hungry, but I don’t care. This isn’t the first time Tommy ruined my dinner. Tommy is always doing stupid stuff like this. Last week, he spat in my food and threatened to get my library time revoked if I told. When the lunch lady asked me why I didn’t eat my food, I told her it was because I didn’t feel good. She sent me to the nurse. A few weeks before that, he added urine to my lemonade during lunch and I almost took a sip, but Simon knocked it over. One time while I was sleeping, he poured water all over my crotch and then woke everyone up, saying that I had peed on myself. Usually, he is just pushing me down, tripping me in the hallways, planting bugs in my desk during class, or threatening to hurt Simon. Once, he painted a dragon on my wall and told Mr. Roberts, the headmaster, that I did it. And when I was younger, Tommy would take my toys and set them on fire. He said that’s what dragons do: they burn everything, and if I wanted to be a dragon, I should get used to it. 

			I hide all my stuff now so Tommy and his friends can’t steal or break it. I cut a hole in my mattress and stash all my treasures in there. I also have a secret room in one of the quiet hallways where I keep all my dragon research. There’s nothing but storage closets and the laundry facility in that part of the building. In one of the closets, there’s a hidden door that leads to a pretty good-sized room. It’s a stuffy old room with an odd smell that contains boxes of old baseball jerseys and toys. I made it my office.

			Mr. Quan said I could use it after he’d showed it to me. He helped me move a desk in and set it up so I had everything I needed. He’s the only adult that doesn’t totally suck. 

			After saying goodnight to Simon, who was tucked into his shoebox bed hidden under mine, I drift off to sleep with one last thought: Tomorrow is my birthday. 
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			Today is a new day. I’m a teenager now.

			I don’t remember dreaming last night. I guess that is a good thing, especially since I didn’t take the new pills. I guess Mr. Quan is right. I don’t need them.

			I bend over to wake up Simon, but he’s already gone. I wonder where he goes and what he does when he disappears? Maybe he has a gecko girlfriend and little gecko kids somewhere. Or maybe he ventures out for a daily walk around the campus. One time, I remember seeing a mouse run into the kitchen. Maybe he is off defending the orphanage, protecting us from vermin. 

			As I get dressed for class, I think about how awesome today will be. I can’t recall ever having a party or a birthday cake, but I told myself this year would be different. 

			It isn’t until halfway through the day that I realize today is no different than any other day.

			None of my teachers notice that it’s my birthday. There’s no special lunch menu today and no gifts in my room when I return after study hall. Disappointed, I decide to skip gym class and spend the afternoon in my room.

			But first, I have to see Mr. Quan.

			On my way, I find Simon standing on his hind legs on a window seal, staring out into the forest with his little hands pressed against the glass.

			“Hey buddy. There you are. What are you looking at?” Pressing my face to the windowpane, the glass cool on my forehead, I look out. The forest looks peaceful, with a gentle breeze making the tops of the pines sway. I glance at Simon, who seems to not have noticed me. I guess that’s going around today. With a sigh, I pluck him up, place him in my pocket, and continue down the hall.

			When I arrive, Mr. Quan jumps up from his chair with a big cheesy grin on his face. “Happy Birthday!” 

			He always remembers.

			“How has your day been so far?” he asks.

			“The same as every other day.”

			“Great.”

			Why would he say that? Sometimes Mr. Quan can be a little weird, but he’s always looked out for me.

			When I was little, kids would tease me because I have one blue eye and one green eye. Mr. Quan talked the nurse into getting me contacts so I could have two blue eyes. He remembers my birthday every year and has no problem with my obsession with dragons. Matter of fact, he’s bought me a lot of books about dragons, some with lots of pictures and descriptions of their magical abilities and others about their history. I hide those in the secret room too.

			“You know you can talk to me about anything Ambrose” says Mr. Quan. 

			“I know.”

			“Seriously, anything. I just want you to know I’m here for you if you need to talk, or if you need something.”

			“Thanks Mr. Quan.”

			With that, he sets out a small bottle cap full of water for Simon and a chocolate cupcake with a candle in it. “Make a wish and blow out the candle.”

			I wish I could leave this place and go hunting for dragons. The same wish I make every year.

			I blow out the candle. Picking up my cupcake, I thank Mr. Quan and head for the door.

			“Don’t forget, Ambrose. You can talk to me about anything, no matter how weird or crazy you think it may sound.”

			As I walk back to my room, I replay Mr. Quan’s last words in my head. No matter how weird or crazy it sounds. What did he mean by that?

			I don’t have time to figure it out. I enter my room to find my nemesis, Tommy, and his friends waiting for me.

			“Give me that.” Tommy snatches the cupcake from my hand. Simon, who was walking next to me, quickly scurries under my bed.

			“Give that back, you jerk!” I say.

			“What did you call me?”

			His friends, Marcus and Kyle, hold me back while Tommy stuffs my chocolate cupcake into his big, fat, greedy mouth. 

			“I’m thirteen now! You can’t treat me like this. We’re not kids anymore.”

			“It doesn’t matter how old or how big you get. I’ll always be older and bigger, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

			He laughs, and his friends release me. I want to punch him in his fat face, but I remember what happened the night before. Even though my wrist doesn’t hurt anymore, I don’t want a repeat of that.

			Tommy and his friends laugh as if they know what I’m thinking. “See you later, Loser.”

			Standing by myself in the room, I look around. I want to throw something at Tommy. I want to hurt him. I want to knock him and his friends down like bowling pins as they walk down the hallway laughing at me. I can’t find anything to throw. The image of Tommy stuffing my cupcake into his mouth won’t go away. I ball my fist, and before I know it, I hit the wall.

			My fist goes right through it.
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Chapter 2 

			It’s like I punched through a piece of paper. Unable to look away, I stand there and try to process what just happened.

			“Did I do that?”

			The thought of Mr. Roberts taking away my library privileges snaps me out of it. I better act fast and cover it up before I get in trouble.

			Simon walks out from under my bed and stands looking at me as I try to cover the hole with a poster. There has to be something wrong with the wall. There’s no way I can punch a hole through it. I couldn’t even punch Tommy.

			I have to go somewhere to think. I grab Simon and run to the one place I know I can go to figure this out: my secret room. 

			Can I do it again? I pace back and forth as I look for something to hit. Simon watches me look for something I can punch.

			Here we go! A brick.

			But I hesitate. If I can punch through the brick, then I have super strength. If I don’t have super strength, I can break my hand. “All right Simon. This is it.”

			Simon runs around on the desk. Maybe he’s trying to warn me not to do this, but my mind is made up. I take a deep breath, close my eyes, ball my fist, and punch the brick with all my might.

			“…OUCH!”

			I fall to the floor, holding my wrist while the throbbing pain paralyzes me. What happened? That didn’t go the way I expected it to. I didn’t even crack the brick. I fold into a ball on the floor, holding my wrist tight. “What the hell!”

			My frustration grows as the pain intensifies and the disappointment sets in. The wall must be infested with termites. That would make it weak and brittle. That’s the only explanation I can think of. 

			An hour later, I walk back to my room with Simon in one hand and the other, bruised and swollen, tucked under my shirt. I don’t want to explain my brilliant plan to punch a brick. I’ll just go to bed and deal with this in the morning. Maybe the swelling will be gone by then.

			I lay in bed while my hand throbs. “Happy birthday to me,” I whisper, and finally, I fall asleep.
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			Mom and dad are driving in the front seat, and I’m in the back. It is dark outside, and my parents are arguing, but I don’t know what about.

			Something hits the car, and we start spinning out of control. I grab my seatbelt and grip it tight as my mom starts screaming and my dad yells to hold on.

			We’re spinning for a long time and then, finally, the car stops. The throbbing in my head makes it hard for me to look up, but when I do, I see two huge yellow eyes glaring right at me. I freeze. I feel helpless, like a fly caught in a spider’s web. As the glaring eyes grow closer, I see dark gray scales. Then wide steaming nostrils. Then sharp teeth.

			I can’t look away. Unable to move or make a sound, I see massive wings stretch wide, covering the night sky. Something warm drips down the side of my face as a huge claw stretches towards my window.

			“Mom! Dad!”

			I look to the front of the car, and then I start rolling. The whole car is rolling. It all happens so fast. One minute I am upside down, the next I am right-side up, and then nothing. It stops. I open my eyes and see my mom upside down in the front seat. 

			“Mom, wake up! Mom!”

			She’s not moving.

			I slide out of my seatbelt, climb out through a busted back window, run to the front seat, and reach into the car to shake my mom. There’s blood on her face. She doesn’t respond. 

			“Dad? Dad, where are you?” I jump back and look for my dad, who’s not in the car, and find him lying on the ground a few feet away. Quickly, I make my way over to him. He’s breathing heavily, but lying still.

			Then his eyes open and he looks at me. “Ambrose,” he whispers, “protect the box. You must protect the box.”

			“Dad!” I yell. “Get up Dad, Mom is hurt, she’s not moving.”

			I pull on my dad’s arm, but nothing happens. He continues to lie on the ground, motionless. A moment later, he stops breathing.

			I hear something in the sky above me and see a massive, dark beast with bold yellow eyes heading straight for me. I stand there, unable to look way from the ferocious creature when…along comes another, who crashes into it as if to save me.

			I watch with amazement as the two gigantic creatures, one black with yellow eyes and a second one green with green eyes, fight in the sky. It feels like the fight goes on forever when the black dragon breaks free and looks right at me, and I hear a voice say: We are coming for you. 
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			I sit up, sweating in my bed while I replay this new scene over and over in my head. Did the dragon speak to me? What did it mean by we are coming for you? Who is we? Are there more dragons? Was it just my imagination, or did that really happen? 

			I wipe my face as tears fall down my cheek. That was the first time I saw my parents’ faces since they passed away. It was like losing them all over again. The dream felt so real, like I was right there, and I couldn’t save them. I try for a second to remember other memories of my parents, but I can’t remember anything else.

			I was too young to remember those days, but thanks to my nightmares, I remember the day they died. Fate’s cruel like that. One thing I know for sure: Dragons are real. They, too, were in my dreams, and had felt and looked just as real to me as my parents. 

			As I wipe my eyes I jump out of bed and take a peek at Simon, who stares back at me from his bed. I pick him up in my hands and sit on my bed. “Good morning.”

			Simon starts jumping in my hand.

			“What are you doing?” I sit him on the bed and grab a nearby t-shirt to wipe the leftover tears from my eyes. It takes me a moment to realize that the hand I bruised punching the brick the night before is no longer swollen or discolored.

			In fact, it doesn’t hurt at all.
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			Since it’s Saturday, I don’t have to worry about classes getting in the way of the important task at hand. I can’t shake the vision of the yellow eyes and my parents, and I have to get to the bottom of whatever is going on. Surely, the internet has something on rapid healing. Maybe I have some sort of super healing power.

			Distracted by visions of my dream, I almost walk out of my room without pants. Lost in a constant replay of the dragons battling it takes me twice as long to walk over to the library. Simon stands on the desk, watching the monitor as I search through internet articles. A few minutes into my search I receive a message. 

			 

			Dre: Happy Saturday, what you up to?

			Ambrose: I’m investigating some stuff.

			Dre: Sounds like fun. What kind of stuff?

			Ambrose: Super healing. Have you ever run across anything like that?

			Dre: Hmm, you mean like quick regeneration. Like, if an animal loses an arm and grows one back in a day?

			Ambrose: More like super-fast healing in humans, broken bones and stuff like that.

			Dre: Why do you ask?

			Ambrose: I think I may have super healing abilities. I hit my hand yesterday and bruised it up pretty bad. This morning, all the bruises are gone.

			Dre: How did you hit your hand?

			Ambrose: You know, just playing around.

			Dre: Well, I don’t recall hearing anything about supernatural healing powers, but I can dig around and let you know if I find anything. One way you can check for sure is to cut yourself and see if it heals. 

			Ambrose: That sounds painful.

			Dre: By the way, wasn’t it your birthday yesterday? Happy belated birthday. What are you, like, thirteen now?

			Ambrose: Yep. I’m almost an adult. 

			 

			After hours of searching online, all I found were a few random cases of rapid regeneration. One article described how a doctor drugged a rat and then cut off its toe and it grew back in two days. Everything else referenced superheroes and quickly recovering from a cold. I grab Simon and head for our secret place, but first I have to stop by and visit Mr. Quan.

			It’s time to find out the truth: either I have super healing powers, or I don’t. I have no other choice.

			I need something sharp. 

			“Hello there, Ambrose. How are you doing today?” Mr. Quan asks as he sits at his desk, fixing an old clock. His office was filled with lots of old stuff.

			I look around trying to find the toolbox so that I can collect what I need. “I’m good. Just working on a project,” I answer as I make my way to the shiny red object I spot in the back of the room. Slowly, I step towards it while Mr. Quan is focused on the work in front of him. “What are you working on?” I ask as I kneel down and open the box, searching for the box cutter.

			“I’m trying to fix a clock for Mr. Roberts. I don’t know why he doesn’t just buy a new one. This old thing keeps breaking. Is there something I can help you with?”

			He looks right at me as I dig around for the box cutter. He gets up and starts walking towards me.

			Hurry, I have to find it. I push aside wrenches and screwdrivers, digging through loose screws and poking my fingertips on thumb tacks, and just as I’m about to give up…

			Got it.

			I quickly slide it up my sleeve and then grab a screwdriver. “Nope, I got it. Screwdriver for my project,” I say as I hold up the screwdriver and wave it. I feel bad lying to Mr. Quan. He’s always been so nice to me, but he’s still an adult, and there’s no way he would understand why I need the box cutter. 

			Mr. Quan smiles. “Don’t forget to return that, please.” 

			“I’ll return it as soon as I’m done.”

			Success! I have the box cutter. Now all I have to do is cut myself.

			The thought makes me quiver. Mr. Quan starts to tell me something, but I am thinking about my plan. What part of me should I cut? My leg, my arm, my foot? What would hurt the least? This is a bad idea, but I have to know. I have to know if I really have super healing powers.

			I’d rather fly, but super healing is cool too, I guess.

			Mr. Quan stops talking. Before he can say another word I thank him for letting me borrow the screwdriver and run back to my secret room. I pull out the box cutter and roll up an old baseball jersey to bite down on. Simon sits on the desk and watches as I remove alcohol from the first aid kit and pour a little over the blade. Mr. Quan had given me a first aid kit a while back. He told me that I should always be prepared. I think the real reason was because of Tommy. 

			With the jersey in my mouth and my left hand on the desk, I raise the box cutter into the air and brace myself. On the count of three.

			One.

			Two.

			…I can’t do it.

			I pace back and forth. What if I’m wrong? What will Ms. Davis say? She’ll send me to the crazy house and lock me up for sure. 

			I take a deep breath. Yes, I can do this. I got this. Just have to make a little cut on my palm. It’ll be over before I know it. I place the jersey back into my mouth and, with my left hand on the desk, once again I raise the box cutter. I have to know.

			I look at Simon for support. His gaze fixates on me.

			One.

			Two.

			Three.

			I bite down hard to keep from yelling. What was supposed to be a little cut is a two-inch gash in the middle of my left palm. So much blood pouring out over the table. It’s a good thing I’m in my secret place. I think I overdid it a little.

			Quickly, I use the jersey in my mouth to soak up the blood. I have to pour alcohol over my wound so it won’t get infected. Maybe that will stop the bleeding. I grow light-headed from the pain that shoots through my hand as I drench it with alcohol.

			Simon runs away. I don’t think he likes watching me suffer. I clean my wound, wrap it with gauze and bandages from the first aid kit, and log everything in my journal.

			What if this doesn’t heal? What if I need stiches? Last time, it was a few bruises on my knuckles and some soreness. This time, it’s a huge cut in my hand. 

			Ah man, this hurts like hell. Maybe I should have started smaller.

			I clean up my office and head to the kitchen to get some ice. On the way, I run into the one person who can make my day worse.

			Tommy.

			“Hey Loser! Get over here.”

			For a fat kid, Tommy sure is fast. I turn and run down the hall, towards the nearest exit. Once outside, I search for a hiding place. He and his idiot friends rush out the door a few seconds behind me.

			There’s a basketball court with a few kids tossing a baseball around, a trash bin pushed against the wall, and the fence that surrounds the property. Beyond the fence is a vast field of trees in every direction.

			I’m stuck. No hiding place, nowhere to run. I can probably outrun Tommy, but there’s no way I can outrun Thing 1 and Thing 2.

			Tommy snaps his fingers, and instantly, his friends have me by the arms. “Into the trash bin, fellas.”

			There’s no use in begging. You can’t reason with stupid people, and with the gash in my hand, the last thing I want is more pain. I am going into the dumpster.

			Marcus and Kyle pull me towards the trash bin by the arms, my feet dragging against the cement. I struggle to free myself, but they have me by my feet and armpits within seconds and toss me into the air. I land in my stinky tomb.

			Nothing makes you want to vomit more than the smell of hot garbage. The smell is unbearable. The heat makes it worse. I bust a bag trying to stand to prevent Marcus and Kyle from closing the lid. Failing to stop them and losing my footing, I slip and break my fall with my hands, which slide into the torn trash bag. 

			Of course, spaghetti. I hate spaghetti. The noodles are warm and squishy in between my fingers. The sharp smell of week-old tomato sauce stings my nostrils. 

			“Help!” After Tommy and his loser friends walked away laughing, I yell louder. “Help! Anybody out there?”

			I hear approaching footsteps, and then more laughter. Must be the kids from the basketball court coming to laugh at me.

			“I think Dragon Boy is in there,” someone says.

			“Why is he in there?”

			“Who cares, he’s weird.”

			I continue to scream for help. I push on the lid, but it won’t budge. I look around for something to pry the lid open with. No longer hearing anything and my throat sore from screaming, I decide to stop yelling.

			The cracks in the bin and the small gaps from the crooked lid allow minimal sunlight through. When I look around again, my vision goes blurry like it has a million times before. I wish I was anywhere but here. 

			Then my vision clears. I’m not inside the trash can anymore and I’m holding a white owl.

			Then, back in the trashcan.

			Now I’m hallucinating. The pain and hot garbage must be getting to me. I’m not sure how long I’ve been in the trash before I finally hear my favorite friendly voice.

			“Ambrose, are you in there?”

			Mr. Quan, here to save the day again.

			“Yes, Mr. Quan, I’m in here.” 

			“I heard the kids talking about how Tommy put someone in the trash. Hold on, I have to go get something to cut the lock off. Sit tight, it might take a while.”

			“Cut the lock off? I’m locked in here?” 

			That’s it. I can’t take it anymore. The spaghetti oozes down my pants as I stumble around in the trash, trying to stand up. I’ve had enough.

			No more tripping me in the hallway. No more worms in my spaghetti, no more breaking my things, no more threatening to hurt Simon.

			And no more trash bins!

			Before I can think about what I’m doing, I ball my fist and punch right through the metal wall in front of me. I stare at Mr. Quan through the hole I created.

			“Give me your hand, let’s get you out of there,” says Mr. Quan as he throws back the lid.

			“Did you see that? Did you see what I just did?” I have to make sure I’m not hallucinating again. 

			While looking around frantically, rushing me out of the trash and into the building, Mr. Quan responded, “Yes, Ambrose, I did.”

			Finally, verification that I’m not crazy. He saw it. But does this mean that Mr. Quan will tell Ms. Davis? What will she do? 

			Once we’re back inside, in the safety of Mr. Quan’s office, he looks firmly at me. “Do you have something to tell me?”

			He’d just seen me bust through a metal trash bin, so there’s no hiding it now, but how do I know I can trust him? 

			Looking down, I replied, “No.”

			“Ambrose, I saw what you did out there. You punched through that metal trash bin like it was nothing. You knocked the lock clean off it’s hinges. You can tell me if something is going on with you. You can trust me. I want to help you.”

			I think about all the times Mr. Quan has helped me and decide to trust him. After the day I had, how much worse can things get?

			I look Mr. Quan in the eyes and say, “I have superpowers.”

			Mr. Quan stands silent, staring at me. 

			“Oh, and I think super healing abilities.” I remove the blood-soaked bandages from my hand. The same hand that freed me from the trash bin moments earlier. “I cut my hand today, right before I got thrown into the trash. There was a big gash, and now it’s gone. No more pain, no more anything. I also punched a hole in the wall, but I wasn’t sure what happened because then I punched a brick, and I’m pretty sure I broke my hand, but now I punched a hole in the metal trash bin so I have to have superpowers, right? I mean, this kind of thing doesn’t just happen, and I’m a little freaked out—” 

			“Ok slow down. Breathe. Seems like you have a lot going on.”

			“Mr. Quan, why are you so calm? I just told you I have superpowers, and you’re telling me to breathe. What gives?”

			He looks at me in silence. The wrinkles in his forehead show he’s thinking hard. “I believe all of this started yesterday on your thirteenth birthday correct?”

			I nod.

			“Ambrose, I have something to tell you. It’s important that you listen carefully to everything that I have to say. Have you told anyone about your new-found abilities?”

			“Nope, just Simon. Hey, where is he anyway? Oh, wait, I did have a conversation with Dre earlier today about super healing, but I didn’t say that I had super healing powers.”

			“Dre?”

			“Yes, he’s my best friend. My only friend. The one that belongs to the True Believers group. Have I not ever mentioned that to you? Anyways, he’s like my best friend. We chat online all the time.”

			“True Believers?”

			“Yes, they’re this online group I belong to. There’s only like five of us in the group, but we talk about dragons, ghosts, and all other kinds of stuff. Dre and his family travel all over the world hunting dragons, or at least investigating any sightings. I told them all about how my parents were killed, and they believe me.”

			Mr. Quan’s face turns pale, as though all the color faded away.

			He starts moving around his office, frantically looking for something, moving objects around on his shelves, throwing papers around on his desk. He rambles the whole time. “How did they know? I had a hunch, but I didn’t know for sure until today. This is not good. This is not good.”

			“Mr. Quan, are you okay?”

			“We have to hurry. We don’t have much time.”

			“What? What do you mean?”

			“We have to get out of here. They’re coming for you.” 

			Visions from my past replay in my mind. I remember the black dragon with the yellow eyes and his unforgettable words. We’re coming for you. “Who’s coming? Mr. Quan, who’s coming for me?”

			“I’m not really a janitor. I mean I am, but that’s just my cover. I was sent here to watch over you. The nightmares you’ve been having aren’t just dreams, they’re memories. The car crash, the dragon, all of it. You were right, the crash was caused by a dragon and, as you have probably figured out, it was after you. After the accident, we lost track of you, and that’s when I was assigned to this orphanage to observe the children and see if you were here. We didn’t know your name, but we knew a few details. For example, we knew you were a boy, your age, that you had one green eye and one blue eye. You should’ve had a protector, a dragon of your own. I imagine he died protecting you the night of the car crash.” 

			I stand, listening in disbelief. Is what he’s saying real? Who is this man? I’ve waited my whole life to get answers, and now here they are, but I never would have imagined this. I’m not sure if I believe him. Maybe I’m still in the trash bin, and the hot garbage is making me hallucinate.

			“I know this is a lot to wrap your head around, but I promise I’ll explain everything later. For now, I want you to go to dinner with everyone else, but act normal. Don’t do anything you wouldn’t normally do. After dinner, go back to your room and pack a bag. Only keep the things you can’t live without. We have to move quickly, so pack as light as you can. We’ll leave tonight.”

			With that said, Mr. Quan rushes me out of his office so he can get to work.
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Chapter 3 

			There are so many questions I still need answers to. Who am I? Who were my parents?

			With so much running through my head, I need a distraction. I know just the thing. Where is Simon? I haven’t seen him since I cut myself earlier today. I search his favorite spots all over and finally give up. He’ll turn up eventually, he always did, but I want to tell him the exciting news.

			With dinnertime quickly approaching, I head to my secret room to clear it out. If I’m leaving for good, there are a few things I need to take care of.

			I pull down my posters and newspaper clippings from the walls. As I finish cleaning out my secret room, I find my small box.

			It’s the only thing I have left from my parents. I arrived at the orphanage with a family photo, a few clothes, and this box. I’ve tried to open it several times over the years, but I’ve never been able to figure it out. It’s small and wooden, about the size of a lunch box, with tiny carvings of weird symbols all around it. I’ve tried to smash it, pry it open with a knife, drill a hole into it and slice it open. All my attempts ended the same: with no luck.

			My stomach starts to growl when I finish documenting my day in my journal. I guess it’s dinner time.

			As I head to the cafeteria, I repeat to myself, “Stay calm, act normal. I will not use my superpowers to kill Tommy.”

			When I enter, the kids begin to laugh and whisper. Loudly.

			“Look, it’s Dumpster Boy!”

			“We should call him Stinky Boy.”

			With all that had happened, I forgot to take a shower.

			I ignore the teasing, as I usually do, and sit down to eat my meal. Chicken nuggets, one of my favorites. This is usually when Simon would show up if he wasn’t already with me. I don’t want to start eating without him. I wait a while and then give up. I’ll save him a nugget for later. 

			As I finish up the last of my meal, Tommy and his loser friends approach.

			“Where’s your pet?” Marcus says. “We have some yummy dog food for him.”

			I will stay calm, I will act normal. 

			I get up to walk away and Tommy shoves me from behind. I stop and ball my fist. I want to turn around and punch Tommy right in the face, but I remember I don’t have control over my powers.

			What if my super strength goes away again and he catches my fist and breaks my wrist? Even worse, what if I did have my super strength and knock his head right off his shoulders? That would be hard to explain. They’d probably lock me up and put me in a lab.

			“What are you going to do, Dragon Boy?” Tommy says as I try hard to calm myself. 

			I take a step away from him, and then another. I expect another shove from behind, but the shrill scream of another defenseless victim assures me he’s found an innocent bystander to pick on.

			I go back to my room to shower and finish packing. Simon missed dinner and doesn’t show up for bedtime. This is so unlike him. I have no idea where he was, but I hope he’s okay. While lying in the bed, fully dressed but under the covers for the nightly room check, I drift off to sleep.
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			I wake up to the sound of screaming voices and the intercom:

			“Do not panic. Please proceed to the cafeteria.”

			My room visible only by moonlight, I jump out of bed, confused and half asleep. 

			“What’s going on?” I ask one of the boys in the hallway. 

			“Earthquake! Hurry, let’s go, we have to get to the cafeteria.”

			There are kids running down the halls, some crying, others trembling with fear. As I contemplate whether I should get to the cafeteria or wait for Mr. Quan, I feel the ground shake. My small bookshelf falls over and makes me jump. 

			Again, the ground shakes, this time a little stronger. Then I hear the sound of thunder as if the sky itself is cracking open.

			I run to the window, but I don’t see or hear any rain. I see lightning hit the trees outside, but this was a lightning I had never seen before. The bright light doesn’t travel from the sky to the ground, but from right to left. A streak of lightning hits the tree and instantly sets it on fire.

			Boom! Another thunderous sound, and another shake of the ground. I don’t know what’s going on, but the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

			“Ambrose, stay here,” says Mr. Quan as he pops his head into my room.

			“What’s going on, Mr. Quan? We have to get to the cafeteria, there’s an earthquake—” 

			“No, not an earthquake. We need to leave. Now.”

			I grab my backpack and the small bag with all my belongings, including Simon, who is resting on the straps as if he knew he needed to be ready at this exact moment. “Simon, there you are. Where have you been, buddy?”

			A few minutes later, Mr. Quan returns. “We’ll leave out the back. That way, no one will see us. Follow me.”

			As we exit the building, I see more weird lightning streaks shooting all over the place. “Mr. Quan, the lightning—” 

			“Not lightning. Magic.”

			We have to walk around the building to get to the parking lot. There, Mr. Quan’s car was ready to help us make our escape. In a rushed pace, we start making our way towards the lot. 

			“I wasn’t expecting them so soon. I wasn’t able to finish making our arrangements. We’ll have to improvise.”

			“Did you say ‘magic’?”

			“Yes, I don’t know how they found us so fast. Nobody knew you were here. Remember I told you people are looking for you?”

			“Yeah?”

			“They’re wizards. Bad wizards, with magic powers. They work for the dark dragons. I’ll explain later, keep—Careful, Ambrose, watch out!”

			We’re almost to the parking lot when a bolt of lightning flies right in front of us and bursts into the brick wall, starting a fire. Mr. Quan pulls me back in the nick of time. I was almost fried.

			I look out into the trees and can’t see anyone. The ground shakes in intervals, and now the orphanage is on fire. The lights from the basketball court show that, off in the distance, the trees shake and clear as though something big is headed our way. Even though it’s dark and I can barely make out its massive shape, I feel like a mouse in front of a very big cat.

			A moment later, across the basketball court stands a black dragon with big, yellow eyes. The one I had seen ten years ago. I would never forget those eyes.

			There’s nowhere to hide, no escape.

			“Ambrose, let’s go.” Mr. Quan grabs my hand and pulls me towards the parking lot, careful to avoid the flames around us. As we run, I turn back to see the dragon take off into flight. He’s headed in our direction. At the same time, Simon jumps off the small bag I’m holding and runs towards the beast.

			“Simon! Get—”

			Before I can finish, Simon transforms into a giant green dragon.

			I’m speechless. My best friend changed into a massive beast with scales, sharp teeth, and piercing eyes. He looks ferocious as he stretches out his wings, flies up into the air, and reaches out his sharp claws to intersect the black dragon. They hit the ground with a loud bang.

			“Wow, I never would have guessed,” says Mr. Quan. “There’s your protector. He’s been with you the whole time.” 

			Simon? All this time, I’d been looking for dragons, and I had one right next to me.

			The two mighty creatures flap from the ground to the sky several yards in front of us. Growls of anger and pain fill the air as they bite and dig their claws into each other’s massive scaly bodies.

			I can’t breathe. My heart sinks into my stomach and my legs feel weak. In front of us, a glowing spark created by an unseen wizard. To our right, a burning building. To our left, two fighting dragons. We can’t turn around and go back. We would put everyone else in danger.

			Simon’s massive green tail swooshes by in front of us and hits something hiding in the trees, sending it flying into the air. I can’t make out what it is, but the spark disappears. 

			“Good, the wizard is gone. We can thank your protector for that. Now quickly, let’s get moving. I don’t know how long he’ll be able to hold that thing off.”

			I’m too afraid to move. All I can think about is how I want to be anywhere but here when my eyes do that weird thing again.

			I’m sitting at a table in a kitchen I have never seen before. I look to the right and see the white owl I saw earlier. Across from me are a man and a woman. It’s quiet, I can’t hear anything, but I know they’re talking to me because I see their lips moving. They look friendly.

			Mr. Quan grabs my hand, and I’m back at the orphanage. He pulls me towards the parking lot— 

			“Look out!”

			He pushes me to the ground. My head knocks against the pavement. After taking a few seconds to let my head stop throbbing, I sit up and see Mr. Quan pinned to the ground by the big metal trash bin. The same trash bin that had been my prison earlier that day. 

			“Mr. Quan? Are you okay?” I crawl over next to him. All I can see is his head and one arm. He moans in pain.

			I don’t know what to do. I try to pull him out from under the trash bin, but he doesn’t budge. 

			“I’m sorry Ambrose.”

			“What are you talking about? You’re going to be fine.” Blood spreads over the ground, but I can’t see where it’s coming from. I look at him lying there, our eyes locked, and I flash back to the image of my mother and father on that horrible night ten years ago. I can hear Mr. Quan breathing heavily, struggling to talk, just like my dad.

			I feel a knot in my stomach. My eyes fill with tears when Mr. Quan grabs my hand. 

			“Listen to me. You have to get to my car. I have supplies in the bag. Take it and run. You have to find your sister.”

			“Stop talking Mr. Quan, you’re not making sense. I don’t have a sister. Save your breath, I’ll go get help.” 

			I try to hold them back, but the tears start falling. I don’t want Mr. Quan to know how scared I am. I look around. No help, no one I can call. Nothing I can do.

			“Not again, I can’t go through this again.” 

			I stand up and grab the trash bin. If I have superpowers, now is the time to use them. Holding back my tears, I throw as hard as I can. The trash bin flies through the air like a Frisbee. It feels like throwing an empty pizza box.

			Mr. Quan remains still on the ground, his body disfigured awkwardly. I kneel back down to try and help him up, but there is nothing I can do. He can’t walk, he can barely talk. I can heal quickly, but Mr. Quan can’t. “Tell me what to do.” 

			I sit there next to him, holding his hand, while he mumbles something. I try hard to focus while the images of my parents flash in my mind. I feel like that three-year-old boy again, trying to get his dad to wake up. The sound of distant sirens snaps me out of my daze. 

			“Ambrose, listen. I’m so happy I got to meet you. I’m sorry I can’t continue with you, but you have your protector now. And you’re not alone. Hurry now, you have to go.”

			With those final words, Mr. Quan smiles, and then his breathing slows to a stop. His grip on my hand loosens, his arm drops to the ground, and his head falls to the side. I want to shake him, to hear his voice one more time. I want to tell him thank you for all the times he was there for me when I was stuck in a locker or trapped in a trash bin. Thank him for all the birthday gifts and for being the coolest adult I know, but it was too late. I would never get the chance to thank him for being my friend. I let out a small moan while the tears pour out of my eyes heavily as I finally accept the fact that Mr. Quan is gone.

			I sit there for what seems like an eternity. The shaking ground and a loud roar bring me back to reality. I wipe my eyes and take a deep breath as I search Mr. Quan’s pockets for the car keys. I look at him one last time and then head for the parking lot. It’s time for action.

			Once I get to the car, I open the door and grab the gray backpack from the back seat. I don’t see anything else that seems helpful. Then I stand in the parking lot, looking around as the sirens grow closer and morning approaches. What now?

			At that moment, Simon, in his dragon form, lands in front of me. The ground shakes lightly as he lands, causing me to step back with fear. I had almost forgotten that he was fighting the dragon with the yellow eyes. “Simon, is that you?”

			Climb up. We must leave. Now. He didn’t open his mouth.

			“I have no idea how to do that.”

			He lowers his head so I can use his scales to climb onto his back. It was challenging with two backpacks and a bag.

			“I’m ready.”

			Hold on.

			Off we fly into the sky, passing over the trees. I can see the lights from the ambulance and firetruck heading towards the orphanage. Everything grows smaller and smaller, the other dragon nowhere in sight. With a deep sigh, I take one last look at the only life I’ve known and the place I couldn’t wait to escape from. 

			“Goodbye Mr. Quan. And thanks for always looking out for me.” 
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Chapter 4 

			We’re in the air for ten minutes, but it feels like hours. The wind tickling my face, the birds flying by our side, the sea of clouds in the gray sky around us. Although it feels amazing, I can’t stop thinking about everything that had happened. Visions of lightning bolts, fighting dragons, and Mr. Quan flood my mind. It feels like a dream.

			We land in a forest thick with trees. I almost fall off when we land, losing my grip on Simon’s scales. I guess this will take some getting used to. As the sun begins to rise, I slide off his back and walk around to look him in his eyes.

			He is fierce. Green like my gecko with the same friendly eyes, but everything else is different. He is huge, with scales, sharp claws and teeth. His long tail wraps around the trees that surround us.

			“Okay,” I ask, trying not to sound scared. “What is going on, Simon?” 

			My name is Casius. I am your protector. 

			“Casius? What kind of name is that? And how come I’ve never heard you talk before? And why aren’t you moving your mouth?” 

			I can only communicate with you in my dragon form, and dragons needn’t use their mouths to talk. We communicate through telepathy. 

			“So, can everyone hear you?”

			No. Only those connected to dragons can hear our voice, and only when we want them to. 

			“What do you mean by those connected to dragons?”

			Humans who form a blood pact. For example, a wizard must make a pact with a dragon in order to use magic. Because of the pact, they understand us.

			“So, am I a wizard? Is that why I have superpowers?”

			No. You are something else. 

			“Wait, I don’t get it. What am I, and who was Mr. Quan? And why are dragons after me?

			I know you have a lot of questions, but you must calm yourself. Sit down. I am going to tell you a story.

			I sit down under a huge tree and lean back against its massive trunk. My head is spinning with all that has happened. Where do I start? Mr. Quan is gone, wizards are after me, I have superpowers, and oh yeah—My best friend is a dragon, whose real name is Casius. I look up at Casius, who lays on his belly and forearms next to the tree. He watches me, giving me a moment to myself as though he could hear my thoughts. The overwhelming feeling that was building up inside me settles as I look into his familiar eyes. Then he begins.

			Five-hundred years ago, dragons roamed the Earth with mankind and were ruled by Dragon King Darius and Dragon Queen Aria, the strongest of them all. They were kindhearted and wanted dragons and humans to live together peacefully.

			All the dragons did not agree with the king and queen. Some believed that humans were beneath them. They pillaged towns for sport to remind the humans that they were inferior. During this time, man would make blood pacts with dragons to serve them as wizards dedicated to the dragon’s family. Good wizards helped fight with the dragons to protect mankind. Evil wizards brought death and destruction alongside their dragon masters. Those were dark times, filled with many wars and many deaths.

			The king and queen decided that, to put an end to the wars, the age of dragons should come to an end. With the help of their family wizard, Eldon, likely the most powerful of all wizards, the king and queen decided they would perform a ritual to seal all dragons in another realm for all eternity, giving mankind the freedom to live and rule in the Earth realm without fear. This would include sealing themselves away, with their unhatched eggs. They did not want their children to be born into a world filled with death and chaos. The ritual could only be performed every 500 years during the night of the comet.

			Morfran, the most sinister of all the dragons, opposed the king and queen. Since his family was next in line for the throne, he plotted to kill them.

			I can’t believe what I’m hearing. A world with dragons, where humans and dragons lived together?

			The day came to perform the ritual. The king and queen, along with several of the royal families’ most trusted servants, gathered in a sacred place to witness this event, but halfway through the spell, Morfran and his followers interrupted the ceremony. Eldon and the queen fled, along with the queen’s two unborn children. Darius and his warriors stayed behind to fight.

			Aria and Eldon escaped to a place where they knew they would be safe, a familiar place with a great waterfall and where the land was rich with bright stones, where Darius and Aria often went to be alone. Aria always enjoyed the colorful jewels that existed there, and she knew that Darius would meet her there if he were to escape the battle. They waited, but Darius never came. 

			Eldon went back to the caves to see what became of Darius. He returned with two of their closest friends and best warriors as well as news that saddened Aria’s heart: Morfran and his followers had killed Darius, along with many other dragons who followed the king and queen. And they were searching for Aria and her eggs.

			Eldon explained that they couldn’t finish the spell without the king. He could seal the dragons away, but the seal would not hold forever. You see, it would take two members of the royal dragon family to complete the spell. He proposed a solution: Seal away the dragons and keep the prince and princess in the Earth realm to be raised as humans, and when the time came, they would complete the spell.

			Eldon would need to perform a spell to keep the children safe in the Earth realm. He would need to transform the dragon children into humans. This second spell required royal blood, but not just blood. It required a royal heart, willingly given.

			Without wasting time, Aria agreed to Eldon’s plan. The wizard cut out her heart and performed the spell before sealing away the dragons, including Morfran and his followers. Morfran as powerful as he was, somehow learned of Eldon’s plan and before the dragons disappeared, left instructions for the evil wizards to find the royal family and kill them.

			Eldon watched over the dragon eggs for centuries, keeping them safe from dark wizards and others who were after them. He used his magic and knowledge of spells to keep the eggs from hatching and slowed his aging until he could find a place for the children to grow.

			After 487 years of waiting and planning, the time came for the eggs to hatch. He had to end his spell for slow aging, and that meant he would die. He would not be around to watch over the children as they grew, nor would he be there to help them finish what their parents had started.

			He believed that separating the children would make them harder for the bad wizards to find. When he hatched the eggs, he placed the human children in the care of their guardians, the descendants of wizards loyal to the royal family, and their protectors, meant to defend the children from enemy wizards and—if necessary—dragons. 

			Casius stops talking. We sit for a while in silence while I try to process everything I’d learned. Finally, I stand and pace back and forth.

			Unable to control myself, I laugh out loud.

			Without blinking, Casius stares at me. Next, I pinch my arm to make sure I’m still awake. Lately I’ve been seeing things, and maybe now I’m hearing them too.

			“Ouch!”

			Yep, I’m awake. 

			“Are you saying I’m a dragon?”

			Yes. 

			“How do you know? I mean, how do you know I was one of the eggs in that story? I mean, it’s an interesting story, but I’m just a normal kid. Okay, well, I have super strength, but not dragon strength. And if I was a dragon, wouldn’t I breathe fire or something?

			You are no ‘normal kid.’ I know, because I was there. I fought beside your father the night he died. I was one of the dragons who accompanied Eldon back to your mother the night she sacrificed her life for you and your sister. Eldon then used his magic to turn me into a gecko. I would remain a gecko until you were born. Then, I could transform back to my true self at will. 

			I try to imagine what my sister might be like. Does she know who she really is? Does she have a gecko like me? If she’s my twin, then why can’t I feel her? I always thought twins had a special connection, or something like that. “Do you know where she is?”

			No. You must find your sister. That is the next step. 

			“What’s her name?”

			Her name is Afiria. She has one blue eye and one green eye, just like you.

			“What happens once we find her?”

			Then you and your sister must complete the spell your parents started to seal dragons away forever. 

			My mind flashes back to the night my parents were killed, and then to just a little while ago, when Mr. Quan was killed.

			“Why didn’t you say something? All these years, the bullying, the nightmares, me feeling like I was losing my mind. And Mr. Quan, we could have saved him. We could have been ready, and maybe he would still be alive!” 

			You weren’t ready. 

			Stupid gecko!

			I am not a gecko. I am a dragon. And you are a prince with a duty to fulfill. 

			“I didn’t say anything. How did you…”

			You’re getting stronger. Good. Remember, I told you dragons can communicate with other dragons without moving their mouths. 

			“Who is the black dragon with yellow eyes? Is he the same one I saw ten years ago?”

			Yes. His name is Malachi. He is the son of Morfran. 

			“But I thought you said dragons are sealed away in some other realm, or something like that.”

			He was, but it appears he’s been freed. The seal is weakening. If you don’t complete the spell, the seal will break, and dragons will roam this realm once again.

			Wow. Dragons are real, and I have a twin sister. I’ve always wanted to prove that dragons exist, but now I have to seal them away for good. I try to picture a world where dragons and man existed together. I envision people flying in the sky on the backs of dragons, and baby dragons and children playing together. Then I picture Malachi, with his deep yellow eyes and sharp teeth, roaming freely with a few other evil dragons, destroying houses and killing families.

			My stomach starts growling. I push aside most of my remaining questions and grab my backpack to see what supplies Mr. Quan packed for us. “Why did we land?”

			We are easier to spot in the day. Without the ability to breath fire, man’s technology is too strong for us to fight. I have seen several dragons in this realm. There have been many sightings over the years. You have read about them, but humans cover up the truth to keep everyone from a state of fear. 

			“Read about one?”

			I believe you called it the Loch Ness Monster. 

			Just now, I realize what we should do.

			“Let’s find Dre. He’ll know exactly what to do. His family could help us find Afiria.”

			That seems unwise. 

			“What do you mean? It’s a great idea. His family has been tracking down dragons and stuff for years. Maybe his family knows Eldon. You said it yourself, Eldon kept in touch with many of the families of good wizards. Besides, I have no idea where to start looking for my sister. I know nothing about her.”

			I go through Mr. Quan’s bag. There’s not much in here. A map, a piece of paper with a phone number, some sandwiches, a few other snacks, and…what do we have here? Money. Lots of money.

			I pause when I see Mr. Quan’s wallet and passport. I think about the last time I saw him. His disfigured body lying on the ground.

			“Mr. Quan was reaching out to someone, as well. I have no idea who he was trying to contact, but a group of people who hunt down the supernatural and track dragons sounds like someone who knows what’s going on. Dre is my best friend, and we can’t just live out here in the woods. Didn’t you say this spell needed to be performed on the day of the comet? A day that only comes around once every five-hundred years? Well, if I was hatched after 487 years, and two days ago I turned thirteen, I’d say that comet could be coming any day now.”

			I have to come up with a plan. We have to make our way back into town so I can get to a library. I can use the computer to contact Dre. He would know what to do. I remember thinking about how much fun it would be to run away and join him on his adventures. Now we might actually get to do that.

			You need to rest. We will head out at nightfall. 

			I empty out the remaining contents of the bag. “What do dragons eat, anyway?”

			I will take some of that peanut butter and jelly sandwich. 

			And within the blink of an eye, Casius turns back into my best friend Simon. I stare at him with new amazement as we feast on our peanut butter and jelly sandwich. Things are going to be different now. 
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Chapter 5 

			As soon as Nightfall comes, Casius and I are back in the sky. The night air is cold, and I’m glad I packed my jacket. We fly close to a small town and then land. We’re somewhere in Florida. It’s green and beautiful, but humid. The cool breeze provides a relief from the moisture in the air. I use the cash to get us a motel room.

			“Hello there, young man,” says the lady behind the counter. “Where are your parents?” 

			“My dad’s parking the car. He told me to get the room.” Then I flash her a smile and hand her Mr. Quan’s ID card.

			She looks at the ID, then back at me.

			“He’s my stepdad. Mom married after dad left us.”

			I stare up at her with puppy dog eyes. She hesitates, but then takes the money, fills out a form, and hands me a room key.

			“Thank you,” I say as I walk away, pretending to call out for my dad. Adults are so easy to fool.

			I take a much-needed shower, throw away my blood- and dirt-stained clothes, rest for a little bit, and then head off to the library with Simon tucked in my backpack. It’ll probably be safer to have him around in case we run into more dragons or wizards. I also chose a computer by the back exit to make a quick escape if needed. 

			Ambrose: Hey, Dre, are you there?

			Dre: Ambrose, is that you? You’re alive!

			Ambrose: Of course I’m alive. What do you mean?

			Dre: Morning news lady said there was a fire at your orphanage and that you and a janitor were found dead.

			Ambrose: Nope, I’m alive and well. But I do need your help. Man, I have so much to tell you, but I don’t have a lot of time. I think your parents can help me out. Is it okay if I come stay with you for a little while?

			Dre: Yeah. I’ll double-check with my parents, but that should be fine. I’ll send you the address. Where are you right now?

			Ambrose: I’m not sure, but I think I can get to you by tomorrow. I can’t wait to tell you what’s going on.

			Dre: All right, cool. I always knew one day we would meet up.

			So I’m a dead man now. How can they pronounce me dead when they didn’t find a body? I always wondered how I would go out. 

			I think, again, about Mr. Quan. It makes me realize how small and helpless I really am. How am I supposed to save the world from dragons? I couldn’t even save Mr. Quan. I go back to the room to rest before our next trip at nightfall. 

			I have a plan. As soon as night comes, Casius and I will ride to Dre’s house, and I’ll finally meet his parents. The ones who started the True Believers group. If anybody would know about the spell, it would be Dre and his parents.

			That just leaves one other thing to figure out. Where is my sister Afiria? I wonder if she knows that I exist. Has she been looking for me? Does she feel the same way I do about dragons?

			I look at the dresser to see that Simon is staring at me. “Maybe my sister has a pet girl gecko so that you can have a girlfriend,” I say with a smile.

			Simon turns and walks away. 
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			The next day, as promised, we arrive at Dre’s family compound. Before sunrise, we fly over his house to check it out. It’s huge and in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by trees. They even have a helicopter pad in the back. There’s also a barn? Maybe he has horses, too.

			“Dre must be loaded. Is that a basketball court?” 

			I still think this is a bad idea.

			“Stop worrying so much. I told you, we can trust Dre. He’s my best friend. He can help us.”

			We land nearby, under the cover of trees, and wait for sunrise. I still haven’t gotten used to Simon turning back and forth from a dragon to a gecko. I wonder if I have that power. I wonder what would happen if I don’t complete the spell my parents started.

			What if the comet passed by, and dragons returned? Would it be so bad to have dragons among us again? I bet a lot of people would love to see them. We can even ride them; flying is pretty amazing. But what about me and my sister? Would Afiria and I return to being dragons? 

			It might be nice. I could fly all day, enjoy the cool breeze on my face. If anyone laughed at me, I could set them on fire. No one would pick on me. No one would be the boss of me. I’d be big and ferocious, and everyone would respect me. I’m royalty, so I’d be the king of the dragons and worshipped by mankind. Everyone would fear me. For once, I’d be on top.

			Then I think about the story that Casius told me. How the dragons killed people in the villages, and how Morfran wanted to get rid of all humans. But if I were king, I wouldn’t destroy all the humans. I would get rid of the evil dragons so that they can’t overthrow me. I wonder what Dre would do.

			Simon jumps on my shoe and crawls up my leg to get my attention. As we stand in front of the gate, the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I press the buzzer.

			“Hello? It’s me, Ambrose.” 

			“Hey buddy. I’ll be right out.”

			The large black gates surround a massive three-story house. It looks like a small castle, with huge windows across the front and a fancy front door. The gate opens, and when I walk up to the door, Dre steps out. He’s much taller than I expected. I’d seen a picture of him online, but he looks a lot older than fifteen. He stands with a big smile on his face and is dressed in a black t-shirt and black skinny jeans. 

			“How was your trip?”

			“It was good. Man, your house is huge. Where are your parents?”

			“They’ll be back soon, they’re out running errands. Come in, let me show you around.”

			As I walked into the house, the first thing I notice is a grand staircase that splits at the second floor, half going to the left and half going to the right. Although the house is painted a dark color on the outside, it’s pretty bright on the inside, probably from all the windows and the shiny, bright-colored floors. 

			“This house is amazing. Is it just you and your parents who live here? My whole orphanage could live here.”

			“Yeah, it’s just me and my folks. It gets pretty lonely sometimes. Of course, there’s the maid and the butler. And my parents have people over often. You know, fans, other believers, stuff like that. Sometimes, guest stay over when they’re traveling through. Hey Ambrose, how did you get here?” Dre looks behind me, checking for a car. 

			“I flew.”

			“Okay, very funny. But for real, how did you get all the way out here?”

			“Seriously. I flew. Remember I told you I had a lot to tell you? Maybe I should save that story for when your parents get home.”

			Simon’s hopping around in my backpack. I can feel him, but I won’t let him out.

			Dre seems uneasy about something. I can tell something’s off, but I can’t put my finger on it. “You hungry? I can make us a snack. How about some pizza rolls? You want a soda?”

			“Sure, I’m starving.”

			We sit in the kitchen eating while Dre tells me about more of his adventures. Afterwards, he gives me a tour of the house. He shows me his parents’ office, where they have all kinds of relics they collected from all over the world. There are old books covered with weird symbols, fancy rugs, sculptures, and weapons. There are lots of pictures of other families. 

			“These are some other True Believers,” Dre says. At the bottom of every picture are three initials: B.O.M.

			“Dre, what does B.O.M. stand for?” I ask. 

			“Oh, it’s nothing.”

			He continues to the next room in the house. Everyone looks so serious in the pictures. No one smiles.

			The last room on the tour is in the basement. “You have your own game room? Awesome!”

			“Yeah, I was saving the best for last.”

			We stay in the basement for what seems like hours, playing pool and video games. I’m having so much fun, I almost forget why I’m there.

			“Lunch time,” Dre says. “What would you like?”

			“How about a hamburger, with fries.”

			“No problem.” Dre presses a button on the wall, and out comes a man’s voice.

			“Yes, sir?”

			“Please bring down two burgers with everything. Plus fries. Oh, and two Cokes.”

			“Thanks, Dre,” I say.

			We continue playing until lunch arrives. For a moment, I forget about everything I’ve been through. For the first time, I feel like one of the regular kids at my orphanage, just playing casually with my friend like it’s a regular day. 

			“Maybe you should go ahead and tell me your story. I don’t know when my parents will be back.” 

			While we wait for our food, I tell Dre all about my powers. I explain what happened the night of the fire. How I saw a black dragon with yellow eyes, the same one who killed my parents ten years ago, and how Mr. Quan died.

			I stop for a moment to eat my burger. Even the burgers taste better at Dre’s house. I think about how awesome it would be to live here with a butler who makes me burgers and go on adventures with Dre. 

			“Maybe I can just stay here with you. We can be like brothers,” I say with a mouth full of fries. Dre just smiles. 

			After lunch, I finish telling Dre what I had learned.

			The whole time I speak, he just looks at me with wide eyes. I thought he’d be more shocked, but he seems very calm, never interrupting me. Then again, his family hunts dragons and investigates all kinds of weird stuff. I start to feel more at ease.

			Maybe he’s heard this before. 

			Once I finish my story, Dre’s quiet. He looks at me with a sad expression. “Ambrose, I wish you hadn’t come here.”

			His tone changed. 

			“Hey man, what do you mean? What’s going on?” 

			The basement door opens. In walks a man and a woman who I assume are his parents, angry and dressed in all black.

			“You were supposed to kill him as soon as he got here,” the woman yells. “You’re such a stupid boy. Honey, I told you he was weak. He’s not strong enough for this.”

			The man has bruises on his face, a brace on his leg, and his right arm is in a sling. “Where’s your protector?” He yells. 

			The lady makes a gesture with her hands, and a spark lights in her palm. Instantly, I think about the wizard from the orphanage. The lightning started just like that. Can this be the wizard that I saw that night?

			“Quick, Ambrose,” Dre yells, “this way!”

			Then everything goes dark. 
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Chapter 6 

			“Ambrose, wake up.” 

			I open my eyes to see Dre kneeling over me. I’m on the floor in a small room. The door is closed. There’s a chair, a small window, and a desk with a lamp that barely lights the room. 

			“What happened?” I struggle to sit up. “My head is throbbing.” 

			“My mom, she knocked you out. She hit you with one of her spells and locked you up in this room. They’re waiting for him. He’s on his way.” 

			Dre’s voice is like a whisper. I follow his lead and keep my voice low. 

			“Who’s ‘he’?”

			“We call him Malachi. He’s a dragon. He gave them orders not to hurt you until he got here. He wants to kill you himself.”

			Malachi’s yellow eyes flash in my memory, along with his words that have stayed with me. We are coming for you.

			“Get away from me!” Suddenly, I remember where I am. I jump up and frantically look around the room.

			“Shhhhh! I’m not here to hurt you, Ambrose. I’m here to help you, but you have to come with me. He’ll be here soon. You have to get out of here.”

			“Why should I trust you? Is your name even Dre? Where’s my stuff? Where are my bags?”

			“Here, I kept them for you.” 

			He hands me my things. I quickly open my backpack to make sure Simon is all right. I’m relieved to see his eyes staring up at me as he rests on the small box my parents had left me. Everything important to me is right here in this bag. 

			“Is Simon in there?” Dre whispers with a curious expression on his face.

			I don’t even look up at him. I can’t believe he betrayed me. I thought he was my friend. 

			“You told me your gecko turns into a dragon. Other dragons can’t do that. They stay in their dragon form. They stay out of sight in the day and come out and hide in the night. I wonder why Simon can change form.”

			“It’s because….” I stop. I’ve already said too much.

			I look at Dre and stand, trying to figure out if I can trust him. Nobody has been who I thought they were. Not my parents, not Mr. Quan, not Simon, and now not even my best friend, Dre.

			He watches me, waiting for me to finish my sentence with a desperate look on his face. The same look I saw in other kids when Tommy and his gang selected their prey. That help me look. A look that says I can use a friend right now.

			“I know you don’t think you can trust me,” Dre says, “but you can. I want to help you. I don’t like being a bad guy. I never wanted to do this, but it’s the family business. You’re so lucky to be free, to make your own decisions.” 

			Here, I thought he was the lucky one. “Are your parents really going to kill me?” 

			“Yep.”

			“All right then, let’s go. But if this is a trick, I’ll tell my dragon to eat you.”

			I follow him as he leads me through the house. I must have been locked upstairs in a room for a while. The sun has started to set.

			Still unsure if I can trust Dre, I leave a little distance between us in case I need to make a quick escape.

			“We’re not good people,” he says. “My parents have done some pretty bad things in their past, and they will kill you. Even if they don’t want to, they don’t have a choice. They have to. Either you die, or they die. They were sent to kill you and your sister.” 

			“How do they know about my sister?”

			“Ambrose, we know everything about you. but I don’t want you to get hurt. I was supposed to get close to you and find out everything about you. When you said you wanted to come here I was ordered to lead you here, and then kill you. But you’re my best friend. I can’t kill you. You’re the only friend I’ve ever had.”

			The feelings of betrayal and anger grow inside of me. “Why didn’t you say something? If you really are my friend, you should’ve said something.”

			“I couldn’t,” he says as he stops to look me in the eye. “They were reading everything I typed. All of our conversations were reviewed and analyzed.”

			For a moment, I feel sorry for Dre. My anger starts to fade. I know what it’s like to not have any control over how you live. He turns to lead the way as we head through the kitchen, towards the back door.

			“Do you know where your sister is?” he asks.

			“No. I don’t. Do you?”

			“No, but we think she’s somewhere in Europe. You have to find her. She’s in danger too.” We run out the back of the house. “If you really flew here, I suggest you fly away right now.”

			“My dragon won’t fly until nightfall.”

			“I thought you said you flew.”

			“I can’t fly. At least not yet.” I pause. “…Why are you helping me? Won’t you get in trouble?”

			Dre smiles. “Don’t worry about me, just get out of here.” He points to the back fence. “Follow the trail for about a mile. You’ll come to a cabin. You can hide out there until nightfall.”

			As I walk away, I turn to take one last look at Dre before I hit the trail to find the cabin.

			“Ambrose,” I hear him call. “Thanks for being my friend.”

			“I still don’t forgive you.” I rub my bruised head and continue to walk away. I don’t have time to think about Dre anymore. I have to come up with a new plan.

			By the time I reach the cabin, night has fallen. I let Simon out of my backpack and again, within the blink of an eye, he transforms into Casius.

			I told you that was a bad idea.

			“Oh, shut up. At least I had a plan.”

			You are heir to the dragon throne. You must be more careful. 

			I climb onto his back, and up into the night we fly. One thing is clear: I have to find my sister. Maybe she has answers. If Dre was telling the truth and she is in danger, then I have to find her before Malachi does.
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			We stop in the forest outside another small town. Tired of eating sandwiches, I look for a diner. I’ll be having pancakes for breakfast, thanks to Mr. Quan’s cash, and then it’s on to another motel where I can get a hot shower and a nice nap. If I have to come up with a new plan, I need to be well fed and well rested first.

			“Hey son, where are your parents?” the waitress asks. 

			“They’re still sleeping. They told me to go eat without them. I think they just wanted some alone time. I feel like they’re always trying to get rid of me.”

			“That’s awful, sweetie. Well, how about a nice chocolate milkshake with those pancakes? My treat.”

			“Thanks, ma’am.” I’m getting used to the travelling life. It isn’t so bad.

			As I sit in the diner, it becomes clear that Dre told his parents about me, and that’s how Malachi found me at the orphanage. I have to be a lot more careful if I want to survive. I wonder how many other families like Dre’s are out there. How many other wizards are looking for me?

			Someone could be watching me right now. 

			I look around the diner. There are just a few people: a lady and her daughter at the counter eating pie, an old couple at the counter having coffee and eggs. Behind me, a young-looking man with dark hair and glasses is reading a newspaper. No one looks out of the ordinary, but there’s something off about the man reading the newspaper. He has no food and no drink.

			I finish my pancakes, making sure to tear off a piece and slip it into my bag for Simon, thank the waitress, and head out to find a motel. On the way out the door, I look back to see the young man still reading the paper, and still not eating.

			Then it hits me. He’s wearing all black. Dre was wearing all black. So were his parents, the wizards who tried to kill me. 

			Simon becomes very restless in my backpack. I make my way into a nearby alley to check on him. As soon as I kneel down to open my bag, I notice the shadow of someone approaching me from behind.

			“Excuse me young man, are you lost?” He doesn’t sound like he really cares. “You know, it’s dangerous for a child to be walking around all by himself.”

			I look up. It’s the man from the diner. I swallow hard and try to act unbothered. 

			“I’m not lost. I’m fine. On my way back to my parents right now.” 

			“Nice try, Ambrose.”

			Crap.

			I grab my bag and take off, running down the alley. I turn back to see the man chasing after me.

			“You can run, but you can’t hide,” he yells as I make my way down an adjacent alley way. Think Ambrose, what can I do?

			Then I remember. I have superpowers.

			I stop and turn to face my attacker. Once he’s in view, I lift a nearby trash bin and throw it right at him. He makes a gesture with his hands and hits the trash bin with a bolt of lightning that shoots it into a side wall with a loud bang.

			I turn and run down the alley as fast as I can, pulling on every door I pass. Every door is locked. I turn the corner and run into the open street.

			“Hey kid,” someone calls, “get off the road!”

			I keep running, ignoring the people giving me crazy looks, until I find a few cars parked on the road in front of a hardware store to duck behind. I need a new plan. I can’t keep running forever.

			I peek to see if I’d lost him. He stands about two blocks away. Still kneeling, I look around, searching for a place to hide. Fast.

			That’s when I see it. Wallymart Superstore.

			I keep low, being sure to stay hidden behind cars until I make it into the store. This is the perfect place to disappear into a crowd. Tons of people, adults and kids, walking around shopping. Wallymart has everything, from food to BBQ grills. If you want it they have it. 

			I head straight to the outdoor section and take cover in one of the tents set up as a display. I’ll rest here for a little while and then head out.

			When it seems like I’m in the clear and my heart stops pounding, I let Simon out so he can stretch his legs and get some fresh air. To relax, I focus on remembering the wind brushing past my face when we soar through the night sky. The feeling of freedom I feel every time we float through the clouds. No walls, no bullies, no wizards. I think about Afiria and wonder if she feels the same way I do when I’m on my dragon.

			As though I triggered some magic spell, my vision changes again. I’m no longer in the Wallymart. 
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Chapter 7  

			I’m standing outside, in a line of what looks like a group of uniformed students. I look up and see a big clock. I raise my hand to fix my hair, but it’s not my hand and not my hair. Then I’m looking at my reflection in a passing tour bus window, but it’s not my reflection. It looks like me but it’s not me.

			I see someone else.

			My vision returns to normal and I am back in the Wallymart. Like a light bulb turning on, a thought pops into my head.

			“Afiria.”

			I look at Simon.

			“I think I just saw my sister. She looks just like me. Well, not like a boy me, but like a girl me with longer curly brown hair and a girly face. And I might know where she is. Let’s go, Simon.”

			I stay hidden as I make my way to the electronics department, making sure I’m not being followed, and find an unattended demo laptop. I search for all the things I saw in my vision. A maroon-and-white school uniform, maybe for a middle school. If Afiria is my twin, it has to be middle school. Then I look for places that have big clocks. Huge clocks. The biggest clock I’ve ever seen.

			“Looks like we’re headed to London, Simon.”

			I also search for the day of the comet. I look at Simon, who’s peeking his head out of my backpack, staring at the monitor.

			“If my research is right, it looks like we have about a week to find my sister and figure out how we’re supposed to save the world.”

			As if to show his disapproval of my plan, he ducks his head back into my backpack. 

			After nightfall, we take to the skies. The night air blows through my hair and chills my cheeks, and the light from the moon lights up the night sky. I never want this feeling to end, but soon, I grow tired. I don’t know how far we have to travel to reach London.

			I look out over the ocean as we fly, the light reflecting off its surface, creating sparkles in every direction as far as I can see. I fall asleep on Simon’s back.

			I wake up to the sound of Cassius landing. We’re—once again—in the middle of nowhere. I look around to see a broken-down concrete structure a few yards away and trees in every direction. There are a few worn-down signs on the building that suggests it used to be some kind of plant or factory.

			“Where are we? What are we doing here? This doesn’t look like London, and it’s not daylight yet, so why did we stop?” 

			There are wizards hunting you. You must learn how to control your powers. You need practice. 

			“Practice? We don’t have time for this. We need to get to Afiria. She might be in danger.”

			I’m serious, Ambrose. This is not a game. You could die. 

			I can feel how serious he is: his voice seems stiff and firm. As much as I want to find my sister, I figure Casius is right. What good will finding my sister do if I can’t even stop the wizards who are after her? I can’t let her die, too. I have to figure out how to use my super strength. 

			Inside, the building looks like it’s been abandoned for a long time. There are cracks in the walls and places where the building seems to have caved in. There are lots of empty rooms and open spaces for me to practice. Even Casius can fit inside. He follows me in his dragon form. I wonder what I’m supposed to do. I think back to how I hit the brick and nearly broke my hand. Remembering the pain makes me shiver. 

			I walk over to a concrete column in the middle of the open room and ball my fist. I prepare to hit it and then I hesitate.

			This is silly. I punched through the trash bin and I didn’t hurt my hand. I can do this, but this is not a trash bin. It’s a concrete pillar. I can do this. I take a deep breath and punch the column in front of me. Nothing happens. My hand is fine, but there’s no hole. Not even a crack on the column.

			Visualize what you want to happen. Focus your energy and direct it to your fist. You can’t just swing at stuff.

			I stand in front of the concrete column and try to visualize my hand going right through it. I imagine all the energy in my body flowing to my fist. I take a deep breath and punch as hard as I can. I hear a cracking noise as my fist goes clean through the concrete column. 

			“Wow! Did you see that?”

			Now kick it.

			“What?”

			Kick the column.

			“But I’ve never kicked anything before.”

			Just kick it.

			Again, I take a deep breath, visualize my foot kicking right into the column and snapping it in half, and then give it my best sideways ninja kick. There’s a loud bang as the bottom half of the massive column falls to the floor, along with some rubble that gives me a couple of bruises and a cloud of smoke that burns my eyes.

			You have the strength of a dragon. It will only grow stronger each day. 

			I smile as I look at my hands. I feel my arms to see if my muscles seem any stronger than usual. How strong would I get?

			The clearer you visualize your attack, the more precise your attack. Let’s test your eyes. Come to the window and look outside. Tell me what you see.

			“Trees, trees, and more trees.”

			Look harder. Do you see the small creature straight ahead? Tell me, what color is it?

			“Small creature? I don’t see anything!”

			Focus! Straight in front of you. Still your mind and look as though you are looking at a dot on a sheet of paper.

			I focus and stare straight in front of me. My contacts start itching like crazy. “This is ridiculous.”

			Take out your contacts.

			I remove my contacts and try again. My eyes feel much better. I stare out the window and focus as hard as I can. As I do, my vision goes further and further, like I’m adjusting a pair of binoculars. First, I can only see the trees next to the building. Then, I can see ten trees past that. Then another ten trees, then another, until finally I see a brown squirrel with a white stripe down its tail sitting in a tree, eating a nut.

			“This is so cool.”

			These are your abilities. You have dragon strength and dragon sight. I suspect that you share your vision with your sister. That must be why you have one blue eye and one green eye. You can see what she sees, and she can see what you see.

			For the next couple of hours, I run around the warehouse punching holes in the walls and throwing blocks of concrete far enough to clear a football field. I try jump kicking and karate chopping. I never would have guessed that I, Ambrose, would be like a superhero.

			After breaking everything I can get my hands on, I sit down next to Casius, who has been resting and watching me practice. His body is warm and feels nice against my tired body. 

			“Simon—I mean, Casius—what happens when we complete the spell? Will I lose my powers? Will I become a normal human again?”

			I’m not sure. Eldon never explained. He only said that you and your sister would be humans, and that you needed to complete the spell on the day of the comet in order to seal the Dragon Realm. Although, I would guess that you and your sister would forfeit your powers, remain human, and live amongst man for the rest of your days.

			“And if we don’t? Complete the spell, I mean?”

			If you don’t complete the spell, the seal will fade, and dragons will once again be released on Earth. Morfran will be freed with all of his followers, who will once again try to take the throne. That, of course, means that you and your sister will be their top targets. 

			“We’re already their top targets. Besides, what if I could be a dragon again?”

			That is a question I’m afraid I cannot answer. All I know is that your mother and father, the king and queen, decided this would be the fate of our kind. Your mother sacrificed her life so that you and your sister could live. Her wish was for a place that was safe for all of man. If you don’t complete the spell, what good would it be to live in a world where there is death all around and never ending?

			I’ve seen enough death. I think about his last words, but what if there’s a way to be a dragon again and put an end to Morfran and the other evil dragons? What if dragons and humans can live in peace?

			Casius watches me punch through a few more walls and throw around a few more blocks of concrete. He even uses his tail to throw shattered pieces of rock my way, and I use the broken column to send them flying into the sky and over the trees, like baseballs. I think I hit a few home runs. 

			I need more time to think. More time to come up with a solution that doesn’t end in me sealing away all the dragons, especially if that means I’ll lose Simon.

			As the sun rises, I finish the last of the sandwiches Mr. Quan had packed, giving Simon his share. My bruises have healed, and my abilities are growing stronger. I have no idea what’s waiting for us out there, but I feel prepared.

			Before I lie down, I stare out the window, looking farther than I’ve ever been able to see before. My one regret is that I didn’t get to use my new powers to punch Tommy in his fat face before I left the orphanage. If I make it through this and still have my powers, I promise I’ll pay Tommy a visit. 
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			Once the sun sets, I prepare for the journey to Afiria. I put everything I need into one backpack: a change of clothes, the cash, the mysterious phone number, my journal, Mr. Quan’s license, and my box. At the first sign of nightfall, Simon transforms into his dragon form, and we fly off to London.

			I’m filled with anxiety. I had a sister all this time and had no idea. Not just a sister, but a twin. I always thought I was all alone in this world with no family of my own. Mr. Quan and Simon where always the closest thing I had to a real family.

			“Casius, what happens to you when we complete the spell? Will you be sealed away in the Dragon Realm with the others? Will you be stuck as a gecko?”

			You are my priority. What happens to me is of no concern as long as you live. I have lived for many, many years. Once I finish my mission, rest might be nice.

			“But I don’t want you to die. I don’t want you to go to the other realm either. I want you to stay with me.”

			Don’t worry yourself about all of that. First, we need to find your sister. Then we’ll go from there.
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Chapter 8 

			We arrive in England just before sunrise. It’s a foggy morning, so the few people we fly over can’t see us while we search for a secluded place to land. We find a huge park to come down in. After a few bus rides with some amazing sight-seeing along the way, we make it to London.

			There are shops, huge buildings, tourists, and every now and then, the smell of pastries. The streets are crowded with locals and tourist stopping to take a thousand pictures. With so much going on, I have to focus hard on where I’m going. It would be so easy to get lost.

			My stomach growls as I walk down the street, trying to follow my map and take in everything around me. I ask a few people for directions as I look for a place to eat and try not to smirk at their funny accents. 

			My plan is to get breakfast and then find my sister at the school I found online using the uniform I saw in my dream. We’ll wait for her outside, and hopefully recognize her when she walks by.

			We find a nice café, where I buy a scone filled with strawberry jelly. Everything is so fancy here in London.

			As I eat, I think about my sister and how she must have grown up. I wonder what her guardians are like, or if she ever tried to find me. Then I think about what might happen when all of this was over. Would we keep in touch? Would she want to keep in touch with me?

			Suddenly, my sight changes. I’m no longer looking at the people walking up and down the street through the cafe window, but staring at a teacher giving a lesson, surrounded by kids in maroon and white uniforms.

			Before I can say a word, my vision shoots back to the cafe. I wish Simon could talk in his gecko form. I still have a lot to figure out about what’s going on with my eyesight. He said that we share sight. Maybe I am seeing what she sees.

			We leave the cafe and use the last of the cash to catch a taxi to the Nottingham Boys and Girls Academy, a massive brick building with white trim and huge windows. It’s right outside the city in a wealthy looking neighborhood with the kind of houses I wished I could have lived in back when I wanted to be adopted.

			We wait outside behind the fence for about an hour, watching cars drive on the wrong side of the road. I think of all the ways I’d introduce myself to my sister. 

			“Hello Afiria, it’s me! Your twin brother, Ambrose.” That’s too cheesy. “Hey, your name is Afiria, right? I’m Ambrose. Long time no see.”

			I keep practicing. I’m excited, but nervous all at the same time. I hope she likes me.

			The bell rings, and tons of kids come rushing out of the school’s front and side doors. There are so many kids, and they all look alike in their maroon and white uniforms. I hope I don’t miss her. Girls walk out in groups of two and three, chatting with their friends and making their way to their cars and wherever else they go after school. One girl has curly brown hair like mine, so I head straight for her.

			When she turns around, I stop. Wrong girl.

			I turn back, where the wave of students had stopped pouring through the white doors. Did I miss her? Did she walk right by me, and I didn’t even notice? I’m about to give up hope when a hand taps my shoulder from behind. 

			She’d found me first. 

			In front of me stands a girl about my height with the same brown hair and the same blue eye. Eyes, actually. They’re both the same color, but it’s the girl I’d seen in my dream. The reflection looking back at me in the mirror.

			“Hello, brother.”

			“Hi, Afiria.”

			“You’re here. Good. Where is your guardian?”

			“They’re dead. They died a long time ago.”

			“I heard. I’m sorry. I meant, where is Mr. Quan?”

			“You know about Mr. Quan?”

			“Yes. I thought he was bringing you here.”

			“He’s dead too. Killed by a wizard and a dragon named Malachi.”

			“Malachi,” she mumbles. “Then it’s true.” 

			“What?”

			“Nothing. And your protector?”

			As though he heard his name, Simon’s head pops out of the backpack I’d left slightly open just for him and crawls onto my shoulder.

			“Ah, there he is. I’m glad you made it. Come, let’s go. We have a lot to talk about.”

			Afiria heads away from the school, towards a parking lot next door. I follow, still trying to believe that I have a twin sister. Talking to her is like talking to myself, but…not myself.

			She seems so confident and calm. I thought she would be a little more surprised. It’s like she knew she would see me today, at that exact moment. I’d thought about all the questions I wanted to ask and everything I wanted to tell her, but I can’t stop staring at her. I did it. I found her.

			I found my sister. 

			“Tell me, do you have it?” she asks as she stops a few yards from the parking lot. 

			“Have what?”

			“The box. Did you bring the box?”

			I dig through my backpack, searching for the box that I’ve had since I was three years old. The box that I’ve never been able to figure out how to open. The only thing my parents left me. “You mean this thing?”

			“Yes. It contains the spell we need.”

			Wow. She knows a lot. “Do you know how to open it?” 

			“Don’t you?”

			“Nope. I’ve tried everything—a hammer, power tools. I even tried to set it on fire. Nothing works. I don’t even know what the box is made out of.”

			“I thought you knew how to open it.” She takes the box and turns it on every side, studying its faded markings like it’s a rare treasure. “It’s a puzzle of some sort. I’ll have to do more research when we get home. Here you go.” 

			I hold the box for a moment, looking at the marks on the side I’ve never really paid much attention to before. How does she know all of this? My mind flashes back to my dad lying on the ground and the words he so desperately tried to speak. Protect the box. I wonder just how important this thing is. 

			Afiria walks over to a black SUV with tinted windows. “Let’s go.”

			“Where’re we going?”

			“Home. We’re going home.”

			The drive is pretty short. We pull up to a house that isn’t as large as Dre’s, but is still pretty big. Coming from a boy who grew up in an orphanage, any house looks big to me.

			Afiria’s parents, or should I say guardians, are waiting outside to welcome us. They greet me with open arms and smiles.

			“Hello! I’m pleased to meet you,” says the woman standing on the front steps in a soft voice. She’s very pretty dressed in a pair of black slacks and a white blouse, with her dark hair pulled back into a bun. “I’m Vanessa, and this is Malcolm.”

			Next to her stands a tall, thin man in blue jeans and a gray blazer with his hair cut low and neat. “Nice to meet you, young man,” he says as he adjusts his black-framed glasses. “Please come in.”

			Everyone seems excited to meet me. Sadly, no one has heard of Mr. Quan’s death.

			Once inside, Afiria shows me around. She introduces me to her protector, whose common form is a white snowy owl.

			I put Simon on the table next to the owl’s cage. “You don’t think your bird will eat Simon, do you?” 

			“Don’t be silly, they’re old friends. From what I understand, they go way back.”

			“Have you seen your owl turn into a dragon?”

			“Yes. Sopherea, Sophie for short, is a silver dragon. Sometimes I take her out at night to stretch her wings.”

			“Have you ever flown on your dragon?”

			“Yes! It’s the most amazing feeling.”

			“I agree. There’s nothing like it.”

			We continue to talk about the first time we flew and heard our dragons talk to us. I get lost in the moment. It’s nice to talk to someone who understands what I’ve been feeling. Someone who knows I’m not crazy, who I can share my secrets with. Someone I can trust.

			We make our way back to the living room and sit on the couch with Malcom and Vanessa. 

			“We’re honored to have you here. Our family has been serving your family for centuries.” Malcolm says with a smile. 

			“I’m sorry sir, I don’t understand. What do you mean?”

			“Our ancestors served the king and queen. Stories about your parents have been passed down through our family for generations.”

			“Are there others like you?”

			“Oh yes, son. A whole organization, though our numbers are falling. But no worry, the day of the comet is near, and you and Afiria will seal the dragons away for good.”

			He seems so positive. I’m not sure I’m ready to seal away all the dragons forever. Forever is a long time.

			I mean, I just discovered them. I keep thinking, there has to be another way. I’ve waited my whole life to find out that dragons are real. Maybe, dragons and humans can exist together. Or maybe I can go into the other realm with the dragons. We are dragons, after all. Afiria and me. 

			“Can you tell me more about The Organization?” I ask.

			Malcom clears his throat. “The Organization helps protect mankind from dragons, and that means killing any dragon that comes through the seal and protecting you and your sister so you can finish what your parents started five hundred years ago. We’ve not caught them all, but we’ve gotten our fair share. Today, we’re responsible for keeping this secret, but The Organization was started about a hundred years ago by the humans who helped Eldon evade The Brotherhood.”

			“Wait a minute. What’s The Brotherhood?”

			“The Brotherhood is the group of humans, mostly descendants of dark wizards, who follow Morfran. For a long time, they were just ordinary humans until the seal weakened and dragons began to break through. At first, it was rare for a dragon to escape the Dragon Realm, but then it started happening more frequently. The Brotherhood made blood pacts with the dragons, and now they have lots of dark wizards in their ranks. They’ve vowed to finish Morfran’s mission to kill you two and destroy the seal. There’s a rumor that Malachi, Morfran’s son, broke through thirteen years ago. But no one has seen him.”

			“He’s the one that killed my parents ten years ago. The same one that found me at the orphanage.” I recall the yellow eyes and the deadly gaze from my dreams. Or rather, my memories. “Does The Organization have wizards too?”

			“No, we don’t. You need to make a pact with a dragon to become a wizard, but the dragons that have passed through are evil. They have all come looking to kill you and your sister. Since the spell took away the dragons’ ability to breath fire, it’s only been partially difficult to kill them. With today’s technology, we can spot and take them down pretty quickly.

			“Recently, The Organization has been under attack. The Brotherhood is growing in numbers, and their dark wizards are hunting and killing us all one by one. About ten years ago, we lived on a small farm out in the countryside. We were attacked during a storm in broad daylight by three wizards. Luckily, we had Sophie with us. She destroyed all three wizards, but it was tough. We relocated, closer to the city, and we’ve been here wizard-free ever since.”

			We talk for another hour. I fill them in on the events that happened the night I left the orphanage. How Malachi and a dark wizard came searching for me, and how Mr. Quan died trying to help me escape. I tell them all about Dre and the encounter I had with his parents. Now I know them as The Brotherhood.

			All those pictures I saw at Dre’s house. They all had B.O.M. in the bottom right-hand corner. They were all a part of The Brotherhood of Morfran. 

			“All of this is so weird. A few days ago, I was a nobody, an orphan with a gecko as my best friend. And today, I’m a dragon prince with dragon strength, a dragon protector, and a twin sister.”

			I told them all about my superpowers and my other abilities.

			“I have quick healing abilities too,” Afiria says excitedly. “But I haven’t tried to break anything yet. I haven’t tested my eyes, either. Maybe I have super vision too.” She squints and stares at the wall. I don’t know what she’s doing. 

			“It’s called dragon sight, and it’s super cool. Are you wearing contacts?” I asked looking at her blue eyes. 

			“Yep, I started wearing them when I was little, after our first attack, to help protect my identity. Our eyes are the one thing that give us away. Well, that and the fact that we’re twins with superpowers,” she laughs. 

			“I couldn’t see far away with them on. Maybe if you take them out, you’ll get dragon sight like me.”

			“It’s not likely that you two will have the same abilities,” says Vanessa. “You are like two halves of a whole.”

			“Interesting. Another thing I need to investigate,” says Afiria. 

			“I think I was also able to see through your eyes,” I say. “I saw you in a dream on a field trip at Big Ben, and then I saw you sitting in class. That’s how I was able to find you.”

			“That’s it!” Afiria seems like she’s just found the answer to a complicated puzzle. “Were you at a cafe?”

			“I was earlier this morning.”

			“I thought I was daydreaming, it happened so fast. One moment I was in class, watching the teacher write on the board, and the next, I’m looking out a window at a café downtown. Then I was staring back at the board again. It felt too real to be a daydream, but I had no other explanation.”

			“Yep, same thing happened with me.”

			“Do you know how we control it?” She asked excitedly. 

			“No.”

			“What were you thinking about when it happened?”

			“I was wondering about you.”

			We continue to talk about my life at the orphanage. I tell them about Tommy and Ms. Davis. Afiria tells me all about her life, her friends, trips she’s taken, and she shows me pictures of her birthday parties and vacations. We’re twins, yet we seem so different.

			I’ve been raised an orphan in a boy’s home, picked on and bullied. She has lots of friends and was raised in a home with people who love and watch over her. She knows all about who she is and who we are. She has a perfect life here with Sophie and her guardians.

			How is it that I ended up in an orphanage and she ended up here? When all of this is over, where will I fit?

			At dinner, we sit around the table and eat. Everyone is laughing and enjoying their meal like one big happy family. I smile along with everyone, but I feel out of place. I’m ready for night to come, ready for Simon to transform into the green dragon once again so I can hop on his back and we can fly off into the open sky.

			After dinner, Afiria wants to try something. “You go upstairs to your room, and I’ll stay here in the kitchen. I want you to focus on me like you did earlier. Think about where I am. Try to imagine what I’m doing down here in the kitchen. I’ll do the same. I bet you’ll be able to see through my eyes, and I’ll be able to see through yours. If that happens, hold on to the thought and the feeling.”

			Go to your room, she said. I don’t have a room in this house.

			I walk up the stairs. They have a bedroom made up for a boy my age with blue curtains and baseball sheets. They even have my name on the door. It’s like they are expecting me to live here with them.

			When I walk into the room, I sit on the bed and do exactly as Afiria instructed. I try to picture her down in the kitchen, looking around, clearing the table. Suddenly, my vision switches from the posters on the wall to the dishes on the dining room table.

			I pick plates up from the table and sit them next to the kitchen sink. Then I walk out to the backyard and look into the distance, noticing the birds in the sky and the dogs barking next door. It’s weird, seeing through eyes that aren’t mine, but I hold on to the thought of what she’s doing for as long as I can.

			My concentration breaks when someone knocks on the open bedroom door. I look towards the doorway and see Malcolm, Afiria’s father, peeking his head in from the hallway.

			“I want you to know that we’re glad you’re here,” he says. “I knew your guardians, the ones you knew as your mother and father. They cared for you very much. I want you to know that my wife and I think of you and your sister as family, and we want you to know that you are welcome to stay here as long as you like. We know this must be a lot for you to take in. If you ever want to talk, I want you to know I’m here.”

			I sit there for a moment, staring at the floor. I think of Mr. Quan, the only other adult who had said that to me. The only other person who was ever there for me. When I look up at Malcom, he looks back at me with a warm smile and then walks away as if not to pressure me into giving him a response.

			Taking a moment to push my memories out of my mind and return my focus to Afiria’s experiment, I go downstairs to the kitchen.

			“It worked just like I knew it would,” Afiria says, pleased with herself.

			“Yeah it did. Now it’s my turn to try something. Let’s go out to the back yard, but first, take out your contacts. It’s time for dragon sight practice.”

			Afiria runs upstairs to remove her contacts and quickly returns. We stand out back, staring the farthest our natural eyes can see. The sun is setting, but there’s plenty of daylight left. 

			“Do you see the water fountain?” I say, pointing.

			“Yes, I see it.” 

			“Now look straight past it, about a hundred feet. Can you see the red bird in the tree sitting on the branch?”

			“No.”

			“Look closer, try squinting your eyes a little bit. Focus, pretend you’re looking at a dot on a sheet of paper. That worked for me.”

			“It’s no use. I can’t see anything. It’s just a blur of green. I know it’s a tree, but I don’t see a bird. I do hear that annoying buzzing sound. It sounds like wings flapping. Many wings, buzzing through the air.”

			“I don’t hear anything.”

			“It’s coming from straight ahead, from the same tree.”

			I use my dragon sight to search the tree. I scan upwards from the ground. A few holes in the trunk, a few broken branches… “Oh wow, it’s a beehive. It’s two branches up from the branch with the red bird. That’s crazy. You can hear that?”

			“It’s driving me crazy! There are exactly four hundred bees. Now three hundred and ninety-nine, now three hundred and ninety-eight….”

			“So, you have dragon hearing, and I have dragon sight. That must be what your mom meant when she said we won’t have the same abilities. If I have dragon strength, too, then what other superpower do you have?”

			“I’m sure we’ll figure it out later,” she says, looking up at the sky. “It’s almost night, and I can’t wait to introduce you to Sophie.” 

			We head back in and soon after Malcolm and Vanessa drive us out to a huge, gated area with a big “No Trespassing” sign.

			“This property is owned by The Organization,” says Vanessa. “This is where we let Sophie play.”

			Once we’re deep in the trees we park the car and get out. Simon and Sophie transform into dragons.

			Sophie is almost as large as Casius and she is silver, almost white. She seems to glow underneath the moonlight. Once in their dragon forms, Casius and Sophie seem excited to see each other.

			Nice to see you again, Ambrose, Sophie says.

			“Wow. You’re beautiful.” I look over at Casius and wink. Casius turns his head away.

			Thank you. I hope Casius has been treating you well. He can be a bit too serious at times. 

			“I know exactly what you mean.” 

			Now, if you will excuse us. We old friends have some catching up to do.

			Sophie and Casius fly off together. I watch them soar in the sky until even my dragon sight can’t see them. Afiria explains to me that they probably just want some time alone to reconnect. After all, they waited thirteen years to see each other again, and five hundred years to fly together again.

			Then, out of nowhere, Afiria grabs my hand and pulls me back towards the car. “We need to figure out how to open that box. Eldon gave it to your guardians, and they were supposed to give it to you when you turned thirteen. It contains the spell that we have to say out loud on the day of the comet, but it seems he didn’t tell anyone how to open it.”

			“So, this spell. We’re just supposed to wait ‘till the day of the comet, recite it, and then all the dragons will be sealed away forever?” 

			“Well, there’s a little more to it than that, but yes. We have to go back to the exact location where the spell took place. We have to shed our blood on an ancient altar, and then recite the spell together word for word. We have to do that at nightfall, before the comet passes through the sky.”

			“Wait a minute. Shed blood? What do you mean, like a sacrifice?” My eyes wide with confusion. 

			“No, probably just a finger prick would do. Our blood is powerful, and the spell requires the blood of royals.”

			It’s odd, hearing that word. Royal. I’m royalty. I guess with my real dad gone, that would make me a king. A dragon king. “So where is this place we have to go to?”

			“It’s the place where our mother and father, King Darius and Queen Aria, stood five hundred years ago. In the mountains of South America.” 

			She answered with certainty as if she had been there. I give her a smile and hold my head high in the air.

			“And by the way, please address me as King Ambrose.”

			“You wish.”
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Chapter 9 

			I wake up bright and early to the smell of bacon and waffles. It’s been a while since I’ve had a good night’s sleep. At breakfast, Malcolm lays out our plan. With the comet a couple of days away, we have a lot to do.

			“Vanessa and I will check in with The Organization to make sure everything has been arranged. Tomorrow night, we’ll take a jet to South America. The Organization plans to send agents out to meet us at the site and clear a safe path through the mountain to the caves. We’re preparing for battle.” 

			Malcolm takes a pause and then with a serious face he continues. “The Organization has no idea how many of The Brotherhood will be there to welcome us. We have to be ready for anything.”

			Afiria interrupts, “with our powers, Sophie, and Casius, we will be sure to give them a fight.”

			“What kind of weapons does The Organization have?” I ask.

			Malcolm’s face lights up with excitement, “Well, son, we have all kinds of cool gadgets. Although we don’t have magic powers like the wizards, we do have state-of-the-art fire power with bullets that can do serious dragon damage. We also have flame shooters, night vision goggles, fire-proof gear, and heat-seeking missiles. We have some impressive drone technology, too—”

			“You’ll have to excuse my husband,” says Vanessa. “He’s a computer geek. He’ll be set up at the base camp, providing tech support to the ground team and operating the drones. We’ll need eyes in the air. I’ll be helping out in recovery with the other nurses. We hope no one gets hurt, but we have to expect the worse. Pretty much everyone in The Organization is participating in one way or the other. We’ve all been preparing for this.”

			Wow. A whole military militia. What do they think is going to happen? Then again, we’re going up against who-knows-how-many dragons and dark wizards. “What kind of powers do the wizards have? I’ve seen one shoot lightning out of their hand.”

			“Wizards have different powers depending on what level they are. A level one wizard can cast small spells. For example, they can shoot bolts of electricity from their hands, or create fire with their fingertips. A level two wizard can also cast spells to manipulate the weather, causing storms and blizzards. Level three wizards can supposedly control all the elements—wind, fire, water, and earth—but I’ve never seen one. It takes a powerful wizard for that, because each spell drains your energy. The larger the spell, the more energy they drain. Most of the wizards we will go up against are level two.” 

			It was probably a level two wizard that showed up at the orphanage. I wonder if Dre is a dark wizard. That would mean he has a blood pact with Malachi. 

			“The most powerful of all wizards is a level four,” says Malcolm. “To acquire the level four status, you have to make a pact with a dragon of royal blood. We believe Eldon was a level four wizard. He could cast spells to manipulate not only the four elements, but also time.”

			“What happens if you break a pact with a dragon? Do you lose your powers?”

			“When you make a pact with a dragon, you seal it with a blood bond. That means you are linked until either you or your dragon dies. You cannot harm your dragon, and your dragon cannot harm you. If either of you breaks the oath or kills the other, both lives will be forfeited.”

			“But what if your dragon is killed by somebody else? Will you die too?”

			“You won’t die, but your magic will fade away. A wizard’s magic is drawn from the blood of a dragon. That means the lifeforce of the dragon is drained each time a pact is made by that dragon. Once the lifeforce is gone, the magic is unable to be replenished, and therefore a wizard’s magic will fade away little by little with each spell that is cast until it’s completely gone.”

			Afiria jumped up from the kitchen table. “Enough about wizards and dragons. I want to show Ambrose around town. We have one day to ourselves to enjoy before we start our quest, and I want to show you a few of my favorite spots.”
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			We head out on our adventure, just the two of us, dressed casually in sunglasses. Vanessa loads up my backpack with snacks on my way out the door. I wave goodbye and follow Afiria towards her fun-filled day of sightseeing. We decide to leave Simon and Sophie behind for some much-needed rest.

			“Where are we headed first?” I ask as she looks at her list. 

			“First up is Big Ben,” she says with a smile. 

			Turns out Big Ben is just a big clock. We wait forever in a long line just to walk up three-hundred stairs to see a bell. She seems annoyed at my reaction. The clock is one of her favorite places to visit. At the top, I look for a spot to just rest and enjoy the breeze, but everyone is taking pictures, which means all the good resting spots are taken. 

			I could have sworn a lady was taking pictures of us, but Afiria swore I was just being paranoid and difficult.

			Next, we head to Buckingham palace. For a palace, it looked pretty plain on the outside. The inside is much better. We see several large rooms with fancy decorations and furniture. It kind of reminds me of Dre’s house. There are tourist all around, families taking pictures from all over the world. One person caught my eye, a man in all black walking around, wearing a hat that said I love…something. I can’t see the rest.

			As we travel from one spot to the next, she tells me all about her friends at school and her favorite subjects and teachers. We’re so different. I never thought about my favorite subjects in school. Aside from reading, I don’t care for any of it. I only like reading because that’s how I’ve learned so much about dragons. 

			Several stops later, it’s finally break time. She takes me to her favorite spot to get ice cream. This is my favorite place on the list. Eating ice cream means she has to stop talking. 

			“I’ve waited so long to meet you,” she says after she finishes her cone. “I always imagined what it would be like to finally meet you and have you around. When this is over, I do hope that you will come and live with us. After all, you’re my twin brother. Now that I found you, I don’t ever want us to be apart again.”

			We sit in silence for a while. She looks over her list, and I think about what she said. She’s so calm about all of this. How does she know there’ll be an ‘after all this’? Does she know what will happen to us after we complete the spell? Maybe she really thinks we will pull it off. Maybe she really wants me to come and be a part of her world with Vanessa and Malcolm. I haven’t known her long, but she seems like the kind of person that only says what she believes. 

			After ice cream, we hop on bus after bus and explore site after site. It’s late afternoon when I notice that we’re being followed.

			I’ve seen the same two people in three of our stops around London. 

			“I think we’re being followed,” I tell Afiria.

			“Don’t be silly. I think you’re just being paranoid.”

			“I’m serious. I have seen the same man and woman three times today. What are the odds that we would see them three times in three different locations?”

			“Maybe they’re tourists.”

			“They have no cameras, no children with them, and no map. They’re not tourists. A few days ago, I was followed and attacked by a man dressed just like these two. I’m telling you, we’re being followed.”

			The man is of average height, has a solid build, and is dressed in black jeans and a black t-shirt with ‘I Love London’ written on the front. I swear I saw him at Buckingham Palace, only he was wearing a hat that matched his shirt. The woman also looks familiar. She wears dark shades and has her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. I recognize her as the lady who was taking our picture earlier. They stay a good distance behind us, but I can see them clearly with my dragon sight. 

			“Okay,” says Afiria, “then we need a plan. They won’t fight us out in the open. We need to lure them somewhere. Maybe we can get them to follow us into a building where we can lock them in a room.”

			“I don’t think that’ll work. They have magic. They’ll just blast the door open.”

			“Good point. I got it—Let’s go to the National Park. We can lose them in the trees and get back to the house. How did they find us?” 

			“I don’t know. I thought you said you had been here for years without any trouble?” 

			“We have. Since we’ve been in the city, we’ve never had any trouble. Vanessa and Malcolm are extra careful.” She grows quiet, trying to come up with some logical explanation as to why we’re being followed. 

			We jump on a bus and head to the park.

			“I think we have two more wizards following us.” I motion to the back of the bus, where two more adults sit side by side in all black with their gazes fixated on us. 

			“This doesn’t make any sense” she says. 

			“What are we going to do?” I ask.

			“We get off the bus.”

			“What? They’ll just follow us into the park. We can’t take out four wizards!”

			“Let me finish,” Afiria says. “We get off the bus, and then we jump back on.”

			At the next stop, we step off the bus through the front doors. Our followers get off through the back doors. They casually walk away from the bus to avoid drawing any attention to themselves and wait for us to make our move.

			Standing by the door at the front of the bus, Afiria bends down to tie her shoe. At least, that’s what it looks like. She waits for the bus to start moving and the doors to start closing, then she jumps back on, pulling me inside with her.

			The bus driver takes a deep breath and tries not to hit the car in front of her. “You crazy kids! Are you trying to give me a heart attack?”

			We take our seats and look out the back window at the two wizards standing on the side of the street, giving us an evil stare.

			“We made it,” I say as I lean my head back and slow my breathing, letting my heartbeat slow back down to normal. 

			“It’s not over yet. We still have to get to the park. We got rid of those two, but I’m pretty sure the other two are still on our tail. Let’s hope there are no more surprises.” 

			The park is huge. Acres and acres of land covered in trees, with picnic areas and water fountains. It would be a great place to have a family picnic or play hide and seek.

			“We have to go deep into the trees,” Afiria says. “They’ll try to attack, so we have to move fast. I hang out here with my friends sometimes, so I know this place really well. Stay close to me. It’s easy to get lost. Only the front part of the park is available for visitors, then there’s a fence to seal off the private part. That’s where we’ll lose them.”

			I follow Afiria as she jumps a fence with a big No Trespassing sign on it. We run for a while, dodging between trees, turning left here and right there, avoiding massive rocks and holes in the ground. I have no idea where I am. Everywhere I look, there are trees and more trees.

			“Stop,” says Afiria, “don’t move. I hear something. They’re getting closer. How are they able to follow us?”

			“This isn’t working. We’ll have to face them. Don’t worry, I can do this. I’ll protect you. Go and hide. I’ll handle the two of them.”

			“Are you crazy? There’s two of them and one of you. What’s your plan?”

			“I’ll just hit them.”

			Afiria shakes her head. “They’re getting closer. We need a plan.”

			“If only there was somewhere we could lead them. Somewhere for you to hide. Where are they?”

			“They’re coming from the left.”

			I look in that direction and activate my dragon sight. She’s right: they’re headed straight for us. I look around in all directions. Straight in front of us, about hundred feet away, is a picnic area with a gazebo, table, and a stone bench. There are also a few bushes and what looks like a small lake. 

			“Perfect. I have a plan. Let’s go. There’s a picnic area up ahead. You can hide there while I fight.” I point to the picnic area ahead. 

			“That’s still not a plan. We need to separate. It’ll be easier for you to fight them one on one. If we split up, one will follow you and the other will follow me.”

			“But we don’t know if you have dragon strength,” I remind her. 

			“Ok, I’ll hide and wait for you to take them out. You can use the objects in the picnic area to fight. They should be easy enough for you to pick up and use. Remember, you need to dodge their attacks. Use the table as a shield. When you are done with your wizard, use your twin vision to come find me. Don’t worry about me, I know this place like the back of my hand. Good luck.” 

			And with that, Afiria runs from the picnic site while I run towards it. 

			I look around at my resources. A picnic table with two benches, a stone seating area, a gazebo, a few rocks that look like small boulders, and trees, lots of trees. 

			He’s closing in on you, a voice spoke inside my head.

			“Afiria, is that you?”

			Yes, now focus. Grab the table and shield yourself.

			“How are you talking inside my head right now?”

			Don’t worry about it, just do what I say.

			I grab the picnic table, break off the legs, and turn in time to shield myself from the first attack. This attack is different from the lightning attack I encountered at the orphanage. This is a glowing white light that makes a crackling noise. Electricity. I got the male wizard.

			That means the woman went after Afiria.

			I reach for the big rock next to me and throw it. The wizard quickly dodges it. As I think about my next attack, he forms a pattern in the air with his hands. When his hands still, a yellow spark flares. Lightning.

			I lift the table to shield me. The lightning bolt splits the table in half. A spark burns my shoulder, but I have to focus.

			How can I fight a man with this kind of power? I can’t get close enough to him to knock him out, and if I throw something at him, he’ll just dodge it. 

			Baseball.

			“What?”

			Baseball!

			“Oh, baseball.”

			I look around quickly and grab the stone bench. I bend down and pick up another rock, a little bigger than a baseball. My throwing skills may not be so good, but let’s see how well I can hit.

			The wizard’s hands start to glide through the air. I only have seconds before his next lightning shot. I toss the large stone rock into the air, visualize it hitting my enemy right between the eyes, and swing the bench like a baseball bat. 

			Smack! The wizard hits the ground with a loud THUMP.

			I run over and kneel beside the wizard’s body. His head has a big bump, but he’s still breathing. 

			“One down, one to go.” I focus on Afiria until my vision switches.

			I’m kneeling low to the ground, hiding in the nook of a big tree. My body is covered in leaves. I see water to my right and the female wizard. She’s looking for me, but she can’t find me. 

			My vision switches back. I use my dragon sight to scan the area by the water until I find the lady with the blonde hair. Not too far, but I need to hurry.

			Without a plan, I head towards my next battle. As soon as she hears me, she shoots a lightning bolt. I swerve to the left, around the shot, and run straight into her.

			We hit the ground hard and tumble in the leaves. She shakes me off and works her hands for her next attack as I stand. Before I could attack again a strong jolt of electricity shoots through me, and I fly back through the air.

			I land on my back. As I try to catch my breath and sit up, Afiria’s voice once again interrupts my thoughts.

			Throw her into the big tree. The one right behind her. Throw her hard. 

			I roll onto my knees and stand as fast as I can. She’s waiting, swaying her hands in the same pattern she did before. When the spark appears, I spin to my right and avoid the lightning bolt.

			A rock thrown against her arm, out of nowhere, catches her off guard and distracts her for a second, causing her to look down. “Thanks, Afiria.” She must have known I needed help and threw a rock from wherever she is hiding. 

			I have to act fast. I rush towards the wizard with all my might and shove her.

			She flies through the air with a high-pitched yelp, crashes against the big tree behind her, and hits the ground.

			As I walk towards her, she struggles for a minute before passing out. Up close, I realize why she looked so familiar.

			It’s Dre’s mom.

			“How’s that for payback,” I say, leaning close to her unconscious body. “I hope you have a nasty headache when you wake up.”

			Now that the wizards are knocked out, we have to hurry and get home. They could wake up at any moment. 

			“Afiria, you can come out now. Where are you?”

			“I’m right here,” I hear her say.

			“Where? I can’t see you.”

			“Quit playing. I’m sitting right in front of you.”

			I look at the base of the huge oak tree in front of me. I see leaves and a few rocks, but nothing else. “I can hear you, but I can’t see you. Where are—”

			As I speak, Afiria appears as though she’s forming out of thin air.

			“How did you do that?”

			“Do what?”

			“Disappear and then reappear?”

			“What are you talking about?”

			“It’s like you weren’t here, and then, poof! Here you are.”

			“Camouflage! That’s my power. I remember crouching down behind this tree, covering myself with leaves thinking, I wish I could blend in with the tree, please don’t see me, please don’t see me. I just kept repeating that over and over. That’s got to be it. Let me try it again.”

			Afiria stands up and closes her eyes to focus. She then starts to fade away. 

			“You did it. I can’t see you anymore.” I reach my hand out and place it on her head. “You’re still here.”

			“Yes, I am right here. You just can’t see me because I’m blending in with the tree.”

			Her facial features start to appear. First her blue eyes, and then her brown hair, followed by another feature and another until she fully reappears. 

			“I recognized this lady,” I tell her. “It’s Dre’s mom.”

			“Was the guy your friend Dre?” she asks. 

			“No. I didn’t recognize him.”

			“Is he dead?”

			“No, just taking a nap. But he’ll have a serious bump on his head when he wakes up.”

			“You’re hurt,” she says looking at my shoulder.

			“Ouch, careful, it burns.” She’d grabbed my shoulder, which was bleeding. It had been burned by one of the attacks. “It should heal, right?”

			“Yes, but it looks pretty serious.” She rips the bottom part of her shirt and ties it around my shoulder. “We don’t need your wound getting infected.” 

			“Hey, look at this.” I kneel down and pick up a small black box.

			“…Ambrose, where’s your backpack?”

			“Over there.”

			“Bring it here.”

			I run and get it and then hand it to Afiria. She empties my backpack onto the ground.

			“Just as I thought. You’ve been bugged.”

			“What?”

			“You’re being tracked. That black box you found is a tracker.”

			Dre’s face pops in my head. I can’t believe he bugged me. First, he betrays me, and now this? “We’ve got to get home. There might be more coming,” Afiria says as she puts everything back in the backpack, except for the tracker. She places that in the lady’s pocket. 

			I take one last look at the wizards who’d just attacked us, their bodies lying on the ground. We run away as fast as we can.
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Chapter 10 

			We make it to the house a little before sunset. Malcolm and Vanessa are already packing. 

			“The Organization called,” Vanessa says as she stuffs a black duffle bag.

			“What did they say? Are they sending a team?” Afiria says.

			“About that. There’s been an incident.” Vanessa replies as she continues to pack. 

			“What do you mean?” Afiria asks, her voice full of worry. 

			“The Organization has been attacked. Several of their facilities have been hit by The Brotherhood. We haven’t been able to reach anyone.”

			Afiria then explains what happened in the park as Vanessa grabs a first aid kit to take care of my wounds. When she unwraps my injury, there’s nothing more than a big purple bruise. 

			“Hey Simon,” I say as he scurries towards me with something in his mouth. “What you got there?”

			It’s the number Mr. Quan had packed in our supply bag.

			I hand it over to Malcolm. “Mr. Quan packed up some supplies before…before we left the orphanage. This number was in the bag. I forgot about it with all that’s been going on. I don’t know what it’s for.”

			Malcolm walks over to his phone and dials the number. He puts his phone on speaker, and we all stand still, waiting anxiously as it rings. 

			“Hello? Ambrose, is that you?” says a friendly sounding woman’s voice from the other end. 

			“Hello,” I answer. “Who is this?”

			“Oh, Ambrose, thank heavens it’s you. I’m so happy you are safe. We’ve been waiting for you to call. After we heard about Mr. Quan, we worried that we wouldn’t hear from you.”

			“…Who is this?”

			“I apologize, where are my manners? My name is Elle, and I am the director of The Organization.”

			Malcolm and Vanessa look at each other, and then at me, with wide eyes.

			“We lost contact with Mr. Quan before we could complete your extraction. Where are you now?”

			“I’m with Afiria.”

			“Oh, you have reunited with your sister, great. This is better than I could have hoped. Listen carefully. We’ve been under attack by The Brotherhood.”

			“We took out two wizards in the park earlier today,” says Afiria.

			“I think they were level two wizards,” I say. “They shot lightning bolts and electricity from their hands.”

			“That means you must be in control of your powers. That’s good. We will need everything you’ve got. I’ve sent my best men to South America with instructions to await your arrival and do everything in their power to keep you and your sister safe until that spell is complete. They should be arriving shortly, but you and your sister need to head out tonight. I hope your dragons are well rested: you have quite the journey ahead of you. Are Vanessa and Malcolm there with you?”

			“Yes, they’re right here.”

			“Hello, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” respond Malcolm and Vanessa together.

			“The pleasure is all mine. Thank you for taking care of our young twins. Now, I need you to stay behind and sweep the area. I suspect you will be having a few more visitors heading your way now that you have been exposed.”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“Ambrose and Afiria, I’ll see you tomorrow. I can’t wait—”

			There’s a blinding flash from the front of the house. Then, a loud bang. 

			“They’re here!” Malcolm yells. “You two, get upstairs and get ready to leave. Vanessa and I will hold them off.” 

			Vanessa picks up the TV remote and hits a few buttons, and steel doors close off the family room. She hits a few more buttons on the remote until the bookshelf on the far wall pulls back to reveal a secret room filled with all kinds of weapons and surveillance equipment. It had everything from handguns, to long barreled riffles, to hand grenades. There are also a few weapons I don’t recognize. An odd-shaped ball that favors a grenade but contains a glowing blue light, and a weapon that looks like a laser, sort of like a handgun with a long, thin barrel. They look like high-tech gadgets and weapons. The kind of things you would see in a cool futuristic movie. 

			“Pretty cool right?” Vanessa says as she sees me eyeing the blue grenade. “That right there is a stun grenade, one of my favorites. If it explodes in front of you, it will paralyze you for three minutes. So, if you ever use one of those, don’t stand too close.” She winks. 

			Afiria and I head upstairs with Simon and Sophie. I look back at Vanessa and Malcolm to see them gearing up for war. They’re fearless. Malcolm is strapping on some kind of utility belt, and Vanessa is loading some kind of handgun with funny looking bullets. 

			“Hurry,” says Afiria, “and don’t forget to pack the box. I still have to figure out how to open that thing.” When we reach my room, she stops. “Who is that?”

			“Who is who? What are you talking about?” 

			“Who is that outside the window?”

			Dre. Perched on the neighbor’s tree branch that reaches over the fence and into Afiria’s yard. 

			This dude had some nerve.

			I run to the window and yank it open. “You traitor,” I snap.

			“Hey, Ambrose. I came to warn you.”

			“Warn me? Warn me that you put a tracking device in my backpack? Warn me that your crazy mother and her pals are coming to kill me again? It’s a little too late for that.”

			“Hey, I didn’t put the tracker in your backpack. My parents must have done that.”

			“I’m not sure I believe you. Did you happen to notice the war going on downstairs?” 

			“Listen, I don’t have much time. When you get to the caves, whatever you do, don’t enter from the south. They have two new dragons that came through the seal. All the entrances will be blocked, but the dragons will be waiting for you at the south. They’re setting a trap.”

			“Why should I trust you?”

			“Hello,” says Afiria. I had forgotten that she was in the room. “I’m sorry to interrupt, but we need to leave.”

			“Hello there,” Dre responded with a stupid look on his face.

			Afiria and Dre just stare at each other, grinning. Wait a minute…no, is he checking her out?

			Seriously?

			I stepped in front of Afiria to block Dre’s view. “You have five seconds. Why are you really here?”

			“I was digging around in my dad’s library, and I think I found something. What if there was a way for you to turn back into a dragon?”

			My heart stops. “What?”

			“I think I found a spell that’ll undo a transformation. I overheard a few Brotherhood members talking. Eldon used transformation magic on you and your sister when you were born to hide you in this human form.”

			I don’t know what to say. I’m angry, but I want him to keep talking.

			I have to hear more.

			“What do you have to do? What is this spell?”

			“I have to finish translating it, but I wanted to let you know that I think there’s a way.” Then he turns away and makes his way down the tree. I watch as he fades out of sight and disappears down the street.

			I can be a real dragon? Me, Ambrose, once a nobody and now the son of a dragon king, can be a real dragon?

			Dragon King Ambrose. It has a nice ring to it. 

			“Hello?” Afiria shouts. “Let’s go!” 

			We start to head downstairs, but then we hear gunshots. “We have to go out the window,” I say as I pull Afiria back up the stairs. 

			“But what about my parents?” 

			“Did you see all that fire power they had down there? They’ll be fine.”

			I take a moment to face her and look her in the eyes. I don’t know if they will be okay, but I know she won’t come if I don’t do something.

			“Now let’s go,” I say. “They would want us to go.”

			Reluctantly, she follows me back up the stairs and out the window. We climb down the same tree Dre had used and around to the back of the house. After Sophie and Simon transform into their dragon forms, we climb onto their backs and take off into the night.
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Chapter 11  

			The cool wind blowing against my face, the feel of Casius beneath me, and an ocean of clouds in every direction, visible by the glow of the moon which shines bright in the night sky. Nothing can be better than this. I try to focus on that, but I can’t help but think about Vanessa and Malcolm. 

			I wonder if they’re okay back at the house. They seemed to have it under control, but it must be hard for Afiria to have to leave them behind like that. After all, they weren’t so bad for adults. They were actually kind of cool.

			I even think about Dre. His words play back in my mind.

			What if there was a way you could transform back into a dragon?

			I’m supposed to just say goodbye to it all. No more powers, no more Simon. How can I go back to just being plain old Ambrose, the weird kid who loves dragons, after all of this?

			Afiria rides on Sophie a few yards to the right. I look in her direction. She looks back at me.

			Afiria, what if you could be a dragon again? Have you ever thought about it?

			Sure, she says. I’ve thought about it, but then I remember how our parents were killed by other dragons who wanted their power. And what about those I love, like Vanessa and Malcolm and all my friends at school? I would miss being with them. I would miss everything.

			I stretch out my arms, like wings, as though I’m the one flying. Okay, but you would be a dragon. You could fly, you would be free to go anywhere you wanted just by flapping your wings, and no one would mess with you. You could protect the people you love. 

			Mom and Dad died trying to seal dragons away so we, and all of mankind, could live peacefully without the fear of dragons like Morfran and Malachi. Besides. I have Sophie, and I love being human. It’s not so bad.

			I think about what Afiria said. What if I stayed human? What if I had a family like Afiria does, parents like Malcom and Vanessa, friends that I can play baseball with and invite to birthday parties?

			Casius, I don’t want you to leave. I don’t want you to get sealed away in the Dragon Realm. 

			You must focus on what’s ahead. It will be tough, but I have every faith in you and your sister. Sophie and I will be right there, fighting beside you. We will protect you until our last breath. That’s what we live for. It is our promise to your parents, the king and queen. Whatever happens, it has been my honor to watch over you and to be your friend. 

			We fly the rest of the way in silence. Tomorrow, everything would change. 
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			Right before sunrise, we land in the middle of a clearing surrounded by trees and mountains. The air is thick with fog and tension.

			“Welcome to base camp,” says a man dressed in black combat gear. “Please follow me.”

			I look back to see Casius and Sophie are still dragons.

			Casius sees the confused look on my face. There’s no need for us to transform, we are safe here. We will be close by. 

			Then they’re off to have a look around, disappearing into the trees. Even Sophie, with her silver scales, vanishes from view.

			We follow the man into a tent with a huge green-and-brown canopy to blend in with the surrounding area. 

			“I’m Mike. I’m in charge of field operations. Elle will be here a little later. We’ll get you settled in so you can get something to eat and some rest. The briefing is at 1400 hours.” 

			“Is there any word from Malcolm and Vanessa?” Afiria asks.

			The man hesitates. “We sent men, but they reported that there was no sign of them when they arrived at the house. They haven’t checked in either.” 

			“Oh. Thank you.”

			Even though she tries to hide it, I can see the terrified look on her face. A look of sadness and fear. “I’m sure they’re fine.” I try to cheer her up, but I can tell it isn’t working. 

			We eat breakfast and then settle into our tent. Rest sounds like a good idea. I’m pretty exhausted after all that had happened. Afiria had been quiet all morning. Some rest would do her some good too.

			I drift off to sleep.
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			Darius and Aria stand together on the altar, deep within the cave. Surrounding them are their closest friends and warriors: Casius, Sopherea and Ishmar.

			Outside, a war rages between the dragons who follow the king and queen, and those who stand with Morfran.

			Eldon approaches with a golden dagger. Darius and Aria extend a claw, and Eldon gently slices each with the dagger. Their blood spills onto the altar.

			“Cum si chi latera,” the king and queen chant. “Fume te magna ochnigen, humbre ami mara, trans locknae sil—”

			A dragon with a torn wing interrupts, warning them that Morfran and his army are too powerful, and that their friends above are falling left and right. Eldon warns the king and queen that they must finish the ritual.

			They chant the spell while Casius, Sopherea, and Ishmar guard the entrance. The enemy forces make their way into the cave.

			The three warriors do their best to hold them back. Darius tells Aria to flee, that he will find her later.

			Unable to complete the spell, Eldon uses his magic to create a pathway out of the cave and flees with Aria and her two eggs. The king stays behind to fight.

			Safely away, Aria and Eldon await the king. Becoming weary, the queen sends Eldon to return to the cave to check on her king.

			Eldon, Casius, and Sopherea return with sad news. The king has been killed by Morfran.

			Devastated, the queen turns to Eldon for guidance. Eldon suggest using the half-completed spell to create a temporary seal to lock away the dragons and sending the unborn prince and princess into hiding until the day the comet returns. At that time, they can complete the spell, and the king and queen’s wish will be fulfilled.

			The queen agrees to Eldon’s plan. She lays down and prepares to reunite with Darius. 

			Casius and Sopherea promise the queen they will look after her children and protect them with all their strength.

			Eldon takes the golden dagger and cuts out the queen’s heart, using her sacrifice to perform four grand spells.

			The first, a transformation spell to turn the baby dragons to baby humans when the eggs hatch.

			The second, a spell to slow time and delay the eggs from hatching.

			The third, a transformation spell to turn Casius and Sopherea into a common gecko and owl. 

			The fourth, a spell that uses almost all his power. A spell to finish sealing away the dragons.

			Together, Eldon, Casius, and Sopherea search for a safe place to raise the royal children until they can fulfill their destiny and complete the spell their parents began.
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			I jump up covered in sweat and look over at Afiria who’s looking back at me. “I had a dream about our parents.”

			“I did too. I think we had the same dream.”

			“Did you see Eldon and Casius and Sophie?”

			“Yep, and I memorized the spell. Now all we need is the second half.”

			“And the dagger.”

			“Ambrose, we’ve got to figure out how to open that box.”

			I search through my bag for the box and hand it to Afiria. She studies it for a while, and then lights up with excitement. “I have an idea. Give me your hand.”

			“What for?”

			“Just give it to me.” She digs through her bag and pulls out a safety pin. “Now hold still.”

			“Wait a minute, what are you doing?”

			“It’s the blood. Our blood. The key is in our blood.” She pricks my finger, then pricks her own. “Now press your finger against the top of the box.”

			The box opens as soon as we touch it. 

			She figured it out. I’ve been trying for years to open this box, and all it took was a little blood? 

			Inside is the golden dagger from our dream and a small scroll containing the entire spell we need to complete the ritual. While looking at the dagger, images of my mother—the queen—pop into my head. Eldon used this same knife to take her life. Now that knife would save lives. 

			“Now we are all set.” Afiria says as she stands up, pleased with herself for figuring out the mystery of the box.

			Mike walks into our tent, “Excuse me for barging in, but Elle has arrived. We’re ready to debrief.”

			“What does debrief mean?” I ask.

			“It’s time to go over the plan. We move out tonight.”
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Chapter 12 

			Elle looks nothing like she sounds. She’s an older lady with white hair who stands at about six feet tall. I could easily mistake her for a grandmother, but not the milk and cookie kind. The boss kind.

			“I hope you’re rested. We have quite the battle ahead of us this evening. The hour of the comet will last from eleven until midnight, and the spell must be completed before the comet passes. We will do our best to get you as close to the caves as we can. We’ve been sending out our drones to gather intel, but the enemy has created a fog that thickens closer to the mountain.”

			“You said the enemy is creating this fog,” says Afiria. “Does that mean they have wizards that control weather? Level threes?”

			“Yes. Here’s what we know so far. There are two entrances into the caves: one northern entrance halfway up the mountain, and a southern entrance at the very top. Ambrose and Afiria, you and ten of our best soldiers will head up the southern trail.”

			Dre’s words replay in my head. “Elle, I don’t think we should take the southern path. What if it’s a trap?” 

			“You have to be prepared for anything. The southern route is the best one for you and your sister because you two can fly, and the wizards cannot. We suspect they will have a dragon guarding the southern entrance, but you have two. That seems like a winning fight to me.”

			I think again about Dre’s warning not to take the South entrance, but my gut tells me that I should trust Elle. 

			After the debrief, everyone prepares for their journey. They seem fine with what lays ahead, a battle with wizards. No one hesitates or sheds tears at the thought of not returning. I guess everyone made their peace with this a long time ago.

			Standing next to Afiria, I look out at everyone one last time. Would I ever see any of them again? Sure, they have weapons and understand what’s going on a lot more than me, but they’re just ordinary humans. At the orphanage, all Malachi did was swing his tail, and he crushed Mr. Quan in an instant.

			They’ll be all right, Afiria says. They know what they’re up against. They’re ready.

			“Get out of my head.”

			Elle walks over and rests her hand on my shoulder. “I know you’re worried. We’re asking a great deal of you and Afiria. Just focus on getting into that cave and finishing the spell. And remember to stay by your sister’s side. The two of you can do amazing things when you come together. I’ll see you once it’s done.”

			“Wait, you’re not going with us?”

			“I have a few things to take care of. Don’t worry, you two will be fine.” 

			I look into the foggy sky, and Casius and Sophie come into view. The ground gently shakes as they land a few feet in front of us. 

			The path seems pretty clear, Casius reports. Four lower level wizards and one dragon on the ground guarding the north entrance, but none along the southern route.

			“No dragons on the southern trail?” That doesn’t seem right, unless Dre was lying to me. 

			We didn’t see any. 

			“Elle thinks there might be a dragon guarding the cave entrance,” Afiria says. “Maybe it’s inside the mountain.” 

			They are hiding. Smart, Casius continues. We will scout out the area when we get close to the entrance. For now, we need to rest. When we head out, Sophie and I will ride with you two in our common forms until we get close. Then we will take to the skies again. 

			Our turn to head out finally comes. I watch as men put on headsets and load weapons onto the trucks. We had a three-hour drive and a two-hour hike to get to the southern entrance of the mountain. Geared up in flame resistant suits, we set off for our destination. 

			I still can’t get the conversation with Dre out of my head. Can I still be a dragon if I seal all the dragons away? If not, and I had to let the comet pass, can I really let everyone down?

			We ride in the last truck in our convoy. Afiria sits next to me. “Are you thinking about your friend Dre?”

			“I’m still not sure if he’s my friend, but yes. Do you think he is out there fighting?”

			“I’m sure he’ll be fine. For all we know, he isn’t even here. And he has a kind heart. I think you can trust him.”

			“How do you know? I was friends with him for years, and I had no idea he belonged to The Brotherhood.”

			“You also didn’t know you were a dragon. You said he helped you escape Malachi, right?”

			“Yeah?”

			“If he wasn’t your friend, I doubt he’d risk his life to keep you alive.”

			She has a point. But if he really was trying to help us, that means he was in danger. What if he gets killed by The Organization because they don’t know he’s really on our side? 

			Without looking my way, Afiria grabs my hand. She stares out the window, deep in thought. Planning out our battle strategy, I’m sure. We continue on in silence, everyone preparing for what’s ahead of us. 

			By the time we reach the checkpoint, the sky is dark and the moon is out, although we can’t see the stars through the fog. Simon sits on my shoulder and Afiria carries Sophie on her arm. Following orders, we stay towards the back.

			Halfway into our hike, it starts to rain. The fog is so thick we can barely see past a few feet. Casius and Sophie take to the skies to scout the path ahead.

			A few minutes after, I get a message from Casius. 

			Wizards. 

			“Stop,” yells Afiria.

			“Two wizards up ahead one to the left and one to the right.” I say. 

			And a dragon. Sophie and I will take care of him.

			As we await our orders, a stream of fire shoots straight toward us. It hits two men, who drop to the ground.

			Someone screams when a spark of lightning hits a nearby tree. As the others hurry out of its path, I rush over and catch it by the trunk. Three men throw smoke grenades in the lightning’s direction, then head into the smoke.

			Casius, if you can hear me, we sure could use your help right about now.

			One man down, then another. The rain is coming down hard now, and lightning and thunder roars and flashes all around us. I try to trace the lightning back to its source, but it’s too fast for my eyes to follow. The fog and rain don’t help my dragon sight, either. 

			Suddenly, the ground shakes. I look at Afiria, who looks back at me. We know what that means.

			“Dragon.”

			Casius and Sophie land in front of us, blood dripping from their mouths.

			“Casius, are you ok?” I ask. 

			I am fine. It’s time to go.

			We will take you to the top, says Sophie. The final hour is approaching. 

			Afiria and I jump on Sophie and Casius, and up into the sky we fly. In the moonlight above the trees, I can see the flashes of gunfire below and the sparks of lightning bolts from the wizards on the ground. I hope they’ll be safe. 

			Ambrose, hold on!

			Two dragons fly towards us. We spin around to fly away from the mountain. Casius and Sophie look at each other. I can sense they’re having a private conversation. 

			“Casius, what’s going on?”

			We must lose the dragons. We cannot fight them with you and your sister riding us. 

			“What do you want us to do?”

			Just hold on. We are going to fly low. When we get under the tree line, Afiria will jump onto my back. You must catch her. 

			“What?”

			This is serious, Ambrose. You have to catch her. Then I will fly you up to the cave entrance at the top of the mountain.

			“What if I miss?”

			Don’t miss.

			We dive so fast that I almost fly off. When we drop below the trees, I look up to see Sophie flying slightly above us. Afiria has a worried look on her face. She falls through the air, heading straight towards me, as Casius slows to line up with her fall. I sit up on Casius’s back and reach to catch her.

			She lands right into my arms.

			Quickly, she straddles Casius’s back and grabs hold of his scales. “What about Sophie?”

			Don’t worry about her. She will draw them away.

			Behind us, the enemy dragons are fast approaching. Sophie continues ahead, flying as fast as she can. The two dragons follow after her, closing in quick, as we continue to glide through the trees.

			I recognize one of the dragons. Malachi.

			Casius stays low for a while and circles back toward the mountain. Once close, he shoots up into the sky. When we reach the top, we climb down and stand at the entrance. Casius hovers in the sky in front of us.

			“Aren’t you coming with us?” I ask.

			I must go and help Sophie.

			Tears pour down Afiria’s face. I look off into the night sky with my dragon sight. The fog is clearing. I see Sophie flailing in the air, one dragon nipping at her wing and another at her neck.

			You two must go on by yourselves. We will handle the dragons. Get to the cave. Prepare the altar and start the ritual.

			“But Casius, I need you.” My heart drops into my stomach. Casius the dragon is also my best friend, Simon. He’s been by my side as long as I can remember. What if he doesn’t come back? 

			My eyes start to swell. Then I think of Afiria, crying behind me as she watches her protector get ripped apart in front of her. I hold back my tears. 

			The two of you together are strong. You have royal dragon blood in your veins. Now go. You are ready. You are not alone.

			He flies away, soaring through the sky to help his friend Sophie. I follow him with my dragon sight and watch him crash into one of the dragons. Sophie, fighting to free herself from the claws and teeth of another dragon, falls swiftly towards the trees. 

			Afiria falls to her knees. “I can hear her screams. She’s dying.”

			I have to be strong for the both of us. 

			“Don’t say that. We dragons heal fast. And Casius is there to help now. She’s not giving up on you, so don’t you give up on her. Come on let’s do this.”

			I grab her hand and help her to her feet. As she wipes the tears from her eyes, we enter the cave at the top of the mountain.
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Chapter 13 

			After a few steps in, we’re hit with a strong gust of wind.

			I look ahead but can barely see anything. Afiria is sliding back. I have to think fast before we’re blown out of the cave and over the edge of the cliff.

			The wind grows stronger. I plant my feet and grab hold of the wall next to me with my left hand, and with my right, I hold onto Afiria as tight as I can.

			It’s a level three wizard, says Afiria.

			“The ones that control the elements?”

			Yes. And don’t talk, he’ll hear us.

			As soon as she says that, the wind stops, the ground shakes, and the wizard appears. He’s a small and skinny middle-aged man with dark hair. If it wasn’t for his wrinkles, I would have mistaken him for a kid my age.

			This guy is a level three wizard? I was expecting someone who looked like Gandalf, with a long gray beard and a magic cane.

			With a few quick hand movements, a large chunk of rock breaks away from the wall and flies towards us. I jump in front of Afiria and punch straight through it, focusing all my energy on my fist. The boulder shatters into several pieces. 

			I have a plan, says Afiria. You distract him while I camouflage myself and sneak behind him. Then I can attack him from behind.

			What?

			Just distract him. 

			I pick up a few big pieces of rock and throw them at the wizard. He shatters them with a wave of his hand and with the other he summons a blue flame that he splits into two whips.

			If this guy wasn’t trying to kill us, he’d be awesome.

			He swings the flaming whips through the air. Before I can react, one whip wraps around my arm. The other wraps around something to his left. 

			Afiria!

			She comes into view, the blue whip around her waist. It tightens around my arm and melts the sleeve of my shirt, but my skin is unharmed.

			The flame doesn’t burn us. Afiria must have noticed this, too. 

			I look down again. But it’s burning away our clothes.

			These are blue flames, hotter than regular flames. The clothes can’t withstand the heat, but we can. We must be fireproof. It makes sense. After all, we are dragons. 

			I grab the whip and yank with all my strength, tossing the wizard into the wall next to him. He stumbles, losing his focus, giving us the chance to break free from his spell as the blue flames fade. 

			I run to Afiria, but the wizard recovers before I can reach her. With a few quick hand gestures, he summons a bolt of electricity in each of his hands. Without thinking, I push Afiria out of the way and take a jolt of electricity to the chest.

			It knocks me off my feet, taking the air out of my lungs. I open my eyes to see Afiria crawling over to me, and the wizard summoning more electricity. Two more are a heading straight for us. I can’t take another hit like that.

			Afiria grabs my hand, squeezes it tight, and I brace for impact.

			…Nothing. The bright blast disintegrates right in front of us. 

			Afiria? What just happened?

			I have no idea.

			The wizard repeats his attack, and again, the two balls of light disappear. Still holding my hand, Afiria extends her other arm in front of us and hits a hard, invisible surface.

			A shield.

			I don’t know how we did but whatever we did to create this shield we need to keep it up. The wizard starts making new hand movements over and over again, but there’s no spark. No lightning, no wind. I look to the ceiling of the cave. Pieces of rock are breaking from the walls and sharpening into spikes. Four spikes. Then six. Then eight. 

			Afiria, this shield can’t last through every attack—

			A light appears between us and the wizard. It starts small, but grows larger and brighter. The wizard blocks his eyes with his hands, forcing him to break his focus. I try to look past him, but the light is too bright.

			Then the light vanishes.

			Bang! A figure, I can’t make out, on the other side of the cave tosses a grenade at the wizard. A bright glowing blue light explodes right in front of us. Our shield protects us from the immediate blast, but soon after, Afiria drops my hand and covers her ears. I bend over to shield her from the debris knocked loose from the cave walls. As the bright blue light fades away, I see the wizard frozen in place, still shielding his eyes with his hands. I think I know what this is. I remember the stun grenade I saw at Vanessa and Malcolm’s. The one filled with the blue light.

			This is my chance. Though my vision is still a little blurry form the bright lights, seeing Afiria balled up on the floor in pain brings back images of my parents and Mr. Quan and that helpless feeling I had when I couldn’t save them.

			I look around for anything I can throw, but there is nothing. Out of the corner of my eye, I see the wizard’s finger move. I have to doing something quick.

			That’s when I notice how close the wizard is to the cave’s opening. 

			It’s now or never. I jump up and crash into him, knocking him back and over the edge of the cliff. I stand frozen for a minute and then I look out over the cliff. I don’t see anything, but it’s a long way down. 

			“Hey guys,” says a familiar voice. I turn around to see who the mystery person is who saved us. 

			It’s Dre.

			“What are you doing here?” I’m surprised, but happy to see him. 

			“I told you that you could trust me. I came to help.” He says in a nervous voice as he rubs his head and removes pieces of rock from his clothes. 

			I can’t believe it. Maybe I can trust him. 

			“What was that first light?” Afiria asks. “Was that you?”

			“Me? No that wasn’t me. I thought that was something you two did.”

			We take a moment to gather our stuff. 

			“Ambrose, let’s go. We’re running out of time,” Afiria says.

			“Which way?”

			Dre looks at the two of us. “I can help with that.” He leads us through the tunnels and towards the altar hidden in the mountain. 
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Chapter 14 

			The light from outside fades away, and the tunnels grow dark. As that happens, I notice that I have no trouble seeing. 

			“Ambrose, can you see this,” Afiria asks in an excited voice. 

			“Yes, I can,” I reply, equally excited as Dre turns on his flashlight. 

			“What are you guys talking about?” he asks. 

			Afiria and I have no trouble finding our way through the pitch-black tunnels. We’ve gained another ability: night vision, sweet. I see her smiling at me as she has made this discovery as well. I wonder what other powers might be revealed. 

			That is, until we complete the spell and become ordinary humans again.

			We finally come to an open room. There’s an altar covered in broken stones. In the ceiling above is a hole that allows the moonlight to shine into the cave.

			“I remember this from our dream,” says Afiria. “Those tablets have symbols on them. I think we need them.”

			It feels like one of my dreams, standing there in that room. I imagine my parents standing on the altar with Eldon. The very place where all of this started. I look around the open room and find another path leading out of the mountain. This must be the entrance from the north side. The only other way in.

			“We don’t have much time left,” Afiria says as she makes her way to the altar. “We have to get everything ready.”

			Dre waits until Afiria is away from us, busy setting up. “Ambrose, I need to tell you something. It’s about the spell.”

			Dre’s face grows serious. 

			“I can’t translate it. There’s something about some kind of sacrifice, but I couldn’t figure it all out. I’m sorry.”

			“A sacrifice?”

			“I’m sorry, man. That was the only spell I could find.”

			What kind of spell is this? I think about the story Casius told me about the sacrifice the queen made in order for Eldon to use transformation magic. He can’t mean that kind of sacrifice. I turn away to go and help Afiria.

			“Hey, Ambrose?” 

			I stop, but don’t turn to face him. 

			“I’m not sure what will happen to me after all of this is over, but can we still be friends? You’re the only friend I’ve ever had.”

			Maybe he is seriously my friend. Hearing him say it out loud, for some reason, helps me feel better. “If I’m going to be an ordinary human again,” I say, “I’m going to need my best friend.”

			I hear a soft sigh of relief, followed by a quiet “Yes,” and I know Dre and I are friends again. 

			“Hello?” Afiria interrupts from the altar. “Did you forget we have a world to save? Bring me the box with the spell and dagger.”

			“I don’t have the box.”

			“What?”

			“You didn’t say bring the box, just the dagger and the spell. Sorry.”

			She rolls her eyes. “It’s a good thing I have a photographic memory. The box represents the altar, so we need to arrange the tablets around the altar in the same order they appeared on the box.”

			Afiria had laid out all the pieces of the broken tablets. Dre and I help her arrange the tablets in the right order, then we start lightning candles to place around the altar. 

			Finally, the hour of the comet arrives. Every minute is crucial. It’s time to finish what our parents started five hundred years ago. Time to finish what they died for: the fate of mankind.

			With everything set up, we begin the ritual. I stand on the altar with Afiria. She recites some ancient language and cuts a small slit into my hand with the dagger, and then cuts her own. Together, we squeeze our hands and let our blood drip onto the altar. We start to chant the spell from the paper in the box. Dre stands back, watching us.

			Atigus melagus hachnei algum berundum, ferum tunae cum hareum sertae. 

			I try to focus, but my mind keeps wandering. This is it. No more dragon sightings or midnight rides in the open sky. No more superpowers or psycho wizards trying to kill us.

			We’re halfway through when the ground begins to tremble. This time, my heart sinks to the bottom of my stomach.

			Malachi. 

			It’s as though history is repeating itself. The spell is being interrupted, but this time with the son of Darius and the son of Morfran. The last time I had this feeling, my orphanage was attacked. And Mr. Quan was killed.

			Malachi enters the cave. His piercing yellow eyes take my breath away as I instantly revert back to that scared little boy from ten years ago. His scales are as black as coal, his claws are sharp, and his nostrils are wide with anger. One of his wings has been badly torn, and he’s sprinkled with blood. He’s massive and terrifying. He smells like death. 

			“Don’t stop!” Dre cries as he runs towards Malachi, trying to conjure a lightning bolt. 

			Worthless boy.

			With a swift sweep of his tail, Malachi knocks Dre across the cave and slams him into the wall. I snap out of my trance as Dre’s body falls to the ground like a lifeless puppet. Afraid, Afiria activates her dragon skin mode and instantly dissapears.

			Clever, little one, but I can still smell you. 

			He steps towards us. Without thinking, I run and grab his tail. Maybe I can throw him into the wall and knock him out. With his tail in my hands, I try to throw him, but I can’t. I try to pull him, but I can’t. The only thing I can do is keep him from moving forward. 

			You are strong, but you are still just a child. Your strength is no comparison to my own. 

			He reaches around, wraps his talons around me, and lifts me into the air. 

			I wonder if you taste as good as your father did. 

			“No!” Afiria cries out.

			I push with all my strength to try and escape his tightening grip. I loosen it a little, but it’s not enough to free myself.

			Malachi eases his grip. 

			You don’t have to die today. I know that, deep down, all you want is to be like me. A dragon. Big and powerful. What if told you that I could make that happen? 

			I hesitate. Was he serious? Can he make me a dragon?

			Yes, I can make you a dragon. Think about it, boy. You could have an army of dragons and wizards at your command. You could fly free in the sky and do as you please. 

			Just then, I notice something moving out of the corner of my eye. I use my dragon sight and see that Simon has entered the room.

			I’m not sure if Malachi is telling the truth, but when I see Simon, I know I don’t care. I’m so happy to see that he’s okay.

			“So, you would make me a dragon?” I watch as Simon crawls closer and closer to Malachi. “But I thought you wanted me dead?”

			Malachi releases me and places me on the floor. It doesn’t have to be that way. You could be a prince of Morfran. All you have to do is let the comet—

			In that moment, Simon transforms. Realizing he’s been tricked, Malachi roars with anger. It’s so loud, it shakes me to my core. 

			Go finish the spell, Casius says. I’ll handle him.

			I run back to the altar, where Afiria has reappeared and is standing, terrified. “Afiria, come on. Ready?” 

			Paralyzed with fear, Afiria doesn’t budge.

			I will finish you, Casius. You can only save the boy so many times, and your luck has run out. You will not get in my way again. 

			I grab her by the shoulders and look her in the eyes. “Afiria, snap out of it. Let’s finish this for mom and dad. It’s okay. I’m okay.”

			She snaps out of her daze, and we start reciting the rest of the spell.

			Atigus melagus hachnei algum berundum, ferum tunae cum hareum sertae.

			Casius and Malachi crash into the walls, causing debris to fall all around us. Their groans ring through our bones as they fight, clawing and biting at each other. I worry for Casius. He struggles to keep Malachi from getting too close to the altar, trying to keep him back. We could get caved in if we don’t hurry.

			Afiria senses my worry. Ambrose, we have to finish. We’re almost done.

			Even though I want to stop and help Casius, we continue to recite the spell. I hear a loud roar and look up. Malachi has his teeth buried in Casius’s neck.

			Atigus melagus hachnei algum berundum, ferum tunae cum hareum sertae. 

			With these last words, a bright blue light shoots into the cave from above, filling every nook and crevasse, blinding us all. An instant later, the light is gone. So is Malachi.

			But Simon lies on the ground, lifeless.

			I run over and kneel down. I try hard to blink the tears away as I scoop him up in my hands. His delicate little body is limp and covered in blood. “Simon. Hey buddy, wake up.”

			No response. Afiria comes over and hugs me.

			Then, I feel a tickle. Simon’s tail wiggles across the slow healing cut on my hand. 

			“Simon, you’re alive!” Relieved, I jump to my feet. 

			His little eyes open, and he stares up at me and Afiria.

			“Wait a minute. If we completed the spell, then how is Simon still here?” I say. 

			“Maybe Casius and Sophie can stay because they are like us.” Afiria says with a smile. 

			“Ouch,” Dre moans from the other side of the cave.

			We rush over to help him. “Hey buddy. Glad you’re still alive.”

			“I feel like I got hit by a truck.”

			“That’s because you did. Well, more like a truck-sized dragon.” We laugh. “Can you stand?”

			Dre stands up and takes a few steps. “I’m a little dizzy and my head is ringing, but other than that, I think I’m okay.”

			“Man, you’re going to have one heck of a bruise tomorrow.” 
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			We follow Dre as he leads the way out of the mountain. When we come out, we see that The Organization has overtaken The Brotherhood. They’re rounding up the survivors, taking them into custody.

			The moment everyone sees us, they start cheering and clapping. It feels weird. With so many people injured and killed, I don’t feel like a hero.

			We catch a ride back to base camp. The whole time, I wonder if Simon will ever be able to transform back into a dragon. I’m still trying to understand what just happened. Were all the dragons gone for good? 

			When we arrive, we see Vanessa and Malcolm. “You two didn’t think we were going to miss all the action, did you?”

			Afiria runs towards them to meet their embrace. I stand watching for a moment. Although I don’t expect it, a weight lifts, and I’m happy to see that they were okay.

			As I turn away, I hear Vanessa say, “Ambrose, what are you waiting for? Get over here.”

			Malcolm, Vanessa, and Afiria look at me with outstretched arms. My eyes swell as I think about everything I’ve lost, and how I’ve finally found what I’ve been searching for.

			I run over to hug my new family.

			“Welcome back, heroes.” Elle approaches us. “You two have saved us all. We can’t thank you enough for all you have done. And I see you brought back a friend. It’s Dre, right?”

			“Yes, ma’am.”

			“Please go easy on him,” I say. “He’s my friend. He’s not like the others. He tried to help us.”

			She ignores my pleas. She calls two men over to take Dre away. “Ambrose and Afiria, we need to talk. Follow me.”

			Elle leads me and Afiria into a private tent, where we find Sophie.

			Afiria lights up with joy. She picks up her owl and cradles her in her arms. “I was so scared that I had lost you forever.”

			“Elle,” I ask, “how come Simon and Sophie are still here? We completed the spell and saw Malachi vanish. How come they were left behind?”

			Elle looks at me and smiles. She takes out an old-looking candle and mumbles a few strange words as she lights it. There’s a spark and a lot of smoke, and then an old man appears. He’s like a hologram. I can see him, but he isn’t really there.

			“Hello, Ambrose and Afiria. You have gotten so big.” The man says with a huge, warm smile. 

			I look at Afiria. She looks just as confused as I am. 

			“I am so happy that you two were able to complete your parents’ spell. They would be very proud of the both of you. I had no doubt that you would complete what they started. That’s why I suggested it in the first place.”

			Afiria smiles curiously. “Eldon?”

			“At your service.”

			“Aren’t you dead?”

			“Yes, Ambrose, but just my physical body.” He winks, then turns to Simon and Sophie. “I have a question for your protectors.”

			“How come they’re still here? We completed the spell.” I ask, afraid that they might disappear at any moment. 

			“Excellent question. That is what I want to ask Casius and Sopherea. It’s their choice to make. They can be released from the transformation spell and return to their dragon forms to live out their days in the Dragon Realm, or they can remain here with you and your sister. Should they choose to stay here with the two of you, they can keep their ability to transform back and forth between their dragon and common forms.”

			Afiria speaks to Sophie. I look down at Simon, who’s still in my hands.

			“Simon, I don’t want you to leave. But I can understand if you want to go be a dragon full time again.”

			Eldon watches as we speak to our friends who have been by our sides our whole lives, protecting us. Simon and Sophie turn towards Eldon. 

			“I see. Very well then. It is done.”

			“What’s done?” I ask. 

			“Casius and Sopherea have chosen to remain in the Earth Realm with you.”

			Deep down, I feel selfish for wanting Simon to stay with me. But I’m happy that he wants to stay. 

			“Well if you are going to stay, then you will need all of your strength.” Eldon snaps his fingers, and Simon and Sophie levitate into the air. They spin around in a cloud of smoke, and then they float back down with their bandages removed, wounds healed, and blood gone, looking more radiant than ever. 

			Afiria steps towards Eldon. “When we were fighting the wizard inside the mountain, we saw a bright light that saved us. Do you know what that was?” 

			“A bright light, you say?” He turns and looks at Elle. “I suppose it means you had a little help from a friend.” 

			I have no idea what that means. This Eldon guy is so cryptic. “What is going to happen to us now?”

			“Well, young Ambrose, now you live your life as a human. You and your sister can now live together peacefully without being hunted by dragons and dragon wizards. Your parents wanted the best for you. Whatever comes next is up to you.” He turns and looks at Elle. “I’m proud of you.”

			“Thanks, Dad,” says Elle. And with a wink of his eye and a puff of smoke, Eldon disappears. 

			I look at Afiria. “…Did she just say dad?”

			Elle smiles. “All right, you two. Let’s get you home.” 
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			“It was a pleasure meeting you, young man. We look forward to having you join us here at the Nottingham Boys and Girls Academy,” says the headmaster as we walk out of his office.

			After the night we sealed the dragons away, I came back to London to live with Malcolm and Vanessa. They officially adopted me. Elle put us in a new house, and my room is painted blue with baseball sheets on the bed.

			I think Simon likes it here. He and Sophie get to spend a lot of time together, and Afiria and I still get to fly. We’ve been working on our powers, and I’m getting stronger. Elle says we might even gain more abilities. Afiria’s grown an interest in spells and ancient history, so Elle gave her access to the archives at The Organization.

			School starts next week, and Afiria has wasted no time trying to prepare me. I can’t believe that I am going to have to wear that stupid maroon and white uniform.

			As we walk out of the school, I hear a familiar voice.

			“Hey Ambrose!”

			“Dre!” I run over to greet my friend, whom I hadn’t seen since that night two months ago. 

			“Hey, I can’t believe I finally caught up to you.”

			“It’s so good to see you. Where have you been? You haven’t responded to any of my messages.”

			“I know, man, I’m sorry. The Organization had me on lockdown for a while. I guess it was for my own protection, given the whole Brotherhood thing, but Elle gave me a job after.”

			“You’re working with The Organization now? Wicked.”

			“Yep, I’m officially a member. So, uh, how is your sister? Does she ever ask about me?”

			“Why are you asking about my sister?”

			“No reason. It’s just that I came across all kinds of cool books, and I know she likes to read and stuff.”

			Vanessa interrupts our conversation. “Ambrose, we have to get going. We have a few more errands to run. Hi Dre, you’re welcome to stop by for dinner later.”

			“Thanks,” says Dre, “but Elle is keeping me on a short leash. Maybe next weekend.”

			“How can I contact you?” I ask.

			“I’ll be in touch. I live in London now. Matter of fact, I’ll be attending the high school right down the street. Elle thinks it would be a good idea for me to watch out for the two of you, so you’ll be seeing a lot more of me.”

			We say goodbye, and I head off with Vanessa to finish running errands. When we arrive home, Afiria’s waiting for me at the front door.

			“Did you finish registering? Are you all set to start school on Monday?”

			“I’m all set. I even have the uniform.”

			“I can’t wait to introduce you to all my friends. They’re going to be so freaked out that I have a twin. Oh, I put your new contacts in the bathroom. These shouldn’t bother your eyes. Elle says they were made especially for us.”

			As we sit around the dinner table, I’m happy for the first time in my life. I finally have a family of my own. I feel at home.

			After dinner, we head to the fields to let Casius and Sophie stretch their wings.

			This is my favorite part of the day.

			Ambrose, where do you want to fly to tonight? Afiria asks. 

			Tonight, you have to fly solo. Tell Mom and Dad not to worry. I’ll be home in time for school on Monday. I have an old friend I need to go see. 

			With that, Casius and I depart from Afiria and Sophie. With the cool night breeze against my face and Casius at my side, I know that we can take on anything that comes our way. But for now, we have one mission.

			“Okay Tommy. It’s payback time.”

			

	

The Adventure Continues…
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			For more information about the Dragon Twins series visit www.ChrissBury.com.
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