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"Papa Dragon’s heart is as big as his wings—and that’s how he saved Christmas!"

The Dragon Who Saved Christmas is a heartwarming, hilarious holiday adventure that proves magic comes in all shapes and sizes—sometimes with wings, a tail, and a little bit of fire! In this story, we meet Papa Dragon, a lovable and mischievous creature who might be a little larger than life (okay, a lot larger), but his heart is just as big as his wingspan. He lives in a cozy home with his wife, Grammy, and their ever-growing family of children and grandchildren, who all adore him despite his occasional fire-breathing antics.

This year, however, Papa Dragon's Christmas plans take an unexpected turn when Santa himself needs help. With the clock ticking and Christmas Eve rapidly slipping away, Santa’s sleigh faces a very serious problem: it’s about to lose power and it seems like no one can save Christmas! But don’t worry, when Santa is in a pinch, there's one dragon who always answers the call. From snowstorms and misadventures to last-minute rescues and magical moments, Papa Dragon’s holiday spirit is put to the test in a way no one could have predicted.

The story unfolds with plenty of laughs, excitement, and holiday cheer, as Papa Dragon learns that saving Christmas isn’t just about the presents or the grand gestures—it’s about family, love, and coming together to share the magic of the season.

As you journey through this enchanting tale, you’ll find that sometimes the biggest heroes don’t come in the usual forms. Some have wings, some have scales, and some may even be green and very, very large. But what they all have in common is a heart full of Christmas spirit. So, curl up by the fire, grab a warm cup of cocoa (maybe with a slice of dragonfruit pie, if you’re feeling adventurous), and get ready to experience the holiday season in the most unexpected way.

After all, when a dragon saves Christmas, you can expect the unexpected—and that’s what makes this Christmas adventure one you’ll never forget!

So, without further ado, let’s dive into the story of how one dragon, a sleigh, and a lot of Christmas magic saved the day. Welcome to The Dragon Who Saved Christmas by Gail Robin Raes.
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Chapter 1
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Papa Dragon to the rescue—saving Christmas in the most magical way!
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Ho, ho, ho! Wait, no, that’s Santa’s line! I’m Papa Dragon, and this is the story of how I saved Christmas. Yep, you heard me right—a big green dragon with wings, fire, and a mighty roar. And no, this isn’t one of those “made-up” stories grown-ups tell to make kids behave. This one is absolutely, positively, 100% dragon true! So settle in, grab a cookie (or a dozen, if you’re like me), and prepare to be amazed.

It all started on Christmas Eve. I was lounging in my cave—I mean, my cozy dragon den. Grammy had just baked a fresh batch of gingerbread cookies shaped like little dragons, complete with icing scales and gumdrop eyes. I may have eaten a few dozen. What can I say? A dragon’s got an appetite! The snow was falling softly outside, the fire was crackling in the hearth, and I was thinking about all the excited kids waiting for presents, especially my grandkids: Gwendolyn, Draxton, Mareena, and Levi. Let me tell you, those kids are my world. Well, them and cookies.

Just as I was reaching for another cookie, I heard a sound. At first, it was a faint thump. Then a louder clatter. And then—CRASH! The kind of crash that rattles the icicles off the roof and makes a dragon’s scales quiver.

I poked my big green head out of the window, snowflakes settling on my snout. And there, right in my backyard, was the most unbelievable sight: Santa’s sleigh, all crumpled up like a squished gingerbread house! Reindeer were sprawled every which way, looking dazed and bewildered. The sleigh’s runners were bent, its sack of presents spilled out into the snow, and there, standing in the middle of the chaos, was Santa Claus himself. He was leaning on a broken candy cane like it was a walking stick, his red suit dusted with snow.
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“Santa?” I called, my voice booming like a church bell. My roar startled him so much he jumped and nearly toppled over into the snowdrift.

“Papa Dragon?” Santa gasped, turning to face me with wide eyes. His round belly jiggled like a bowl of jelly—which, I’ll admit, made me a little jealous. I’ve been working on my dragon belly for years. “Oh, thank the jingle bells! I could use some help. My sleigh’s busted, my reindeer can’t fly, and I’ve got millions of presents to deliver by morning. Christmas might be ruined!”

Now, let me tell you something about dragons: we may love our snacks and naps, but when it comes to helping kids, we’re all in. I puffed up my chest and gave Santa my biggest, toothiest grin. “Don’t worry, Santa. This dragon’s got your back. Or should I say, your wings!”

Santa’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. “You’re serious? You’d help?”

“Of course!” I said, folding my wings with a dramatic flair. “I’ve got wings, I’ve got firepower, and I’m faster than any reindeer. Plus, I’ve been told I’ve got excellent navigation skills. Just ask Grammy. I always find my way to the cookie jar.”

Santa chuckled, his laugh a deep, warm rumble. “You’re just what I need, Papa Dragon. But we’ll need a plan. And some cookies. Can’t save Christmas on an empty stomach.”

“Now you’re speaking my language,” I said. “Grammy, fire up the oven! We’re going to need cookies—lots of cookies.”

While Grammy worked her baking magic, Santa and I got to work assessing the situation. His sleigh was beyond repair. One runner was bent into a pretzel shape, and the other looked like it had been gnawed on by a very large, very hungry bear. The reindeer were still shaking off the crash, and Blitzen kept mumbling something about early retirement.

“Poor guys,” I said, patting Rudolph gently on the head. His nose glowed faintly, like a flickering candle. “They’re not going to be flying tonight.”

“Then it’s up to you, Papa Dragon,” Santa said, stroking his beard thoughtfully. “We’ll need to rig up some reins so I can guide you. And we’ll have to figure out how to carry the presents.”

I flexed my wings and grinned. “Leave it to me. I’ve got strength, speed, and a tail strong enough to hold a sack of presents. But, uh, let’s make sure it’s tied on tight. Don’t want to be dropping toys over the ocean. Nobody wants a soggy teddy bear.”

Santa nodded, his eyes twinkling. “I like the way you think. Let’s get to it!”

By the time Grammy brought out a tray of freshly baked cookies, we had a plan. Santa and I fashioned reins out of some spare rope, and I practiced a few loops around the yard, making sure the sack of presents stayed secure.

“How do I look?” I asked, striking a pose. My scales gleamed in the moonlight, and the reins sparkled with bits of tinsel Santa had added for flair.

“Magnificent,” Santa said with a smile. “You’re going to be the most festive dragon anyone’s ever seen.”

Grammy wiped a tear from her eye. “Be careful up there, Papa Dragon. And don’t forget your scarf. It’s cold at high altitudes.”
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I wrapped the scarf around my neck, the red and green stripes making me look even more festive. Then, with Santa in place and the sack of presents secured, I spread my wings and took off into the night sky. The wind rushed past my face, snowflakes swirling around me. Below, the lights of houses twinkled like stars.

“Ho, ho, hold on tight!” I called back to Santa as we soared higher. “Papa Dragon’s on the job, and Christmas is about to get a whole lot more magical!”

And with that, our adventure began.
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Chapter 2
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"When Christmas needed saving, a dragon answered the call."
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Now, let me tell you, flying with Santa on your back is no small feat. The man has a lot of cookies under his belt—literally! But a dragon’s built for heavy lifting, and I was determined to make this the most efficient Christmas delivery operation ever. We zipped through the sky, dodging clouds and gliding over moonlit rooftops. Below us, the towns sparkled with Christmas lights, and I could see the occasional shadow of kids sneaking a peek out their windows.

“First stop!” Santa called out, consulting his list, which was somehow magically hovering in front of him. “The Wilsons’ house, right down there.”

I swooped down, my wings cutting through the crisp night air. Santa readied his sack, pulling out a beautifully wrapped gift with a bow so perfect it could’ve been crafted by elves. “Hold steady, Papa Dragon,” he said, leaning precariously over the side.

“Steady is my middle name,” I replied, though it came out more like “Steeeady!” as I tilted slightly to the left. Hey, it’s not easy balancing a sack of presents, a jolly old man, and the sheer excitement of saving Christmas.

With a flick of his wrist, Santa sent the present sliding perfectly down the Wilsons’ chimney. “Bullseye!” he shouted, pumping his fist in triumph.

“That’s one down,” I said, flapping my wings to gain altitude. “How many more to go?”

“Oh, just a few million,” Santa replied, grinning.

“A few million?!” I almost choked on a snowflake. “Good thing I filled up on all those cookies.”

We continued our mission, stopping at house after house. Santa was a pro, tossing presents with pinpoint accuracy. Me? I provided the lift, the heat (fire-breathing makes an excellent de-icer, by the way), and the occasional comedic relief.

At one point, we hit a bit of turbulence—a rogue gust of wind that sent us spiraling for a moment. “Hang on, Santa!” I roared, flapping my wings furiously. We managed to steady ourselves, but not before accidentally melting a snowman in someone’s yard. Oops. “Uh, Merry Christmas?” I called down, hoping they wouldn’t notice.

“Let’s keep moving,” Santa said, his cheeks redder than ever.

By the time we reached the halfway mark, I was feeling the burn. “Santa, do you always work this hard? No wonder you only do this once a year!”

He laughed, patting me on the neck. “That’s why I’ve got you, Papa Dragon. You’re making this the best Christmas ever.”

And you know what? I believed him. Together, we were unstoppable—a dragon and a legend, spreading magic across the world one rooftop at a time. And this was just the beginning of our unforgettable Christmas adventure.
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