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Dedication 

This book is lovingly dedicated to all little dreamers who feel excited about trying something new for the very first time. It is for the brave hearts who step forward even when they feel a tiny flutter of nerves. It is for the gigglers, the costume makers, the pumpkin carvers, and the wish makers. 

Most of all, it is for families who celebrate together and create memories that glow brightly for years to come. May you always find magic in simple moments, courage in new adventures, and joy in sharing special days with the ones you love most.

Introduction

Welcome to Dragonville, a village where dragons live in cozy caves and light the sky with sparkling flames. In this magical place, three little dragons named Fizz, Blaze, and Ember are about to celebrate their very first Halloween. 

They have watched the older dragons enjoy the big day for years, wondering what it would feel like to join the fun. Now they are finally old enough. This story follows their exciting journey through games, costumes, treats, and surprises. Get ready to flap your wings, practice your roar, and step into a Halloween adventure like no other.
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Chapter 1: The Little Dragons


[image: ]


In a bright valley of warm caves and tall stone towers stood a village named Dragonville. Smoke rings rose from cave chimneys. Lantern crystals cast gold light across winding paths. Dragons of every size lived there. 

Some had scales like rubies. Some shone like emeralds. Others carried shades of copper, silver, and blue. Dragonville felt alive with chatter, laughter, and bursts of flame that painted the sky in color.

Among all the dragons lived three young hatchlings who had waited many years for one special day.

Their names were Fizz, Blaze, and Ember.

Fizz was the smallest of the three. His scales held a silver tint, and tiny sparks jumped from his nose when he felt excited. 

He loved to ask questions. He loved to try new tricks. When he laughed, small puffs of smoke formed circles above his head.

Blaze stood taller than Fizz and carried bright red scales. His wings spread wide and strong. He liked to practice big roars in front of smooth cave walls so he could hear the echo bounce back. 

Blaze dreamed of becoming one of the bravest dragons in Dragonville.

Ember had scales of warm gold and orange. She spoke in a calm voice and thought before she acted. When she used her flame, it formed neat shapes in the air. She enjoyed drawing patterns with fire and watching them fade.

The three young dragons shared a cave near the village. Their cave held three stone beds lined with woven moss blankets. 

A long wooden table stood near the entrance. Shelves carved into the rock displayed tiny treasures they had collected over time: bright stones, polished shells, and carved wooden toys.

For many years, the three had listened to stories about Halloween.

Older dragons spoke about pumpkin carving with flame. They spoke about costumes, games, sweet treats, and the Grand Fire Circle in the village square. They spoke about laughter that echoed across Dragonville long after the day had ended.

Each year, Fizz, Blaze, and Ember had to stay inside their cave while the older dragons celebrated. They were told they were too small. They were told they would have their turn when they were ready.

Now their turn had arrived.

This Halloween would be their first.

The thought of it made Fizz bounce in place. “Do you think we will get our own treat bags?” he asked, sparks dancing from his nose.

Blaze puffed out his chest. “Of course we will. I plan to collect more sweets than any dragon in our row of caves.”

Ember smiled. “I want to see the pumpkin patch at night. I heard the pumpkins shine after they are carved.”

Fizz spun around the cave. “What if I carve one with three eyes? Or five?”

Blaze laughed. “Five eyes? That would look strange.”

“Strange can be fun,” Ember said.

Outside their cave, Dragonville buzzed with preparation. Grown dragons carried baskets of pumpkins across the paths. 

Others hung paper lanterns shaped like bats and moons. Some practiced dance steps in the square. The scent of roasted nuts and sweet berries floated through the air.

Fizz ran to the cave entrance and looked out at the busy scene. “It looks so big,” he said. “What if we forget what to say when we go trick or treat?”

Blaze waved a claw. “We have practiced for weeks. We say, ‘Trick or treat, smell our heat.’ Easy.”

Ember stepped beside them. “We will stay together. That makes it easier.”

The sun sank lower in the sky. Orange light washed over Dragonville. Halloween Eve had arrived.

Inside the cave, the three young dragons gathered around their table. Their parents had left them with a list of tasks. If they finished these tasks, they would be ready for the celebration.

First on the list: clean and polish scales.

Fizz dipped a cloth into a bowl of warm water. He scrubbed at a small patch near his wing. “I want my scales to shine like moonlight,” he said.

Blaze worked on his claws, scraping away bits of dirt from practice sessions in the field outside the village. “I want my claws to look sharp and strong.”

Ember brushed dust from her tail and checked each wing feather ridge. “We should look our best,” she said. “This is our first Halloween.”

After they finished cleaning, they moved to the next task: prepare treat pouches.

Their mother had sewn three small bags from thick cloth. Each bag had a strap to wear across the chest. Fizz’s bag held silver thread. Blaze’s bag carried red thread. Ember’s bag held gold thread.

Fizz slipped his bag over his head and turned to face the others. “Does it look right?”

Blaze tugged his strap into place. “It looks perfect.”

Ember adjusted hers. “We must make sure there are no holes. We do not want sweets falling out.”

They checked each pouch twice.

Outside, dragon voices rose in song. A group of elders practiced the Halloween chant near the square. The rhythm traveled across the stone paths and into the cave.

Fizz tapped his claws on the table in time with the chant. “I cannot believe we waited so long for this day.”

Blaze stretched his wings. “Tomorrow we fly from cave to cave. Tomorrow we join the games.”

Ember walked to the shelf and picked up three small lantern crystals. “We should hang these near our door,” she said. “So everyone knows three new dragons will join the celebration.”

Fizz clapped his claws. “Yes!”

They stepped outside and hung the crystals near the cave entrance. The crystals cast warm light over the stone arch.

Dragonville looked beautiful. Paper bats hung from ropes. Pumpkins lined the paths, ready for carving. Large wooden tables stood in the square, waiting for games and treats.

Fizz breathed in the cool air. “Do you think we will feel scared in the maze?”

Blaze shrugged. “Maybe a little. But brave dragons feel fear and walk forward anyway.”

Ember nodded her head. “If one of us feels afraid, the others will help.”

The three stood together and looked across their village. For years, they had watched from inside their cave. Now they would step into the fun.

Their father’s deep voice called from down the path. “Little dragons, it is time to rest. Big day ahead.”

Fizz sighed. “Rest feels hard right now.”

Blaze laughed. “If we do not sleep, we will yawn during the Fire Circle.”

Ember led the way back inside. “We need strength.”

They placed their treat bags beside their beds. They set their cloths near the wash bowl. They checked their scales one last time.

Fizz climbed into his bed and stared at the cave ceiling. “Tomorrow we become real Halloween dragons.”

Blaze folded his wings at his sides. “Tomorrow we show Dragonville what we can do.”

Ember pulled her blanket close. “Tomorrow begins a new memory.”

Dragonville grew quiet. Lantern crystals cast steady light along the paths. The pumpkins waited in neat rows. The tables stood ready.

Inside the cave, three young dragons lay awake, each thinking about pumpkins, costumes, games, and sweets.

After a long while, Fizz whispered, “Are you awake?”

“Yes,” Blaze answered.

“Yes,” Ember said.

Fizz let out a small puff of smoke. “Let us start one more task before we sleep.”

Blaze raised his head. “What task?”

“Decoration,” Fizz replied.

Ember sat up. “That was not on the list.”

“It is on my list,” Fizz said with a smile in his voice.

The three climbed out of bed and gathered scraps of colored cloth, bits of ribbon, and spare stones from their shelf. They hung paper bats from the cave ceiling. They placed bright stones along the table edge. They tied ribbon around the lantern crystals near the door.

Blaze stepped back and looked at their work. “Now our cave looks ready.”

Ember set a small pumpkin near the entrance. “Tomorrow we carve it.”

Fizz stood in the center of the cave and spun in a circle. “Our first Halloween begins.”

At last, they returned to their beds.

Halloween Eve settled over Dragonville.

In their cave, three little dragons closed their eyes and dreamed of pumpkins, costumes, and laughter.

Their preparations had begun.
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