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CHAPTER ONE - DRAGON FARM
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Logan covered his eyes just a second too late as the blast of white light struck his eyes. The ringing in his ears brought a sharp pain to his nose and he lost his balance. He groped for the solid wooden bench in front of him and clutched it as he waited for the effects of his last spell to fade away. He shook his head in frustration, but instantly regretted it as his hand slipped from the bench and he toppled sideways onto the cold stone floor.

He didn’t even attempt to get up. Instead, he just lay on the floor and let the coolness seep into his head, soothing the dull ache. When the ringing in his ears had finally faded to a distant buzzing, he opened one eye. It took a few seconds for the room to come into focus. Bright white light still hovered around the edges of his vision, but Logan ignored it and slowly pushed himself to an upright position so he could survey the damage.

The workbench was completely empty and all the ingredients of his spell were spread across the small workroom. The stone bowl he had been mixing them in had shattered to dust, and now the entire room was covered in a white powder that looked a lot like snow.

An old man sat in a threadbare armchair in the corner of the room. He was covered in white dust from head to foot, but he didn’t seem to notice. The old man was gazing at the pale purple gem on a chain he was holding. Logan sighed as he struggled to his feet and walked over to get the broom, which stood by the door. He used the broom a lot these days.

‘Almost time for supper,’ the old man said suddenly and stood up, dislodging a shower of dust from his clothes. His face broke into a smile as he held out a hand to the dancing motes. ‘Snow already? It’s early this year.’

‘It’s not snow, Zared,’ Logan said in a flat tone. He coughed as the broom sent a cloud of dust into his face. ‘I followed your spell book, but instead of making a white rose it exploded.’

‘White roses,’ Zared mused and rubbed his chin thoughtfully. ‘I’ve got a spell for them somewhere. You should try it sometime. It’s quite easy really.’

Logan shook his head and bit his lip to stop himself replying. This was obviously not one of the old wizard’s better days. The old man had seemed so lucid an hour ago when he had started to show Logan the spell, but the old man’s attention span and memory rarely lasted long and the piercing blue eyes had glazed over again in a matter of minutes. Even though Logan had tried to finish the spell on his own,, the results were predictable.

‘I should go and salt the pathway before it snows again,’ Zared said, brushing dust from worn robes that were usually dark brown. ‘Don’t forget to check the stoppers on all the jars and bottles. We don’t want the cold winter air getting into them.’

The old man ambled from the room, whistling happily, and the workroom door slammed shut behind him. Logan wondered how long it would take the old man to figure out it was almost the middle of summer. 

He put the broom down and went to the shelves full of the jars that held all the ingredients for the wizard’s spells. He checked the closest jars, wiping off the dust as he went. When he had cleaned all of the containers they used regularly, Logan sighed deeply, strode over to the darkest corner of the room and reached up for the first jar. He wasn’t worried about air getting into these bottles; he was more worried that something might escape from them. The jar he held contained live spiders - huge ones! He had no idea how they managed to live inside a jar with a cork in it, and no food, and he had never been brave enough to ask. 

Logan gave the cork a firm shove, wiped the dust off, and quickly put the jar back up on the shelf. The next one didn’t have anything living in it, but the label was bad enough. Bat wings. Logan was wary of things that flew — just imagining bats made him shiver. He could hear the old wizard shovelling salt onto the stone path outside the window and he hurried along the shelf. Toad spots, crow’s feathers, live ants with huge green bellies. The jars on the lower shelf were all empty, but Logan checked the stoppers anyway. He was rather glad they were empty, as the labels sounded gross, especially the last one — dragon heart. Logan cringed as he checked the last stopper and returned to cleaning up the white dust.

‘What’s been going on here?’ a cheerful voice asked from the doorway. Logan looked up and smiled. Alyxa, one of his friends, was standing by the door, her eyebrows raised at the mess which greeted her. ‘And why is the wizard putting salt out in the middle of summer?’

‘Don’t ask,’ Logan replied, a slight blush tingeing his cheeks. He would rather nobody see his latest failure.

‘Leave this. I’ve got something to show you.’ The tone of mystery in Alyxa’s voice showed she was bursting to tell a secret. ‘Haven’t you got some sort of spell that can clean this up?’

‘Yeah, but I was bored so I thought I’d do it by hand,’ Logan lied badly. He knew the spell but the results would probably be worse than he already had. Hopefully the wizard would come back to reality soon and clean it up for him. 

‘Come on then,’ Alyxa said with a smile.

‘We’re not flying, are we?’ Logan asked, suddenly wary.

‘No, I walked here. The last dragon I was training has gone to its new owner.’ Alyxa kept a straight face, but Logan knew she was hiding a grin. His dislike of flying, in a world full of dragons, was well known and he was the butt of many jokes because of it.

Logan shrugged, tossed the broom into the corner, and gave his blue tunic a slap to dislodge the remaining dust.

‘It’s still in your hair,’ Alyxa commented, not managing to hide her mirth this time. She laughed as she reached up and brushed the dust from his untidy shoulder-length mop of blond hair.

Logan stepped out of reach and shook his head like a dog, then followed his friend from the room. They walked out the front door, into the brilliant sunshine, and stepped around the old wizard as he busily spread shovel-loads of salt on the stone path.

‘Well?’ Logan looked around at the empty street. Luckily it was the middle of the day and most people were inside, keeping out of the searing heat, so nobody was around to see the wizard’s unusual behaviour.

‘You’ll have to come down to the farm,’ Alyxa said, grabbing Logan’s sleeve and hurrying him out the gate before he could protest.

A loud snort made Logan step into the middle of the road, dragging Alyxa with him. He glared at the immense green dragon, which lay dozing in the shade of a leafy green tree. It was too hot even for sun-loving dragons today. The dragon’s long tail twitched, its yellow, arrow-shaped tip swinging out, narrowly missing them.

‘Greens won’t hurt you,’ Alyxa reminded Logan as he took another step away and hurried past the slumbering giant. 

‘I know that,’ Logan muttered. ‘I don’t know what bothers me about them. Do we really have to go down to the dragon farm?’

‘I can’t show you my surprise if we don’t,’ Alyxa pouted. ‘I promise we won’t stay long. Besides, it’s too hot and they’re all asleep in the shade, just like that green.’

‘What if your father sees me at the farm? He doesn’t allow anyone but dragon charmers there,’ Logan pointed out.

‘We could always pretend you are there to buy a dragon,’ Alyxa suggested thoughtfully.

Logan automatically stepped sideways to avoid a dark shadow from a dense tree. Alyxa shot him an odd look.

‘Why do you do that?’ she asked curiously, pausing under the tree to take advantage of its cool shade. ‘I’ve seen you do it dozens of times.’

‘Zared doesn’t like me walking in the shadows,’ Logan muttered, feeling sweat trickle down his back as he waited out in the sun for her.

‘He doesn’t let you out after dark either,’ Alyxa added with a raised eyebrow and a twitch at the side of her mouth. ‘Does he think the shadow dragons are going to get you? You do know it’s just a story to frighten little kids into being good, don’t you?’

A slight blush stained Logan’s cheeks, and he turned away to look towards the dragon farm. Even from this distance he could see the huge nets which surrounded it.

‘It doesn’t hurt to humour the old man,’ he said bluntly. He took out his slingshot, which was always in his pocket, and picked up a stone. He casually aimed at a tree in the distance. The shot flew true and straight, as always. ‘Can we go now? I’m melting out here.’

‘OK, OK.’ They continued down the road towards the high nets. The cluster of houses came to an abrupt end and the huge dragon farm loomed ahead. Black loose-woven nets were hung between thick wooden poles which stood over twenty feet high. Within the circle was a small cluster of dark green buildings. There were no houses beyond the farm. The moors stretched out for as far as the eye could see, leading up to snow-capped mountains on the horizon.

Even though the large entrance to the dragon farm was directly ahead of them, Alyxa dragged Logan around the side of the enclosure. He tried not to look at the inhabitants through the netting, but the eyes of the dozens of dragonets trapped within followed the humans with interest. One began to run alongside them, keeping pace as Alyxa hurried Logan along. 

‘Aren’t they cute when they want to play?’ Alyxa said, pausing to reach through the netting and pat the pale yellow dragonet on the head. ‘Yellow females this large are so rare. She’s only a few weeks old.’

The dragonet stood taller than Alyxa, and small flames licked from the young dragon’s snout, causing Alyxa to quickly retract her arm through the netting. Logan knew the netting would not burn or it would be no use at all for housing baby dragons.

‘It’s such a shame they lose their flames after only a couple of moon cycles,’ Alyxa said with a fond sigh. Logan didn’t think huge dragons breathing fire would be good, but he didn’t bother to comment.

‘Is the yellow dragon the surprise?’ he asked hopefully instead.

‘No, silly. It’s much better than that,’ Alyxa assured him. The yellow dragon followed them around the netting until it reached another netting barrier which kept the different types of dragons apart. They had reached a smaller entrance that was far too small to allow a dragon through. ‘It’s over here in the shed.’

Logan took a deep breath as he followed Alyxa through the small opening in the netting and closed it carefully behind him. He looked around nervously to see if any of the young dragons were at the flying stage, but the only dragons around appeared to be seeking shelter under the many large trees in the compound. They were in an area set aside for the larger, slower-witted green dragons, and only one lifted its head sleepily, snorted and went back to sleep.

Ahead of them was a tall, long building with no windows. It was painted with dark green paint which repelled flames, and had been nicknamed ‘the shed’ by the dragon charmers over the years. It housed the extra-special dragons, but it hadn’t been used in years. One end of the building was hinged so it could open to let dragons in and out.

Alyxa paused at a small, human-sized door and lifted a finger to her lips, grinning broadly. ‘Quiet, he might be asleep.’

The last thing Logan wanted to do was go into a building where there was bound to be a dragon, but Alyxa was a good friend. He seemed to be the only one in the entire village who didn’t like dragons — except for Zared. Hopefully, he would be able to make the appropriate encouraging comments and then leave, quickly.

Alyxa opened the door very slowly and peered inside, then grinned back at Logan, her eyes shining with excitement. She pulled him in and shut the door quickly, blocking out all the light.

It took a minute before Logan’s eyes adjusted to the darkness and he could make out a shape a few paces in front of them. A gentle snoring told him that the dragon was asleep. Alyxa struck a tinder and lit a small lamp on the wall. Logan saw a glistening blue dragon. 

‘He’s amazing,’ Logan said, trying to sound impressed when he really wanted to run away. The dragonet looked to be at least a few moon cycles old by the size of its golden horns and because no flames licked out of its snout as it snored. 

‘His first charm is complete and we’re releasing him out into the farm today.’ Alyxa paused to make sure Logan was listening. ‘And I charmed him.’

‘You?’ Logan almost forgot there was a huge dragon in front of him as he stared at his friend. Blue dragons weren’t usually charmed by mere apprentices, especially when there hadn’t been a blue dragon in years.

‘Father said I was the most gifted charmer he had ever seen. He even said I was better than mother was,’ Alyxa stated proudly.

At that very second, a loud, gruff voice came from the other side of the wall. 

‘He’s right in here. We’ll be mixing him with the rest of the herd today — getting him used to other dragons.’

‘Father!’ Alyxa hissed at Logan. ‘He can’t find you in here.’

The locks on the huge side wall clattered and the wall began to move slowly out, letting in a flood of light.

‘Hide!’ Alyxa urged desperately, but Logan had already taken a dive towards a large barrel of water by the door. He squeezed between the barrel and the wall, trying to tuck his feet out of sight, as the side of the building swung open completely.

‘Alyxa, what are you doing in here?’ the dragon farmer asked in surprise as the light fell on her and the pearly blue dragon.

‘I... I just wanted to check on him,’ Alyxa replied, stepping back to pat the dragon on its long snout. The dragon opened its eyes and lifted its head to reveal a shimmering purple underbelly. It looked haughtily around, and its pale yellow eyes rested briefly on Logan before flicking back to the huge open doorway.

‘Are you sure it’s charmed?’ Another voice asked cautiously. Peering above the barrel, Logan nearly choked when he saw the king standing next to Alyxa’s father.
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‘I assure you, King Aemon, that this beauty is perfectly safe. My daughter is an excellent charmer,’ the dragon farmer said proudly.

‘It was charmed by a girl?’ a third voice queried with more than a hint of disbelief. ‘Well, I certainly don’t want it then!’

An elegantly dressed youth with sandy brown hair and well-tanned skin was standing next to the king, looking bored and unimpressed. Alyxa had stiffened at the comments and her hands were balled into tight fists. 

‘Alyxa is the best, Prince Myles. There hasn’t been a dragon charmer in Shanoria like her in hundreds of years,’ Alyxa’s father insisted quietly.

‘Just re-charm my old dragon,’ the prince snapped and turned away from the shed. ‘I need it for a race this evening.’

‘My son has won all the races this summer,’ King Aemon said proudly, oblivious to the prince’s arrogant attitude. ‘He is fearless and will undoubtedly be champion for the fourth season running.’

‘How wonderful,’ Alyxa’s father responded enthusiastically, although his eyes showed he wasn’t really interested. ‘Perhaps we should come and watch some time.’

He beckoned to Alyxa as he started to close the huge door. Alyxa hesitated, not daring to look over at the barrel, then reluctantly began to follow her father out.

‘Douse the light, Alyxa. The dragon doesn’t need light to see,’ the dragon farmer ordered quietly. ‘And hurry up — I need you out here.’

Alyxa shot an apologetic glance at Logan as she blew out the flame and slipped out the huge door just before it slammed shut. The darkness closed in on Logan like a blanket, and he felt the hairs on his arms rise and a shiver ran down his back. It was so dark that he couldn’t even see the barrel he was hiding behind, let alone the dragon he knew was only a few paces away. He tried to stay as still as possible, hoping that the blue dragon would fall asleep again and he could quietly slip out the side door. He could still hear murmurs of voices through the walls, so he couldn’t make his exit yet. He shut his eyes against the darkness around him, imagining the approach of the shadow dragons that Zared warned him about so often. He could almost feel their breath on his neck, reaching out their bony talons to snatch hold of him. Another shiver ran down his back and he forced himself to open his eyes to prove to himself that there was nothing there.

A faint glimmer of light made Logan wonder if his eyes were adjusting to the darkness, but a second later he realised that the light was coming from the eyes of the dragon. The dragon’s eyes glowed softly, casting a pale yellow hue on everything, making the dragon seem deep green instead of blue. The dragon was staring directly at him, and if there had been anywhere to back off to Logan would have done so, but he was wedged between the wall and the barrel. 

You fear me? A gentle whisper touched Logan’s ears, and he stared back at the dragon with a mixture of horror and shock. Nobody had ever told him that dragons could talk! He tried to reply — tried to find his voice — but only a squeak came out.

Why would I harm you? Do you mean me harm?

‘No!’ Logan managed to squeeze out a hoarse reply as he shook his head furiously. The dragon took a step closer. Logan felt his mouth go dry, and the edges of his vision began to mist with a blackness that he knew would engulf him in a few seconds.

The dragon’s eyes narrowed, dimming the light considerably as Logan raised his right arm. The dragon nudged at a long scar on Logan’s arm that had been there for as long as Logan could remember. 

There is something unusual about you. You do not seek to own or to conquer the dragons. You have been harmed by a dragon... a long time ago. Only a dragon claw could leave a scar like this.

Logan couldn’t have answered even if he knew what the dragon wanted to hear. He couldn’t stay in the shed any longer. He stood up shakily and held onto the side of the barrel. The cold water lapped at his fingers and brought back his focus. He needed to reach the small door and get out. He gulped. Forcing himself to let go of the barrel, he looked at the door and ran for it as fast as he could. He reached it without feeling the ripping claws on his back that he imagined with each step. He threw the door open, fell into the brilliant sunshine and then slammed the door shut with his foot. 

Voices just ahead kept him on the alert, and he rolled quickly off to his left and dashed for the cover of a large tree. Shadow dragons or not, he did not want to be caught in the dragon farm by Alyxa’s father. He collapsed on the far side of the wide-trunked tree, feeling the roughness of the bark against his back. Suddenly Logan was shivering uncontrollably.

‘It’s not that cold under here,’ a young voice whispered, and Logan’s eyes snapped open. A younger version of Prince Myles sat looking at him curiously, and then grinned, showing a deep dimple on one cheek. ‘Aren’t you supposed to be in here either?’

‘Umm... no,’ Logan replied slowly. The shivering brought on by the shock of what had just happened was beginning to subside and he rubbed his arms to get rid of the goosebumps. 

‘Father said I couldn’t come, but I followed them anyway,’ the boy said, pointing back at a cluster of dragons also sheltering under the trees broad limbs. A small blue dragon lay slumbering between the greens. ‘I’m Erik. What’s your name?’

‘Umm... Logan,’ Logan said, realising very quickly that this boy, who seemed about a year younger than his own thirteen years, was obviously Prince Erik — second in line for the throne, and the small blue dragon must be his.

‘Myles is always pushing his dragon too far, too high and too hard. That’s why the charms never last long,’ the young prince said quietly, peering around the tree at the group of people a dozen paces away. ‘Mine is four years old now and he has never broken his charm at all.’

‘What are they doing?’ Logan asked, trying to ignore the slumbering dragons and the shadows that he should not be sitting in. He crept up to join the young prince and saw Alyxa, her father and the two royals standing a short distance from a large blue dragon.

‘Myles won’t let the girl charm his dragon and she’s angry,’ Erik whispered back with a grin. ‘Nobody has ever stood up to him before.’

‘He has obviously not met Alyxa before, then,’ Logan commented. He could see by Alyxa’s stance that she was ready to tell the prince exactly what she thought of him. The voices of the small group drifted over on the warm breeze and Logan strained to listen.

‘There are no other charmers here this afternoon,’ the dragon farmer was explaining. ‘My daughter is the only one here.’

‘So you do it, old man,’ the prince replied coldly. Alyxa stood a little straighter, obviously only just keeping her temper in check.

‘I’m afraid my hands are not as steady as they once were,’ the dragon farmer said with a shake of his head. ‘I could manage a green or maybe a yellow, but a blue needs a firm, steady hand.’

The blue dragon next to them suddenly rose up onto its two back legs and pulled against the rope that tethered it to the ground.

‘We must charm it now,’ Alyxa’s father insisted. ‘The charm has almost gone.’

‘Come on, Myles. Let the girl have a go. We can always come back and get it done again tomorrow if it doesn’t hold,’ the king suggested, looking a little tired of it all.

‘Very well,’ the older prince agreed reluctantly, kicking at some stones on the ground. ‘Just hurry up.’

Alyxa immediately took a large rose-coloured gem on a leather necklace from around her neck and began to swing it in a circular motion. The sun glinted off the crystal and the blue dragon instantly stopped thrashing and hunkered down to gaze at the pretty gem.

‘Is that all there is to it?’ Prince Myles snorted. ‘I could do that!’

‘Shhh...’ Alyxa’s father said, earning himself a glare from the king, but they all turned their attention to Alyxa as she began to sing. It wasn’t a song, though; it was a string of notes so pure and sweet that every dragon in the farm raised its head to listen. Her voice seemed to resonate through the crystal, and she sang higher and higher until she appeared to be opening her mouth but nothing was coming out.

‘Only dragons can hear it that high,’ Logan whispered to a confused-looking Erik, and the young prince’s eyes widened in surprise.

A glazed look settled on the blue dragon’s eyes and Alyxa began to slow the speed of the rotating crystal until it hung motionless. The blue dragon continued to stare at the crystal until Alyxa closed her mouth and then closed her hand around the gem. The dragon’s unfocused eyes looked calm and happy, and Prince Myles stepped forward to examine his dragon.

‘I guess you did okay,’ he muttered grudgingly. ‘But if it doesn’t hold, I’ll be back to get it done properly.’

‘It’ll hold,’ Alyxa snapped, the light in her eyes flaring as wildly as the blue dragon’s eyes had done just a few minutes before.

‘We should be going,’ King Aemon interrupted as his son looked ready to argue the point with Alyxa.

‘If you would like to see the new blue again in a few weeks, he’ll be ready for sale then,’ the dragon farmer suggested tentatively. 

The prince was about to reply when a bell began to toll in the distance. It rang with short, sharp clangs which froze every person and every dragon on the spot. Everyone knew what the bell meant; red dragons had been spotted coming over the moors!

Logan felt like the world had slowed down as he watched the dragons begin to panic. They ran around in circles, looking for somewhere to hide, but finding only trees to shelter under. He felt like running in circles as well. Usually he would head for the nearest house to hide in, but he took one look at the shed and didn’t know which was worse.

‘I’ve never seen a red dragon.’ The young prince peered curiously around the tree trunk and looked skyward. ‘They don’t come into the city.’

‘They come here,’ Logan muttered shortly as he tried to calm his racing heart. 

‘I heard they snatch little children and fly off,’ Prince Erik said with only the barest hint of nervousness.

‘They used to. Now they take older children — and only boys.’ Logan could hear the screams that haunted his dreams at night. He dreamt of the time he had been swimming at the local waterhole a few moons ago with a group of boys. By the time they had heard the warning bell a huge red dragon was overhead, and only diving under the water had stopped the red dragon from seeing him. He had held his breath for as long as he could, and came up to hear the screams of the unlucky boy as he was carried off.

‘They’re all going to that building.’ Prince Erik pointed to the dragon farmer leading the others towards the shed which housed the new blue dragon. ‘Shouldn’t we go too?’ 

‘We’re not supposed to be here,’ Logan reminded the prince. Then he put on the bravest voice he could muster and patted the youth on the back. ‘Besides, what are the chances of the reds coming here? I don’t think they’ve ever actually come into the farm before.’

‘Really?’ Prince Erik said with a relieved sigh and a small smile which brought back his dimple.

The words were barely out of Logan’s mouth before his heart dropped into his shoes; a red dot was glittering in the sky. The dot was growing larger by the second and seemed to be heading right for the farm. 

The newly charmed blue dragon, left tied to its tether, had also spotted the red dragon in the distance. It began pulling at the stake which held it, and yanked the stake free with just a few attempts. With a cry of distress, the blue dragon leapt into the sky and flew off.

‘Can you climb trees?’ Logan asked, dragging the prince to his feet and almost throwing him halfway up the trunk.

‘Why?’

Logan pointed out across the sky at the now large red dragon. Erik’s face paled instantly and he grabbed at the trunk with suddenly shaky hands.

Logan pushed the prince up to the first branch and then hoisted himself up. They climbed as deeply into the leaves as they could, and then sat still, listening — hoping they wouldn’t hear anything. Logan closed his eyes, but the darkness made it seem worse, and he peered through the leaves with a growing sense of dread. 

The first sign that things were getting worse was the turmoil on the ground below. The young dragonets were agitated, trying to fly off and crashing into each other, trees and the ground. The frightened cry of a dragon isn’t a pleasant sound, and with dozens of creeling dragonets Logan longed to clamp his hands over his ears. But he needed his hands to keep his balance on the slender branches that were only just holding the boys’ weight.

A sudden silence made Logan hold his breath and a shadow overhead sent a shiver of panic down his spine. His hands were sweaty and he began to lose his grip on the smooth branches. He waited for the shadow to pass, but when it didn’t he exchanged a panicked look with the young prince.

‘It knows we’re here,’ Erik whispered. Logan couldn’t reply. It was his worst nightmare come true. He was stuck in the shadowy depths with a dragon hovering overhead.

A sharp squawking cry preceded the heart-stopping snapping of branches as the red dragon dropped straight into the tree. Huge, sharp-clawed talons missed both boys by only a handspan, and they fell backwards, tumbling out of the tree as the branches shook violently.

Logan landed heavily on his back, with the young prince landing on top of him, and he lay for a second trying to catch his breath. Erik rolled off and Logan looked up — right into the glaring yellow eyes of a red dragon.

Which one?

Calculating, probing eyes flicked from one boy to the other, then rested on Logan. Logan wanted to get up and run — he wanted to scream — but he just lay on his back staring at the dragon, unable to move a muscle.

A huge talon reached down from the decimated tree and brushed across Logan’s chest, prevented from reaching him by the branches twisted around the dragon’s body. Logan finally regained the ability to move and crawled out of the reach of the huge creature. The red dragon reached out for the young prince but Logan grabbed the boy’s shirt and dragged him away. The dragon creeled loudly in frustration and tried to free itself from the tree.

‘We’d better run for it before the dragon gets out of the tree,’ Logan suggested, still holding onto the prince’s shirt and walking quickly backwards. ‘I think the shed is our only choice right now.’

Searing flames licked the ground at the boys’ heels as they turned and ran. A howl of frustration filled the air and Logan dared to hope they might actually make it to the shed. He had one hand on the door — the latch within his grasp — when he was dragged backwards with a force that bent him double like a rag doll. He could feel a pressure around his stomach, and as he flew backwards through the air he noted that the talon wrapped around him was chipped and discoloured. Alyxa had once told him that dragon claws were hard and difficult to damage; so what had happened to this one?

Another sound reached his confused mind, a loud angry yell that was definitely not from a dragon. He forced his mind to focus and saw the young prince attacking the dragon with a branch from the tree they had been hiding in a moment ago. The red dragon’s tail was still entangled in the tree and it held Logan wrapped in its front leg as it tried to free itself to fly off. Erik was hitting the huge dragon on the soft underbelly, the most sensitive part of a dragon, and it howled and let go of Logan. He tumbled to the ground, grabbed a branch and joined the prince in his attack. 

‘Why did you come back?’ Logan asked breathlessly. ‘You could have got into the shed.’

‘You looked like you needed some help,’ the prince said with a dimply grin, slamming the branch into the tender red belly again. 

‘Erik! Get in this shed now!’ the king’s voice bellowed from the doorway of the shed where he was peering around the door. The commotion had obviously been enough to get the attention of those sheltering with the young blue dragon. Alyxa had taken in the situation at a glance and was running over to help, grabbing a branch as she ran.

The moment of distraction was badly timed. Both boys paused and looked over, realising that they should indeed be heading for cover. Taking on a fully grown red dragon was a foolhardy thing to do, and it looked like both of them were in for far more trouble than they could have anticipated whatever they chose to do. In the instant that the boys considered their options, the red dragon finally freed its tail. It reached down, blinded by the pain of being beaten, and grabbed at the closest attacker it could reach.

It happened in an instant. One second, both Logan and Erik were standing side by side; in the next, Erik was gone. The dragon took off vertically, in one leap, taking the young prince with it. Logan stood next to the remains of the huge tree, helplessly holding the branch and watching the red dragon fade to a dot in a matter of seconds. To the prince’s credit, he hadn’t uttered a single scream as he was taken and Logan could imagine him still beating at his captor even now.

‘What in the name of the White Dragon is going on?’ the dragon farmer demanded loudly as he emerged from the shed. ‘What are you doing in my farm?’

‘And where is my son?’ the king bellowed, looking amongst the tattered limbs of the tree. He had obviously missed the abduction, which wasn’t surprising as it had happened so fast.

Logan couldn’t speak. He felt numb and nauseous as he looked blankly at the king.

‘I asked you a question boy!’ the king said, turning red and stepping closer.

Logan raised the branch he was still holding and managed to point to the sky before his legs gave way and he collapsed to the ground. Blackness closed in.
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CHAPTER THREE - A SUMMONS
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Logan woke up leaning against a tree trunk. Alyxa was pressing a cool, wet cloth against his forehead and there was a lot of yelling nearby. For a second Logan couldn’t remember exactly where he was or what he was doing there. When with a lurch of nausea he remembered, he paled as he realised he was sitting in the shadow of the tree. Leaping up, and startling Alyxa, he threw himself out into the harsh sunlight.

‘He can’t be gone, he can’t be gone,’ the king was repeating, over and over. He looked confused and upset, and was searching the sky as if he expected his son to drop back to the ground at any second.

‘Send your dragons after him!’ Prince Myles wasn’t confused; he was angry, and he was yelling at the dragon farmer.

‘We don’t have any dragons fast enough to follow, Your Highness. We’ve tried before, but the red dragons are much quicker than greens or yellows.’ The dragon farmer was nervous and worried. It was clear he thought the king would blame this all on him. 

The dragonets were slowly coming back from the far end of the farm where they had run off to, and, after a quick look to make sure the sky was clear, they settled back down to their midday slumber. The prince’s newly charmed blue flew back into the enclosure and landed meekly right where it had torn its tether loose.

Myles noticed that Logan was awake and came storming over to him. He stopped right in front of him and glared furiously. ‘Why did you bring my brother here?’

‘I didn’t,’ Logan answered honestly. He pointed to the young prince’s blue dragon who had settled down to resume its nap. ‘He came here on his own.’

‘And you just stood there and let the dragon take him away?’ Prince Myles accused bluntly. 

Logan didn’t have time to defend himself — as Alyxa had stepped in to help. She pushed her way between them and pointed at Logan’s cuts and scrapes and then at the splintered branch he was still holding.

‘I’d say he did the best anyone could. Would you take on a fully grown red dragon?’ Alyxa’s fury shone in her eyes as she endeavoured to keep her voice at a normal level. ‘I didn’t see you rushing out here to save your brother.’

‘If I had known Erik was here—’ Myles retorted, but the king had gathered his wits and came striding over.

‘Enough!’ he spat angrily. He glared from Alyxa to Logan and then turned to the dragon farmer. ‘We must mount a rescue to fetch Erik.’

‘Nobody knows where the red dragons live, Your Majesty,’ the dragon farmer replied hesitantly. ‘We think they come from the mountains. We have asked many times for a search party...’

The dragon farmer let the rest of his answer fade away as the king frowned at him. Many times people had petitioned the king, requesting blue dragons to go in search of missing children, but the king had denied their requests every time. King Aemon considered the loss of a few peasants not enough reason to risk the lives of his precious blue dragons.

‘Come, Myles, we will return to the castle. A search is to be made as soon as possible. We must find the red dragons.’ The king’s face set into a stony, emotionless expression. ‘Bring Erik’s dragon.’

The king strode over to the newly charmed blue dragon, untied its reins from the stake and threw himself onto its back. With a jerk of the leather straps that wrapped around the dragon’s throat, the blue leapt into the sky, almost as quickly as the red dragon had done.

A heavy silence followed as the prince fetched his younger brother’s dragon and mounted it. He glared angrily at Logan, obviously convinced that it was all his fault, then jerked cruelly on the riding straps. The smaller blue dragon leapt obediently into the air and flew quickly off towards the city.

‘I should be going,’ Logan said quietly to Alyxa as the dragon farmer watched the two blue dragons flying off. ‘Come see me later.’

Logan began to walk off slowly, hoping the dragon farmer would not think to ask why he had been there in the first place, but Alyxa’s father spun around and frowned at him. 

‘I’ve told you before not to come into the farm,’ he said bluntly.

‘I... umm...’ Logan tried to come up with a reason that the farmer would believe, but his mind was blank.

‘Get out of my farm! I don’t want to see you near here ever again,’ the farmer snapped. When he turned to his daughter, the threat of more trouble was clear in his voice. ‘We’ll talk back at the house.’

Logan shot a sympathetic look at his friend and backed quickly out of the farm. He wanted to run away from there as fast as he could, but it was too hot and his legs still felt a little unsteady. He couldn’t help brief glances skyward even though he knew that the red dragons never returned the same day. Today had been far too close. He wondered where the dragon had taken the young prince. It should have been him;; he owed the prince his life, but he would never get to repay that debt. Nobody ever came back once the red dragons took them.

The crunch of his thin-soled boots on the salted path made Logan blink back to the present, and he saw the slightly bent figure of the old wizard through the open door. Zared’s long white hair was swept back tidily and he was smiling as he walked toward Logan. He was carrying a broom and he shook his head in confusion.

‘How did so much salt get spilt out here?’ Zared mused, not looking as though he expected an answer as he began to sweep the salt off the path. ‘Oh, I cleaned up a little mess in the workroom. Did you have a spell go wrong today?’

‘Yeah, it was supposed to be a white rose,’ Logan said with a small smile. There was no point in reminding the old man what had happened earlier, he wouldn’t remember in an hour or two anyway. The wizard seemed quite lucid right now and his eyes were clear and bright. Logan bit his tongue to stop himself telling what had just happened at the dragon farm. There was no point in upsetting the wizard. They didn’t discuss dragons — ever — and Logan had come to realise long ago that it was one of the things that triggered off the old man’s lapses.

‘I’ll show you how to do it later if you like,’ Zared offered, then began to whistle as he swept. 

Logan didn’t reply, as something on the edge of his vision had caught his attention. Off in the distance, way over above the city, he saw half a dozen blue dragons lifting off in a group. They headed towards the white-capped mountains at a speed that confirmed they were off hunting the red dragons. Maybe now that the king knew what it was like to lose a child to the red beasts he would make sure they didn’t take any more. An image of the dimple-faced youth sprang to mind and Logan sighed. He almost wished he had been taken instead — the young prince didn’t deserve to pay so dearly for his bravery.

**
[image: ]


BY THE TIME NIGHT HAD fallen, a dozen white roses graced the dinner table in a crystal vase. Logan knew he should have been proud of finally succeeding at a spell, but his victory felt hollow somehow. He had a sneaking suspicion that Zared had helped, but there was no way to prove it.

Logan checked that the lamps were all full before he went to bed. They went through a lot of lamp oil, as Zared insisted that all of the rooms in the house be fully lit right through the night. Logan had no trouble sleeping in a brightly lit bedroom. He had known no other way and accepted it without question.
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LOGAN HADN’T EXPECTED to see Alyxa for days, maybe even weeks, so when she turned up the next afternoon he pretended not to be surprised.

‘You’re not training the blue today?’ he asked casually, sensing something was troubling his friend.

‘No.’ Alyxa’s reply was short and accompanied by a scowl. ‘Father gave him to one of the other charmers as punishment.’

‘Sorry about that,’ Logan muttered, not really sure that any of it was his fault. He tried to change the subject. ‘You’ve never mentioned that dragons talk.’

‘They don’t talk much sense.’ Alyxa shrugged as if it wasn’t really important. ‘Besides, blues stop talking once they are charmed, and greens and yellows never talk at all.’

Zared came into the room and the conversation about dragons came to an abrupt halt. Alyxa and Logan had been friends for years and she knew to avoid the subject as well.

‘Did you see the roses Logan made?’ Zared asked, indicating the already badly wilting white blooms. They looked terrible.

Alyxa was trying to form a polite comment when a rush of wings outside the window drew their attention. Both Logan and Zared showed no real interest in why a huge green dragon had landed in their front yard, but Alyxa hurried over to the door to greet the rider. The dragon was munching happily on Zared’s prized flowers.

‘What is he selling?’ Logan asked, not even going near the door. ‘Whatever it is, we don’t want any.’

‘He’s not selling anything,’ Alyxa said in a sober voice. She stepped to one side so they could see who was at the door. A tall, thin man, dressed in the dark blue and black of royal servant’s colours, stood silently on the doorstep holding a small scroll, which was tied with a silver ribbon.

‘I have a message for the great wizard, Zared the Mighty,’ the messenger said formally, staring straight ahead and holding out the scroll.

Logan walked over and took the scroll. He half expected it to be telling Zared about what had happened at the dragon farm and how it was all Logan’s fault. He handed the scroll to the wizard, who untied it, letting the ribbon flutter to the ground.

‘King Aemon requests the presence of Wizard Zared at the castle — immediately.’ Zared read the message aloud. He looked neither pleased nor upset by the summons and he rolled the scroll back up. ‘Tell the king I will leave at once. I will arrive by horse and cart in several hours.’

‘Begging your pardon, wizard... sir...’ the messenger replied a little nervously. ‘I was told not to leave without you.’

‘I do not fly!’ Zared snapped, rounding on the messenger with a furious glare. ‘And unless you want to spend the rest of your life as a toadstool I suggest you leave now.’

The messenger stepped backwards, clearly unsettled by the wizard’s threat, but also terrified at what might happen if he returned to the castle without Zared.

‘I have one other stop to make. Perhaps I could follow you when I have been to see the dragon farmer’s daughter?’ the messenger suggested hopefully, trying to find a way out of the situation that was not going to get him in trouble.

‘What do you need to see the dragon farmer’s daughter about?’ Alyxa asked curiously, not revealing who she was. ‘She’s not important.’

‘I’m not told why I’m sent on errands for the king,’ the messenger replied with a shrug. ‘But I did see the blue dragons returning at high noon. All but one of them was nearly wild. Only Prince Myles’s dragon held its charm while they were out searching in the mountains.’

‘Really?’ A small smile of pleasure slipped past Alyxa’s pretence of indifference. ‘And he didn’t want me to charm it in the first place.’

A look of understanding flicked across the messenger’s face and he drew out a second scroll from a fold in his cloak. He held it out to Alyxa. She opened it, read it and threw it on the table.

‘He didn’t want me near his dragon and now he is demanding I charm every blue dragon at the castle.’ Alyxa scowled. ‘Maybe I don’t want to!’

‘I can’t return without you both.’ The messenger was pale now and he looked about to beg them to go with him. ‘The king will dismiss me if I go back alone. I have a family—’

‘All right,’ Alyxa held her hand up to stop him, ‘I’ll come and charm his dragons.’

The messenger relaxed a little, and then looked at the wizard, obviously hoping for the same reply.

‘My wagon will get me there before sunset,’ Zared declared firmly, and the look in his eyes clearly said that that was an end to the discussion. ‘You may follow if you wish.’

‘Agreed,’ the messenger nodded vigorously. ‘I shall convey the charmer to the castle and return to escort you.’

The messenger hurried Alyxa from the cottage so quickly that she barely had time to wave a goodbye. ‘I’ll see you up at the castle, Zared.’

For a brief moment Logan was pleased he hadn’t been summoned as well. He had no desire to see either Prince Myles or the king any time soon. Then he looked at Zared. The wizard’s long white hair was slightly dishevelled and a slight haze had settled on his pale blue eyes.

There was no way Logan could let the wizard travel alone to the castle. By the time he was halfway there he could have forgotten where he was going. With a dragon tagging along it would not take long for reality to slip away from the old man.

‘I don’t want to stay here on my own,’ Logan lied smoothly. He didn’t want the old wizard to be embarrassed at needing someone to come along with him. ‘Would you mind if I tag along?’

Zared considered Logan’s request with a serious expression for a few seconds, then pressed his lips together and nodded briefly.

‘You’d better put together some basic supplies. A king never calls on a wizard for a small reason or just for a chat. They all want something from me.’

Logan raised an eyebrow in surprise, unable to avoid staring at the old man. He had lived with the wizard for as long as he could remember and the king had never once summoned the wizard before now. As Zared left the room, he didn’t appear to notice Logan’s surprise.

The green dragon waddled slowly out to the street and began its long thunderous run along the street to reach take-off speed. It might be able to land in a tight spot but take-offs were another matter entirely. Blue dragons could take off without a run-up, which was one of the reasons they were so highly sought after in the city.

Logan went into the workroom and stared at the shelves of potions and powders, then at the dozens of spell books scattered around the room. Just what did Zared expect him to take along? He put several of the most commonly used powders on the table as Zared came to help. The old man checked the jars on the table, nodded and added a dozen more.

‘That should do for most things,’ Zared muttered thoughtfully. 

‘We need something to put them all in,’ Logan said, wondering how they were going to stop the glass and stone jars from smashing against each other.

‘I have just the thing.’ Zared opened an ornately carved wooden chest in the corner of the room. It was a chest that had intrigued Logan for years. The old wizard had never opened it before. Logan caught a glimpse of richly coloured cloth and something shiny before Zared dropped the heavy lid shut. He held up a shimmering silver cloak, with heavy cuffs and a large hood. He paused for a few seconds, staring at the cloak, and then slipped it over his shoulders.

Instantly the old man was transformed into a formidable-looking wizard — except for the slightly hazy, distant look in his eyes.

‘How does that help carry the jars?’ Logan asked, noting how shabby his own clothes looked next to the wizard’s cloak.

The old wizard grinned and held open the cloak. The cloak’s lining was completely covered in small pockets — just the right size for potions and powders. They filled some of the pockets, but Logan noticed that there was nowhere inside the cloak to store a spell book. He assumed that by the time wizards owned a cloak like this one they didn’t need books any more.

They had hitched the old horse up to the rickety wagon and in a few short minutes Logan was urging the ancient nag out onto the road. It was a bumpy ride through the village, as the huge feet of hundreds of dragons taking off over the years had dented the road. Several times Logan had to divert the cart to the side of the road to make way for dragons on a take-off run.

Once they had rumbled out of the village, the road wasn’t as bumpy, but it was reduced to no more than a rutted track. Hardly anyone travelled by road in Shanoria, the kingdom of dragons.

They were barely halfway to the castle, travelling over the rolling hills, when the huge green dragon found them. The messenger flew close enough so they could see who he was, then backed off and flew a dozen dragon lengths behind them. The dragon could probably have walked faster, and it was having trouble keeping in the air at such a slow pace.

Logan was impressed to see that Zared remained completely coherent all the way to the castle. Maybe he hadn’t needed to come after all.

The castle lay at the edge of the city, surrounded by immense walls of white stone. The castle, too, was built of white polished stone, which glared harshly in the late afternoon sun and almost blinded anyone who tried to look directly at it. It stood out starkly against the green hills in the distance, looking completely out of place.

A lone figure sat on the grass next to the heavy drawbridge. As most traffic was entering and leaving the castle on dragon back, the entrance across the moat wasn’t even guarded. As they got closer Logan saw it was Alyxa, sitting making a chain of flowers. She looked up as the cart rumbled to a stop beside her.

‘Oh, Logan, I didn’t know you were coming. I thought I’d stay and keep the wizard company and go back with him,’ Alyxa said, casting a sideways look at Logan, showing she too had been worried that the wizard would sink into one of his odd memory lapses. She looked at the silver robe Zared was wearing and nodded approvingly. ‘Nice cloak.’

‘I felt like a drive,’ Logan replied, knowing he wasn’t fooling her, and moved over to make room for her on the bare wooden board which served as a seat. ‘You might as well join us. Have you finished with the blues already?’

‘They didn’t take long,’ Alyxa said with a shrug as she tossed the chain of flowers into the murky waters of the moat and climbed up next to Logan. ‘That prince kept hanging around, though, so I thought I’d wait for you out here.’

‘Looks like our escort has told them we’re here,’ Zared said, pointing to a group of guards who were bustling toward them, with the messenger leading the way.

The travellers were hurried through the courtyard, where they dismounted and were led through to the keep. People stood back and watched with serious expressions, as if they all knew why the wizard was here. One or two guards went to stop Logan and Alyxa following, but they refused to be halted and kept pace with the old man.

The messenger led them up a large spiral staircase to the Grand Hall, then stepped aside with a flourishing bow. Alyxa and Logan peered around the wizard as a silence fell in the huge, high-ceilinged room.

At the far end of the hall were two thrones. One was large, covered in blue velvet and trimmed with silver; the second was smaller, and had only a few silver adornments. King Aemon sat majestically on the large throne and Prince Myles stood beside the smaller one. The thrones stood to one side of a large, unlit fireplace whose mantle was decorated with shields and banners. Most bore the image of a dragon in some form, and a large red banner with an immense golden dragon embroidered on it hung above the throne. Large woven tapestries adorned the rest of the walls, taking most of the glaring whiteness from the room.

Zared walked confidently through the hall, stopped a few feet before the king, and dipped into a graceful bow. He rose and waited patiently to be addressed.

‘Ah, wizard,’ the king said, standing and taking one step down from the dais the throne stood on. ‘My youngest son is missing. Can you find him?’

‘Perhaps he has just gone off to be alone for a while?’ Zared suggested. ‘Young boys often need time alone.’

‘Can you, or can you not, cast a spell to find a missing person?’ the king asked bluntly. 

‘Of course I can,’ the wizard replied calmly. ‘Even a third-class wizard can cast a seeing spell. Don’t you have any idea where he went?’

‘He was taken by a red dragon,’ the king said angrily. ‘And when you find him, we will destroy them all!’
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CHAPTER FOUR - SEEING SPELL


[image: ]


Zared’s shoulders sagged. The silver robe looked as though it hung on a coat hanger rather than a powerful wizard, as the old man turned his back to the king. His eyes glazed over completely and he began to shuffle from the hall. Logan’s heart sank.

‘Stop wizard!’ the king bellowed.

Zared ignored him.

The king signalled to the guards, who hurried forward to apprehend the wizard and drag him back before the king.

‘What is this insolence?’ the king demanded, clearly shocked by the wizard’s reaction. He wasn’t used to people ignoring him. The wizard stared blankly past the king, totally silent. ‘If you don’t answer I’ll have you thrown in the dungeon!’

‘He’s not well, Your Majesty,’ Logan burst out, blowing his low profile. ‘He has turns like this now and then. He’ll be fine in a few hours.’

Logan wanted to add that it was the mention of dragons that had done it, but his courage failed him as the king narrowed his eyes and stared at the outspoken youth.

‘You’re that boy from the dragon farm,’ he said slowly. ‘You just stood there and let the red dragon take my son!’

‘Get that coward out of here!’ Prince Myles ordered loudly. The guards let go of the old wizard and headed for Logan. They grabbed him by the arms and picked him up as if he were a feather.

‘The wizard has an apprentice, doesn’t he? I heard tell that he has been training one for years,’ the king said, to no one in particular, rubbing his chin thoughtfully and sitting back in his throne. ‘We should get the apprentice to do it if the old man is gone in the head.’

‘Logan is the apprentice,’ Alyxa said, grabbing hold of the guard nearest her as he helped carry Logan from the room. ‘Your guards are removing the apprentice.’

‘He’s the apprentice wizard?’ Prince Myles scowled, as if he had just tasted something very sour. ‘So why didn’t he stop the dragon?’

‘The attack was too sudden. There was no time,’ Alyxa replied smoothly. In fact Logan was wondering the same thing himself right at that moment. It had never occurred to him that any spell he knew could help.

‘Enough!’ the king snapped. ‘Bring the boy back.’

The guards hauled Logan back to the foot of the dais and dropped him heavily onto the hard stone floor. The king moved forward to sit on the very edge of his throne, and leaned down so his face was right next to Logan’s.

‘I want that seeing spell and I want it now,’ he said in a low voice that was more threatening than his normal bellowing.

Logan swallowed the sudden lump in his throat and searched his memory desperately for any recollection of learning a seeing spell. After what seemed like hours, but was really only a few seconds, he knew without a doubt that he could not do it. He had never even heard of such a spell — and, even if he had, there was no way he would be able to do it without a spell book.

‘I will need to go back to the cottage for some things,’ he croaked.

‘Don’t you just wave your arms and shout nonsense?’ the king growled back. ‘Maybe you’re not really his apprentice. Find me someone else who can do it!’

‘I’ve lived with him all my life,’ Logan assured the king. ‘There is nobody else.’

‘Then I want it by sunrise,’ King Aemon ordered flatly. ‘No excuses.’

Logan nodded and suppressed the shudder of fear at what might happen if he failed — which was a real possibility. As he was about to back away, Zared came up to stand next to him. The old wizard looked around, frowning in confusion. ‘Why have you changed the banners? Why are you sitting in the king’s throne? Where are Jarret and Rhia?’

‘The old man is insane,’ Prince Myles muttered, looking disgusted and shaking his head. ‘Take him away from here.’

Logan took hold of Zared and began to pull him gently back down the hall. Zared tried to struggle free, but Logan kept a firm hold. 

'But I have to warn them!’ Zared looked around desperately at all the faces, then back at the huge banner above the throne. His face went pale and slack with fear. ‘They’re not to be trusted...’

Alyxa came up and took the old wizard’s other arm and helped guide him from the great hall. Logan was more worried about Zared right now than the impossible task that the king had just set him. He had never seen the wizard so upset and scared. Normally he just faded into a state of forgetfulness.

‘We have to get him back to the cottage,’ Alyxa said, sounding equally worried.

‘And before nightfall,’ Logan added, as they left the keep and walked out into the courtyard where the horse and cart stood waiting. The sun was already settling on the horizon and Logan quickly calculated how long the journey would take by horse and cart. His heart sank as he realised what he had to do. He took a deep breath before turning away from the cart;; ‘We’re going to have to fly.’

‘You’re going to fly?’ Alyxa repeated in surprise. ‘You both hate flying.’

‘Zared hates the dark more than he hates flying. If he was sane enough to choose he would do the same thing.’ Logan was walking faster now, wanting it to be over as soon as possible. ‘Can you find us a ride?’

‘Sure,’ Alyxa agreed quickly. ‘Do you want the big green I came on or a fast blue one?’

‘The faster the better,’ Logan muttered as he glanced at the sinking sun. His whole body was tingling with a coldness that belied the warm summer weather.

‘This one will do,’ Alyxa said as they reached the dragon landing pad which was in the middle of the courtyard. She stopped by a blue dragon that was smaller than Prince Myles’s dragon. Over in the stables a howling cry made Logan look around sharply, and even Zared frowned as he searched for the source of the noise.

‘That’s Prince Erik’s blue. It’s missing him,’ Alyxa said a little sadly. Then she turned to the dragon master who held a clipboard, marking the coming and goings from the castle. ‘We need to borrow this dragon.’

‘And who’s going to bring it back?’ the dragon master asked a little shortly. 

‘I charmed it. It’ll fly straight back here as soon as I tell it to,’ Alyxa assured him patiently. ‘It’ll be back in the time it takes you to write your report on that clipboard.’

The dragon master grunted and nodded reluctantly. Logan was feeling even less sure about the flight now, the closer it got. It had taken nearly two hours by wagon to reach the castle and they were going to do the return trip in a few dozen breaths.

By the time Logan had decided he wouldn’t do it, it was too late. Alyxa had hurried them up the small steps which led to the loading platform and whistled to the dragon. It hopped over obediently and settled in front of them. Logan felt the safety of solid ground vanish as he was pushed onto the narrow back of the glittering blue and purple dragon. Zared didn’t make any protests as he was seated in front of Logan; the wizard appeared to have sunk so deep he wasn’t aware of anything.

Alyxa leapt onto the front, just in front of the huge wing muscles, and turned back to talk to them. ‘Hang on to the riding straps. It can be a bumpy ride back there.’

Logan gulped again but tried not to look as scared as he felt. He put his arms around the old wizard and grasped the leather straps in front of Zared. It was a stretch that hurt his arms, but he doubted the wizard could hold the straps even if they could get him to understand what they wanted him to do.

‘Ready?’ Without waiting for a reply, Alyxa pulled firmly on the lead straps and the blue dragon shot straight up into the air. 

Logan felt the breath ripped from his lungs as he was crushed against the old man’s back. After a second they stopped going up and Logan realised the wizard had instinctively grabbed the straps and was holding himself firmly on the blue’s back. He had obviously done this before! Logan moved his arms back, one at a time, to hold on to a closer strap, trying not to look to the side or down. The back of the dragon was moving up and down in huge sweeps, as the
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