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Prologue  

The Nightmare Is Born  

Theryn stared across the room at the squat little magic maker. He didn’t know why the man had 

brought him here. Nor why the sorcerer felt he had to bind him here with a spell. Dragons had 

always worked with sorcerers; all the magic maker had to do was ask Theryn for what he wanted, 

and he would gladly give it. Instead, the squat, ugly little man had brought him here to his dirty 

little hut and bound him with a spell. Theryn tried to break free, but he was bound tight by magical 

means. He could neither move nor speak, and his fire was stuck in his belly, useless. The little man 

was shuffling around the room, taking jars off shelves and throwing things into a large cauldron 

hung over a fire.  

Soon the little man rubbed his hands together, glanced briefly at Theryn, and began to mumble 

to himself, raising his hands over his head as he spoke. Theryn’s ears perked up. He knew not what 

the words were, but he recognized them as being of the old tongue. This was bad, very bad indeed; 

he renewed his struggles for freedom. The sorcerer’s words grew louder and sudden pain tore 

through Theryn’s large body. It was almost as if his entire skeleton were trying to rearrange itself 

into some strange new form. The dragon writhed on the floor; pain wracked his huge body. The 

spell that held him broke, alas, caught in the depths of this new spell as he was, he took no notice 

of his sudden freedom.  

The sorcerer finished his spell and waited patiently for his greatest work to be completed. 

There was a flash of brilliant white light, and a creature rose through it. A creature so horrid he 

feared his own creation—feared it so greatly that he backed away from it, crashing over the 

pedestal that held his spell book. The thing roared and rose through the air crashing upward, tearing 

through the roof into the night sky and disappearing.  

No! That wasn’t supposed to happen! he thought. The sorcerer scrambled through the debris 

on the floor, searching desperately for his spell book. When he found it, he began flipping through 

it, searching for the spell, tearing some of the delicate pages in his frantic search. Here it was. His 

finger ran down the list of ingredients. He had done it perfectly; he flipped the page, then another, 

and he found his mistake immediately. In his haste to complete the incantation, he had flipped the 

pages too quickly. He hung his head, letting it fall forward to rest on the pages of the spell book. 

The pages had stuck together; he had mixed two spells together, a deadly mistake only a novice 

would make. He was no novice.  

Suddenly, he stood and began grabbing items, tossing them into a ragged-looking satchel; 

whatever he touched was flung carelessly into the bag. He must hurry; he had to leave now before 

anyone found out. He looked at the spell book sadly and tossed it into the fire in the hearth, briefly 

watching as the pages began to peel at the edges, eaten by the hungry flames of the fire. He grabbed 

a large log and set the end in the fire, leaving the rest dangling out onto the floor. His eyes swept 

the room, falling on the bed; he grabbed the ragged bed covering, feeding it to the growing flames, 

and then fled out the door.  

Leaving his home to burn, he ran across the open field. No one must find out what he had 

done—no one. There was only one creature; surely, it would die out on its own, surely. He 

continued to run on in darkness.  

In the distance, the creature roared in rage, and a village screamed in terror. 
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Chapter 1  
My Mom’s Car Gets A Moon Roof  

turned and looked over my shoulder —nothing, just the wind. I still felt there was something 

there. I shook my head to clear it. Just the darkness making me think that I was being followed, 

that’s all—nothing more. The dark of night did that to you, didn’t it? I continued walking down 

the dimly lit road. Looking over my shoulder every now and then, hoping that it was only my 

imagination playing games with me. Then a noise, definitely a noise, off to my left. A kind of 

scraping metal noise, like giant claws, on what, a car? Where had that errant thought come from? 

I began walking a bit faster, wanting to get home before whatever had made that horrid sound 

caught up to me. There was a sudden flash of something to my right. Impossible; the sound had 

been off to my left. Hadn’t it? No answer to that silent question, there was just empty darkness and 

my own nagging fear.  

I sped up, moving even faster, rounding the corner to my block, knowing my house was only 

five off the corner. Just a few more houses! I encouraged myself. You can make it! Swish. I felt a 

breeze pass over me. What was that? I didn’t dare look. Faster, I had to move faster! I broke into 

a run. My house—I could see it now. The lights were on. Mom always left them on when I was 

out past dark. I ran up the front steps, jammed my key into the lock, nearly snapping it off in my 

haste to open the door. I slammed it shut behind me and bolted it. I ran and peeked out through the 

front curtains and saw … nothing. Blackness and a deserted street.  

“Chandra, what in heaven’s name are you doing?” I nearly hit the ceiling when I heard my 

mother’s stern voice behind me.  

“Mooom … jeez, you freaked me out! Don’t do that!” I jumped off the couch and headed to 

my room to dump my backpack and get ready for dinner. She followed me down the hall.  

“Chandra, you slam into the house like a pack of wild boars and go peeking through the 

curtains, spying on the neighbors. What’s going on?” I rolled my eyes—when her back was turned, 

of course.  

What was I supposed to tell her? Well, Mom, I think some creature with giant metal shredding 

claws was following me home from the library. So I sprinted home and slammed the door shut to 

keep it out! Yeah, I didn’t think that was such a great idea. Instead, I just shrugged and asked how 

long till dinner was ready. She rolled her eyes at me and mumbled her usual bit about teenage girls 

and how she never would have acted like that when she was my age, and then she took herself off 

to the kitchen. It was times like this that I was glad I would be eighteen next year, a senior, and 

soon after that I would be off to college, and then I wouldn’t have to listen to her “when I was a 

girl speeches” anymore. Still, I wondered what had been following me. I couldn’t shake the feeling 

that something had been there, just behind me. I wasn’t sure I really wanted to find out what it 

was. Then again, I had a feeling that it was something important, too.  

The next few days made that night of fear fade; actually, I totally forgot about it all together. 

With my schoolwork and my few friends I hung out with, it was easy to forget. My birthday came 

around; it was a small celebration. It was just me, my mom, and a couple of my friends. We didn’t 

have much money for a big bash, so Mom just took us out to dinner. It had always been just me 

and Mom. Mom teaching, she was a high school teacher—thank God, not at my school. Me 

I 
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growing up and making her life, well, as interesting as a kid can. My dad had died in a car wreck 

when I was only a month old. Mom had never even looked at another guy since Dad died. I told 

her that she could date, it was fine by me; but she never did. I don’t even remember my dad. She 

would give me a sad smile and just shake her head whenever I asked about him. I guessed that she 

just loved him so much that she wouldn’t even consider another guy in her life. I always wondered 

what that would be like, to love a guy so much you wouldn’t even consider ever being with anyone 

else. I wasn’t much interested in any of the guys in our little town. They were just what they looked 

like, small-town guys. Not that I hadn’t tried dating any of them. They just weren’t very interesting 

to me.  

I slumped in my seat at the restaurant while the waitresses sang happy birthday. My friend 

Shina was grinning at me, and she was singing the loudest; her birthday was next week.  

“So, Chandra, how does it feel to be seventeen?” I shrugged; it didn’t feel so very different 

from sixteen, really. I yawned; I was really tired for some reason. I just wanted to go home and go 

to bed. I didn’t feel well at all. Great, sick on my birthday—story of my life! After dinner, we 

dropped my friends off and drove home. Mom was pulling in the drive when she frowned at me.  

“Honey, are you all right? You don’t look so good.” Leave it to my mom to notice the obvious.  

“Actually, Mom, I don’t feel good. I’m really tired, and hot. I feel like I’m on fire.” She felt 

my forehead and leaned away, her face looking worried.  

“Chandra, honey, I think we had better get you to the hospital.” She looked scared, which 

didn’t bode well for me. My mom didn’t scare easily. If she was scared, it was a big deal, so I 

slumped down in my seat.  

“I don’t want to go to the hospital, Mom; I just wanna go to bed!” She frowned at me in that 

don’t argue with me, young lady way of hers. I wanted to cross my arms and give her a stubborn 

teenager look, but I simply didn’t have the strength. She backed out of the driveway and headed 

down the street, eventually turning off on to River Mt. Trail Road, which would eventually take us 

to highway 93, into town and the hospital. I hated River Mt. Trail; it was long and twisty and led 

through a bit of forest, which, I’d always thought was just odd since we lived in the desert. I mean 

a forest in the desert? Come on! I never could figure out how those trees survived; it was like magic 

or something. It was just way creepy at night, and it always freaked me out.  

As we drove, I suddenly had that strange feeling again that something was following me. I 

dragged myself up in my seat and looked in the side mirror. I saw a flash—nothing solid, really, 

just something. “Mooom … something is following us.” She frowned over at me.  

“Chandra, honey, stop that. No one is following us; there are no headlights in my mirror.” I 

kept my eyes glued to the mirror on my side of the car; I was sure I had seen something. There was 

no way I was going to miss it again, no matter how crappy I felt. I waited, trying hard not to blink. 

My eyes were drier than my cat Legend’s litter box, but I didn’t blink.  

“Come on.” I muttered under my breath. As badly as I didn’t want something to be there, I 

did want it to be there, to prove I was not going insane. Suddenly the car did a 180; Mom slammed 

on the brakes and the tires locked and squealed. “What in the hell was that?!” That was about as 

close to swearing as my mother ever came.  

She threw off her seat belt with every intention of getting out of the car and checking to see if she 

had hit some poor furry little animal. That’s when I saw it. I grabbed her arm and yanked her 

toward me. “Mom, I don’t think you should get out just now.” It was huge, whatever it was. The 

shadow loomed out of the night sky, flying straight toward the car. I wanted to scream, but 
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somehow it never made it out of my throat. I heard the sound of claws scraping metal. The same 

sound I had heard that night as I walked home from the library. It had to be the same creature that 

had been following me home that night. The car rocked as claws ripped through the roof. I shrank 

down in my seat, watching those claws slip through the metal of the roof as if it were nothing at 

all, just mere tissue paper, leaving huge gashes behind. The creature flew off, probably to turn and 

make another pass at the car. What was that thing?  

“Chandra, come on, we have to get out of here before it comes back!” I turned and stared at 

my mother. Had she lost her mind? How could we outrun that thing? It could fly! “Chandra, let’s 

go, now! We have to hurry.” She latched on to my arm, dragging me out of the car and into the 

woods on the side of the road. We crashed through the trees. The creature roared in frustration 

when it realized its prey had fled the scene. Great, now we had ticked it off! I suddenly realized 

one very important detail: My mother was completely unfazed by the fact that a large flying 

creature had just totaled our car. The sound of large wings beating the air distracted me from my 

thoughts. I tried to look up and locate the beast through the canopy of trees. It was too hard to run 

and look up at the same time. I nearly collided with a tree the size of a VW bug—okay, maybe not 

that big, but in the dark, it sure as heck seemed like it!  

“Mom, we can’t outrun that thing!” I knew we were probably gonna die any second. I was 

still burning up, and running through the woods wasn’t helping any. I wasn’t about to remind my 

mother I was sick. She was trying to dial her cell and run at the same time. Not easy in the dark of 

an overgrown forest with some winged beast chasing you down like you were tonight’s blue-plate 

special. I wondered who exactly she was trying to call; the cops weren’t exactly going to be much 

help. What would she tell them? Puff the Magic Dragon was trying to eat us. She tripped; I grabbed 

her arm to keep her from going down and sprawling on the forest floor. She nodded at me in thanks; 

we ducked down behind a large group of fallen trees, and she finally got the phone dialed. She 

waited for an answer and immediately began shouting into the phone when she got one.  

“Fredrick, thank goodness! Yes, I know you said not to call unless it was an emergency. Well, 

it’s an emergency! No, no! Listen, will you? They’ve come for her! Yes, right now! No, when did 

you think? We’re in the forest off route River Mt. Trail Road. Yes, on foot. It destroyed the car! 

We had no choice! Okay, yes, I will. No, I won’t. Of course, I have it with me! Yes, she has. Yes, 

yes, I understand. What, that long?! No, no, no! Fine.” She hung up the phone. I decided that that 

had to be the strangest conversation I had ever witnessed in my entire seventeen years of life. I sat 

there and stared at my mom.  

“Mom, who was that?” I asked. She fumbled with her phone as she stuffed it back into her 

purse, which, somehow she had managed to bring with her from the car, despite our hasty 

departure. She didn’t bother to answer me. Instead, she pulled a small sphere out of her purse. It 

was about the size of one of those super bouncy balls that you used to love as a kid, but it was clear 

and appeared to be made of glass. She turned to me and held it out.  

“What?” I asked, staring at the little sphere sitting in her palm.  

She rolled her eyes at me like I was supposed to know what to do with the thing. “You have 

to do it, Chandra. My body temperature isn’t high enough to light it, but yours is now.” I stared 

at her. Light it? What in God’s name was she talking about?  

“Just take it in your hand and squeeze it; when it glows, that means it’s lit. It’s a signal. So he 

can find us, before the wyvern figures out a way to get to us.”  

I stared at her, my eyes wide. She knew what that thing was called! Who was this woman?  
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She couldn’t be my mother. I snatched the little glass ball—it was warm despite the cool night 

air—and squeezed it. The orb glowed a faint orange color as soon as it lit. She took it back and put 

it in her purse.  

We sat there for what seemed like hours, but what could have really only been twenty or thirty 

minutes. That thing—I couldn’t begin to remember what she’d called it—was circling overhead 

and roaring down at us. It couldn’t seem to figure out how to get to us through the trees, which 

was, in my opinion, a good thing. Suddenly, there was an answering roar. I froze—oh, great, it had 

friends! Mom stood up, a huge smile on her face.  

“He’s here to get us.” How did she know that was our ride and not that thing’s buddies? Then 

the second thing roared again. I listened hard to the roars above us, and I understood what she 

meant; it was a little different. I couldn’t exactly explain how it was different. I just knew it was, 

somehow. Mom took my hand, and we began to walk back toward the road. She was still smiling 

brightly. “We have to get to an open area; they can’t get through the trees any more than the wyvern 

can. Not without destroying half the forest, anyway.” I wondered what exactly a wyvern was. I 

also wondered what exactly our ride was and who the “he” was that came with it. I figured now 

wasn’t the time for a game of twenty questions. We made it to the edge of the forest, stayed just 

inside the tree line, and waited. We heard a lot of roaring and large wings beating the air. Were the 

creatures fighting? I wondered, just a little worried about maybe ending up in the middle of a war 

of battling creatures of immense size.  

A short time later, a large crimson dragon landed on the road in front of us, followed closely 

by a smaller emerald dragon. No kidding—dragons, honest-to-goodness dragons. This night had 

gotten seriously strange. I brushed a hand across my forehead. I was still hot; I wanted to tell my 

mom. She only had eyes for the dragons in the road. I turned back to see what was so interesting. 

A man climbed down off the crimson dragon, patting the dragon and saying something to it before 

walking toward where we stood. The man was the last thing I saw before I passed out.  

  


