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CHAPTER 1
A FEW MORE DAYS

Come and get it, every one!”
Callum’s ears perked up.  There was a gnawing hole 

in his stomach where food should have been. It seemed 
like Lujanne had been preparing breakfast for ages.  Wasn’t she a 
mage?  Couldn’t she just conjure something up?

Callum hurried over to the long wooden  table nestled in the 
clearing. He took a seat and looked around the caldera for Rayla. 
It still felt strange to be friends with a Moonshadow elf, especially 
an assassin sent to kill his  little  brother. But he and Ezran— the 
two princes of Katolis— were still alive and Rayla was now one of 
the best friends Callum had ever had. He  didn’t see her, though. 
Maybe she was sleeping in for once.

“ ’Morning, Callum!” Ezran said, coming up  behind his 
 brother. “Boy, am I hungry! But I think Bait is even hungrier.” 
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Ezran motioned to the pet glow toad at his feet.
Callum glanced at Bait, marveling at his  little  brother’s ability 

to perceive what animals  were feeling. Callum himself could 
usually tell Bait’s mood by the hue of his color- changing skin, 
but Bait’s teal- spotted yellow skin  hadn’t changed—he was just 
as grumpy as ever. (Of course,  those who knew Bait well knew 
that under neath the façade of “grump”  there was  great loyalty, 
courage, and even grumpy love.)

“Oh, his skin  didn’t give him away,” Ezran said. “And he  didn’t 
tell me in glow toad  either. He communicated with the universal 
language— tummy growling!” Ezran chuckled. “But I think Zym 
is the hungriest of all.”

Azymondias, the Dragon Prince whom they all called “Zym,” 
romped over to Ezran and Callum. Only a week ago, this adorable, 
puppy- like dragon with long eyelashes and a tender heart was 
inside an egg. And now he was out— hatched and healthy! It 
was a  little hard to believe that Zym was destined to become 
a massive, epic archdragon. Callum patted the dragon on the 
head, and Zym immediately nipped at his fin gers.

“Hang on, buddy,” Callum said. “Breakfast is coming.”
“Whoa! Ava! Come back  here, girl!”
A huge wolf burst into the clearing, followed by Ellis. Ellis was 

the brave girl who’d led them up the Cursed Caldera in search 
of the Moon mage Lujanne. Years ago, Lujanne had healed 
Ellis’s wolf pet, Ava. Ava was massive, but despite her size, she 
was as tame (and as fluffy) as a kitten. She was missing a leg 
due to an old injury, but she  didn’t seem to notice or care. Ava 
gave Zym a big lick on the cheek.
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Callum sighed, feeling lucky  they’d met all  these new  people 
and creatures on their journey.  After all, Zym might not ever 
have hatched if Callum and Ezran  hadn’t met Ellis and Ava and 
Lujanne.

He also felt lucky he was about to consume the most 
tantalizing dishes he had ever seen.

“Elves and  humans over  here,” Lujanne said, pointing to the 
garland- covered  table. “And  those with three or more legs can sit 
 there, with Phoe- Phoe.” Lujanne gestured to a nearby clearing 
where her pet, the im mense moon phoenix Phoe- Phoe, was 
standing. Phoe- Phoe guarded four large bowls with her spread 
feathers, but Callum could see that the dishes  were heaped with 
squiggling worm- things. Ava, Zym, and Bait hopped over to 
Phoe- Phoe and immediately began chowing down.

“You named your pet ‘Phoe- Phoe’?” Ellis asked Lujanne in her 
squeaky voice.

“She’s a moon phoenix,” Lujanne said. “Her name is short for 
Phoenix- Phoenix.”

Phoe- Phoe squawked and flapped her brilliant blue wings 
when she heard her own name.

“Can we try what ever we want?” Callum asked, greedily 
eyeing an iced choco late cake. Ezran had already helped himself 
to a plate of cookies, but Callum  didn’t want to be rude.

“Of course, dear,” Lujanne said sweetly. “The choice is all 
yours.”

“You have the best food up  here,” Ezran garbled. His mouth 
was full and he clutched pastries in both hands. “What’s your 
secret?”
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“Well . . .” Lujanne started. She tapped a long, shapely 
fingernail on her tan cheek. Her lip twitched. “My secret is . . .  
that it’s all fake.” She smiled.

“What do you mean, fake?” Callum asked as he sank his 
teeth into a crispy layered pastry. Nothing had ever tasted more 
flaky, more buttery, more delectable than this delicate tower of 
delight.

“You know, fake,” she said. “ They’re delicious illusions.”
Callum nodded while he chewed, although he had no idea 

what Lujanne was talking about.
“ You’re actually eating grubs,” Lujanne said, still smiling 

sweetly.
Callum froze midbite, and then placed the exquisite treat 

he was holding back on the  table. He tried to stay focused on the 
melt- in- your- mouth flaky goodness, but now that he knew it was 
a spell, he was starting to detect the writhing larvae that  were 
apparently being disguised by the illusion.

“Oh, you must mean ‘grub’?” Ezran asked. He brushed a few 
long dark curls out of his eyes. “Like as in, ‘Wow, this is some 
good grub!’ ”

Callum looked over at Ezran. His kid  brother was still eating 
with gusto. He wanted to explain to Ezran that  there was no 
cultural misunderstanding over the word grubs, but he was 
too nauseated.

“Um . . .  no,” Lujanne said. “Do you see what Phoe- Phoe 
is eating?”

Callum looked over at the pet area, where the four animals 
had their heads buried in squirming worms. All Callum could 
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hope was that Ezran would swallow his last bite before he 
realized the unpleasant truth.

“That bowl of worms?” Ezran asked tentatively.
“ Those are grubs,” Lujanne said. “Technically not worms, but 

insect larvae. Extremely nutritious!”
Ezran clutched his stomach. Nearby, Ellis continued to chew 

what appeared to be a slice of blueberry choco late pie.
“I  don’t care,” Ellis said. “Worms. Flies. Yesterday’s garbage. 

This illusion pie is the best I’ve ever had.” She cut herself another 
slice as Ezran quietly vomited onto the grass.

“Hey, every body!” Rayla called out, jumping down from a 
hilltop and waving both hands.

Rayla! Callum stood up, desperate to move on from the  whole 
grubs situation.

“Well,  you’re in a good mood,” Ellis said to Rayla.
“It does feel good to have two working hands again,” 

Rayla said. Her pointy ears wiggled with excitement. When 
she caught sight of Ava with only three legs, she looked a 
 little sheepish. “Uh, no offense, Ava.” But Ava just panted happily 
and returned to her grubs.

“Guess what, folks— I can slish and slash with both swords 
again,” Rayla said. She hurled herself up a craggy rock, swung 
both blades around in an exuberant whirl, and then quickly 
folded them away. “I can also clap, do handstands, and do that 
 thing when you finish a nice song and dance.” Rayla clapped, 
tumbled into a handstand, and finished off with perfect form, 
waving both hands in the air.

“That’s so  great, Rayla!” Ezran exclaimed.
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Callum was relieved Rayla’s hand had fully healed. Just a few 
days ago, it had turned a deep and disturbing shade of purple, 
constricted by a tight binding on her wrist. Rayla had magically 
bound herself to killing the  human prince, Ezran. But of course, 
that was before they had gotten to know each other. When Rayla 
de cided she would not follow through on her assassin’s duty, the 
unbreakable binding became tighter and tighter  until it seemed 
her hand might fall off. But the  little dragon Zym had solved the 
prob lem by nibbling off the binding with his baby teeth! Easy 
for Zym, but a true miracle for anyone who  wasn’t a legendary 
dragon.

“And how’s every body  else feeling?” Rayla asked, cupping her 
now healthy hand to her ear.

She received a chorus of enthusiastic responses.
“Glad to hear every one is feeling good!” Rayla went on. She 

looked around mischievously. Then her voice turned from 
playful to deadly serious. “ ’Cause it’s time to go.”

“What? Why?” Callum asked. “We barely just got to the Moon 
Nexus.”

Every one  else groaned in agreement. If nothing  else, Callum 
thought saving and hatching a dragon egg might buy him three 
or four days of rest and relaxation.

But Rayla ignored the griping. “Danger is coming for us, I 
know it. The longer we stay  here, the higher the risk,” she told 
them. “I’m not trying to scare you all, I’m just being realistic.”

“She’s right,” Lujanne said. “The night the Dragon Prince 
was born, I sensed something amiss.” She shook her head. 
“ Those strange purple wisps that  were drawn to the newborn 
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dragon that night— pretty as they  were,  there  were dark forces 
 behind them that are now prob ably pursuing you.”

“Nobody likes dark forces! Which is why—” Rayla signaled it was 
time to go by swinging both hands  toward the foot of the mountain.

“Making good use of  those two hands, huh?” Ezran said.
Callum smiled. His  little  brother had inherited their  mother’s 

sense of humor. Her jokes had often been accompanied by an 
encouraging smile, as Ezran’s was now.

“You bet I am,” Rayla said. “Besides,  we’ve got precious cargo 
to deliver. War is coming, like the world’s never seen,  unless we 
get the wee dragon home to his mom.”

“But Zym— he’s so widdle. He still needs to learn how to fly,” 
Ezran said.

“Ez is right,” Callum said. He was also reluctant to leave the 
relative safety of the Moon Nexus while Zym was still so 
fragile. Plus, he was hoping to learn some Moon magic while 
they  were  here.

“Ezran seems to have a special connection to the dragonling,” 
Lujanne said thoughtfully. She turned to Ezran. “Perhaps you 
could teach him to fly?”

“Me?” Ezran asked. “But I  don’t know how to fly.”
Callum nodded encouragingly at his  little  brother. He was 

sure Ezran was the right person for the job, despite his lack of 
wings.

“I could try,” Ezran fi nally said.
“Good.  We’ll be stronger as a group if Zym can fly,” Callum 

said. “And even stronger if I knew more magic. Maybe you could 
teach me some Moon magic, Lujanne?”
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“I could show you some  things,” she said.
“Ummm, Lujanne, I thought you  were on my side?” Rayla 

said. “Remember, dark forces, purple wisps?”
Lujanne shrugged non committally.
“A few more days, Rayla— that’s all  we’re asking,” Callum 

pleaded. “I wrote a letter to my stepfather to catch him up on 
every thing. I think  there’s a real chance that  he’ll send us help if 
he can. We should hang out for that.”

“A letter to your stepfather? The . . .  king?” Rayla asked.
“Yes. That’s what I said,” Callum replied. He noticed Rayla’s 

face turn even paler than usual. She could clearly use some 
rest too.

“Fine,” Rayla relented. “ We’ll stay one extra day— one! But 
I’m serious about the danger. I’ll keep patrolling. Every one 
 else, stay on your toes.” She looked intently at each member of 
the group, her eyes landing on Zym. “Except you. You work on 
getting off  those toes!” She flapped her hands like wings, and the 
baby dragon seemed to smile in reply.

Callum was glad Rayla was  going to continue patrolling to 
keep them safe— but he was even gladder that he now might 
have enough time to learn some Moon magic.

0i_310_9781338666403.indd   8 4/1/21   9:37 AM


	0000_001_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_002_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_003_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_004_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_005_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_006_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_007_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_008_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_009_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0000_010_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0001_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0002_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0003_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0004_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0005_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0006_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0007_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0008_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0009_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0010_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0011_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0012_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0013_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0014_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0015_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0016_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0017_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0018_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0019_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0020_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0021_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0022_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0023_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0024_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0025_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0026_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0027_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0028_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0029_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0030_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0031_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0032_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0033_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0034_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0035_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0036_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0037_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0038_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0039_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0040_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0041_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0042_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0043_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0044_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0045_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0046_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0047_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0048_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0049_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0050_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0051_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0052_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0053_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0054_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0055_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0056_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0057_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0058_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0059_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0060_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0061_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0062_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0063_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0064_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0065_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0066_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0067_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0068_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0069_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0070_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0071_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0072_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0073_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0074_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0075_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0076_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0077_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0078_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0079_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0080_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0081_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0082_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0083_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0084_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0085_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0086_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0087_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0088_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0089_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0090_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0091_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0092_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0093_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0094_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0095_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0096_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0097_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0098_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0099_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0100_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0101_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0102_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0103_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0104_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0105_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0106_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0107_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0108_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0109_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0110_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0111_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0112_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0113_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0114_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0115_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0116_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0117_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0118_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0119_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0120_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0121_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0122_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0123_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0124_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0125_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0126_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0127_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0128_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0129_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0130_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0131_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0132_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0133_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0134_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0135_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0136_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0137_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0138_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0139_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0140_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0141_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0142_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0143_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0144_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0145_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0146_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0147_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0148_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0149_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0150_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0151_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0152_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0153_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0154_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0155_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0156_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0157_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0158_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0159_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0160_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0161_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0162_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0163_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0164_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0165_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0166_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0167_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0168_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0169_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0170_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0171_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0172_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0173_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0174_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0175_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0176_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0177_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0178_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0179_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0180_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0181_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0182_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0183_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0184_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0185_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0186_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0187_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0188_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0189_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0190_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0191_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0192_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0193_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0194_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0195_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0196_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0197_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0198_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0199_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0200_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0201_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0202_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0203_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0204_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0205_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0206_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0207_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0208_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0209_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0210_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0211_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0212_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0213_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0214_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0215_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0216_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0217_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0218_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0219_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0220_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0221_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0222_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0223_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0224_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0225_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0226_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0227_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0228_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0229_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0230_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0231_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0232_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0233_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0234_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0235_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0236_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0237_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0238_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0239_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0240_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0241_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0242_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0243_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0244_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0245_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0246_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0247_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0248_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0249_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0250_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0251_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0252_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0253_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0254_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0255_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0256_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0257_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0258_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0259_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0260_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0261_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0262_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0263_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0264_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0265_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0266_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0267_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0268_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0269_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0270_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0271_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0272_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0273_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0274_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0275_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0276_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0277_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0278_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0279_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0280_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0281_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0282_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0283_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0284_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0285_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0286_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0287_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0288_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0289_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0290_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0291_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0292_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0293_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0294_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0295_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0296_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0297_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0298_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0299_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0300_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0301_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0302_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0303_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0304_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0305_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0306_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0307_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0308_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0309_9781338666403_interior_epdf
	0310_9781338666403_interior_epdf



