
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



A. WOLVESVARG



Secret Of the Green Dragon

Copyright © 2025 by A. Wolvesvarg

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.


A. Wolvesvarg asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.



First edition

For my family and friends, who believed in me while I chased this story, and for every kid who ever felt like the odd one out—you are not broken, you are magical. I was 13 when I wrote this, proof that you are never too young to dream big, write your own adventures, and discover that your secret strength might just save the day.
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​​The Green Dragon
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Jason the dragon was different.

All around him, dragons glowed red, orange, and gold. Their scales shone like flames in the sunlight. Their breaths sparked hot fire into the air.

Jason’s scales were green. Not red. Not orange. Not gold. Just green, like moss on a stone or leaves in the forest.

When the other dragons laughed, smoke puffed from their noses. When Jason laughed, nothing happened. Not even a spark.

“Why are you so green?” the dragon kids teased. “Are you broken? Are you weak?”

Jason tried to ignore them. He lowered his head and walked away. But their words burned more than any flame.

Only one dragon never teased Jonathan. Jonathan was Jason’s best friend. He had shiny red scales and a wide smile. “Don’t listen to them,” Jonathan said, nudging him. “Come on. Let us play tag.”

Jason followed, but his chest felt heavy. He wished he could fit in. He wished he could breathe fire like the others. But no
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No matter how hard he tried, nothing ever worked.

That evening, when the games were over, Jason climbed to the top of a hill. From there, he could see the Dragon Forest stretching everywhere. The trees looked dark and cool, a secret place calling his name.


Jason whispered to the sky, “Why am I so different?”
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