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Chapter One
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FRIDAY

I had so many ideas for a story, and I couldn’t write any of them down.

Mrs Fletcher was talking about the many hidden meanings of a small play; I was supposed to be concentrating on what she was saying, but I just couldn’t focus because if I did, the brilliant ideas flowing through my mind would disappear.

It didn’t matter if this class was the last one of today. The ideas would disappear anyway if I didn’t get them down on paper.

“Why do you think the curtains are white in this scene?” Mrs Fletcher’s expectant gaze roamed around the class, at the raised hands and the unraised.

Don’t pick on me, don’t pick on me, don’t...

“Sarah?”

I almost sighed with relief.

“I think they’re white because the focus in this scene is on Lily, and she’s quite a cold person. There’s no warmth to her at all, and she seems to leech the joy out of everything.”

Leech the joy. That was a good phrase. I needed to write that...oh, yeah. I couldn’t.

“Everyone, look through the scene descriptions and jot down anything you think is important or relevant,” said Mrs Fletcher. “You have twenty minutes.”

Perfect.

I shook back my messy brown hair, pushed my glasses up my nose and opened my notepad to two blank pages; one was for what Mrs Fletcher had asked us to do and the other was for me.

The Great Dragon Heist

OK, that wasn’t the best title for a story, but it was a work in progress.

Character needs coins from a dragon’s lair, but it’s protected by spells (and the dragon). The only ones who can see the spells and get past them are other dragons.

Coins must be stolen. Why? Is character being blackmailed?

Two very small or young dragons – Sapphire and Amethyst. They’re sisters, bonded to a girl.

Main character: girl who has dragons or person who needs the coins?

Big scary dragon and Big Scary Guy who is bonded to it.

Shy green dragon – befriends Amethyst and Sapphire

Character who needs coins is son of local lord. Parents are sick and a witch says she’ll give him the cure if he brings her the coins. She’s the villain

Dragon girl is called

What could be a good name for her? It needed to be something sweet and gentle.

Dragon girl is called Anabel. She lives with her grandfather in a little cottage. Sapphire and Amethyst are hand-raised. Anabel has the dragon-gift, but it’s not as strong as Big Scary Guy.

Lord’s son fancies her but doesn’t know how to tell her. His name is Henry.

Use “leech the joy” somewhere

I glanced at the clock. That was five minutes gone; I needed to take some notes on the play in case Mrs Fletcher called on me. I needed to take notes on the play anyway.

My phone buzzed gently in my bag, but I didn’t check to see who texted me. It wasn’t worth it, because if you were caught checking your phone in Mrs Fletcher’s class, Heaven help you.

Quickly, I opened the play at a random page and started taking notes on the various sets described. Sarah was right about Lily: she just never seemed to be happy. Everything had to be perfect with her, especially her children.

That was a good point.

I got so absorbed in what I was doing that I almost jumped when Mrs Fletcher said: “That’s twenty minutes. So, what have you noticed about the sets? Teagan, how about you?”

“Her house is pristine. Everything must be perfect, because she is a perfectionist and the set needs to reflect that.”

Mrs Fletcher nodded her approval. “Good choice of word there: pristine. That could mean the house is either still in its original condition, or that it is spotless and clean. Would you say both of those meanings apply?”

“Yes. When George and Teresa step onto the set – and their mum’s house – it’s like they’re stepping back into childhood. She’s still got them under her spell. And the place is spotless and clean.” Something occurred to me. “Lily says she’s always firing maids, so maybe they’re not keeping it in a good enough condition for her.”

“Well spotted. Carl, what can you tell us?”

When the class was over, I stuffed my books into my bag and took the opportunity to check my phone.

Work finished early – I’ll give you a lift home. See you outside the campus main entrance. Dad x

––––––––
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I saw him waiting outside the gate, a huge smile on his face.

“Sorry I couldn’t bring the car any closer.”

“That’s OK, Dad. I don’t mind at all. Did you have a good day?”

“Oh, not bad for a Monday.” Dad pointed at a nearby tree. “Looks like the blossom’s on its way.”

A voice called from behind us: “Hey, Greg! How are you doing?”

Dad turned around. “Hi, Eddie. Teagan, have you met him? He’s on my Wednesday quiz team.”

Wednesday was quiz night down at the pub. 

“I don’t think I have.”

Eddie shook my hand. “You’re the future author, then!”

Oh boy. What had Dad told him? “I...er...”

“Yup, this is her!” Dad put a hand on my shoulder. “She writes so well, the scenes just come floating off the page.”

I blushed so hard that my cheeks burned. “Dad!”

“It’s true, Teagan; you’re a talented writer. And I can’t wait for the world to know about it.”

“Better go and collect my own offspring,” Eddie said. “See you on Wednesday, Greg; great to meet you, Teagan. Let me know when you get published. I’m going to want my book signed!”

––––––––
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There were so many things I had to do this evening – one of the most important being the start of a Media Studies assignment. And, of course, I had to jot down more ideas for The Great Dragon Heist, although that could wait until much later this evening. After supper, perhaps, or before bed.

But there was something more important to do first. 

Logging into my email shouldn’t have felt so exciting, but I’d submitted my most recent story post yesterday and I couldn’t help wondering: what if he’d left a comment?
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