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Dedication

To my dearest Little Dinky Doo,

From the very moment you came into this world, you filled my heart with a love deeper than words can express. Every smile, every laugh, every little step you take lights up my life in ways I never imagined possible. This book is a small token of the boundless joy and endless pride I feel being your grandma.

I love you beyond the moon and stars, beyond time and space — now and forever, always holding you close in my heart.
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​Introduction
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HAVE YOU EVER DREAMED of stepping into a place where dinosaurs are real, where valleys glow with hidden secrets, and where one small choice can lead to the biggest adventure of all?

Jaxon has. And one ordinary day, he finds himself in a land where the trees are taller than castles, the rivers sparkle like treasure, and every corner hides a surprise—sometimes friendly, sometimes... not so much.

In The Lost Egg of Ember Valley, Jaxon’s world is about to grow bigger than he ever thought possible. He’ll meet dinosaurs of all shapes and sizes, discover an egg with a secret of its own, and learn that bravery doesn’t mean being the strongest—it means daring to keep going, even when you’re scared.

This book is for curious hearts, wild imaginations, and anyone who has ever wondered, “What if?”

So grab your backpack, hold on tight, and get ready to explore. The Lost Egg is waiting, and the adventure is about to begin!




​Chapter 1: The Mysterious Egg Rock

Jaxon loved exploring. Every afternoon, as soon as the last bell rang at school, he would grab his worn-out backpack, tighten the straps, and race through the winding trails of the forest behind his house. The woods were like a secret world—full of hidden paths, moss-covered rocks, towering trees, and the songs of birds and buzzing insects.

Today, the air was warmer than usual, almost sticky with summer heat, even though it was late September. The sun hung low in the sky, painting everything golden and fiery, like the world was on the edge of something new. Jaxon felt it deep in his bones—a buzz of excitement, like the forest itself was whispering secrets to him.

He pushed through a thicket of brambles, careful not to snag his jacket, and stumbled onto a small clearing surrounded by ancient oaks. Here, the ground was soft with fallen leaves, and a faint scent of pine and earth filled the air. Pip, his tiny squirrel friend, darted ahead, his bushy tail flicking with energy.

“Wait up, Pip!” Jaxon called, laughing as the squirrel vanished behind a fallen log.

Jaxon knelt and brushed away some leaves when something caught his eye—a round shape glinting faintly beneath the debris. His heart skipped.

He leaned closer, fingers trembling with curiosity. It was an egg-shaped rock—but not just any rock. This one shimmered softly, almost glowing from within, as if a tiny flame was trapped inside.

Carefully, he dug around it, loosening the earth and lifting it out. The surface was smooth and warm, like it had been baked by the sun or some hidden fire. The rock pulsed gently in his palm, sending a tingle up his arm.

“Pip!” Jaxon whispered, holding the glowing egg out to his furry friend. The squirrel twitched his nose, eyes wide and alert.

Jaxon’s mind raced. Where could this have come from? How had it ended up here, hidden in the woods?

He wrapped the egg carefully in the sleeve of his jacket, feeling the warmth seep through the fabric. Whatever it was, it felt alive—like it was waiting for him.

With a last look around the clearing, Jaxon stood and started back toward home. The sun was dipping lower, the shadows stretching and thickening between the trees. Birds chirped their final songs of the day.

As he walked, his thoughts wandered. Could this be from one of the dinosaur legends he’d read about in his favorite books? The stories of Ember Valley spoke of ancient creatures long thought extinct, but some said they still roamed hidden parts of the world.

Jaxon smiled at the idea. Maybe this egg rock was a sign that those legends were true.

That night, Jaxon lay in bed staring at the glowing egg on his bedside table. The room was dark except for the warm light pulsing from the rock, casting dancing shadows on the walls. His heart hammered with excitement and a little fear.

He reached out and touched the rock gently. It was almost hot to the touch now, like it had a heartbeat of its own.

Outside, the wind whispered against the window, carrying the scent of rain and wildflowers.

Jaxon’s eyes fluttered shut, and soon he drifted into a deep sleep.

In his dreams, he was no longer in his room but standing in a lush jungle, the air thick with mist and the cries of strange creatures. The ground trembled beneath his feet as giant shapes moved through the trees.

Before him, the egg rock cracked open with a sharp crackling sound. A tiny dinosaur hatchling emerged, its scales shining like polished amber, eyes bright with curiosity and intelligence.

“Jaxon,” the little dinosaur whispered, “Your journey has just begun.”

Jaxon reached out to touch the creature, and in that moment, the jungle faded away, replaced by the quiet of his bedroom.

Morning light spilled through the curtains. Jaxon awoke with a start, heart pounding. He looked around, half expecting to see the hatchling beside him.

The egg rock still rested on his table, glowing softly. But now, a thin crack zigzagged across its surface.

From inside came a faint chirping sound.

Jaxon’s mind raced. Could the egg really be hatching?

He grabbed his backpack, stuffed it with a notebook, flashlight, water bottle, a sandwich his mom had made, and his trusty pocketknife. With trembling hands, he wrapped the egg rock carefully in his jacket and tucked it inside the pack.

“Ready for an adventure, Pip?” he asked his squirrel friend, who chirped back eagerly.

Outside, the world was waking up. Birds sang in the trees, and the wind carried the scent of damp earth and growing things.

Jaxon set off toward Ember Valley—the place his grandfather had told him stories about when he was little. Stories about dinosaurs that had once walked these lands and vanished into legend.

Jaxon was determined to find out the truth.

As he walked, the forest seemed alive with possibility. A distant rumble shook the ground—a low, rolling sound like thunder, but deeper and more powerful. Jaxon stopped, heart pounding.

“Did you hear that, Pip?”

The squirrel’s ears twitched.

The sound faded, but the feeling remained. Something was out there. Something waiting.

The sun was just beginning to rise over the rolling hills of Ember Valley, casting a warm golden light across the dew-kissed grass. Jaxon wandered along the edge of the forest, his curious eyes scanning the ground for anything unusual. The air was crisp and fresh, filled with the sounds of chirping birds and rustling leaves.

​His foot caught on something hard and smooth partially buried beneath a blanket of moss and fallen leaves. Kneeling down, Jaxon brushed away the dirt to reveal a large, strange rock. It was unlike any stone he had ever seen before—rounded and speckled with flecks of iridescent colors that shimmered in the morning light.

Heart pounding with excitement, Jaxon carefully lifted the rock, feeling its surprisingly warm surface in his hands. It felt alive, almost humming softly, as if waiting for something. He looked around, half-expecting someone else to be there to share this discovery—but the valley was silent, peaceful, and still.

Suddenly, a faint crack appeared on the rock’s surface. Jaxon’s breath caught as the crack widened, glowing softly from within. Tiny vibrations traveled through his fingers. The rock was more than just a rock—it was an egg. A dinosaur egg.

His mind raced with possibilities—what kind of creature could be inside? What adventures awaited?

Just then, the egg shook gently, and a small crack formed at the top, a tiny beak poking through. Jaxon’s eyes widened in wonder.

“This is just the beginning,” he whispered. The valley seemed to hold its breath, as if watching alongside him. From the glowing egg, a tiny, scaly head emerged—a spark of life and hope that would change everything. Jaxon grinned. The adventure was just beginning.



Chapter 2: Into Ember Valley

Jaxon’s feet crunched softly on the gravel road as he followed the winding path toward Ember Valley. The valley lay just beyond the hills that cradled his town, a place wrapped in stories and secrets older than anyone alive. His grandfather had always said it was where the earth still held echoes of a prehistoric world.

Today, with the glowing egg rock safe in his backpack, the stories suddenly felt very real.

The air smelled fresh with pine and wildflowers, and the morning sun filtered through the canopy of leaves above. Pip scurried ahead, darting between tree roots and sniffing at patches of moss.

Jaxon’s mind replayed the dream—the jungle, the tiny dinosaur, the whispered promise of adventure. Could it really happen? Was he about to discover something no one else had seen for millions of years?

He tightened his backpack straps and pushed on. The narrow trail led him through thick ferns and tangled bushes, where the sounds of the forest came alive: chirping birds, rustling leaves, and the distant babble of a creek.

Suddenly, a sharp crack echoed through the trees.

Jaxon froze, heart pounding. Pip chattered nervously, darting back to his side.

“Probably just a branch,” Jaxon whispered, though his voice trembled. Still, a part of him hoped it was something more.

The path opened into a small clearing. The sunlight spilled across a carpet of wildflowers, and in the distance, the towering cliffs of Ember Valley rose like ancient sentinels.

Jaxon stepped forward and spotted a weathered wooden sign nailed to a tree:

Welcome to Ember Valley — Keep to the Trail

He smiled. This was it. The place where adventure would begin.

Jaxon sat on a fallen log to catch his breath. He took out the egg rock wrapped in his jacket. The faint glow was stronger now, pulsing steadily like a heartbeat.
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