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Dear Reader, 

if you get to Dragonia, look for a girl with
dark hair walking around with her dragon that answers to the name
Moonshine okay? We are sick. And we’re not getting
better. 

if I die we both die. But if she dies I will
die too or I will be cursed. 

Please help us. 

 


- starfire. 

 

P.S. I’m only nine.


Chapter 1

 


August 28—my birthday. 

My dragon Moonshine and I flew to the river
to catch some fish, the hunger too much to bare. It took half the
day, but we finally caught three of them and started a fire with
Moonshine’s dragonbreath in a pit I dug. 

I handed two fish that had finally finished
cooking to Moonshine. She realized after she ate them that I’d only
had one and looked over at me guiltily as I held out the other half
of the last one. 

I smiled and said, “It’s alright, Moonshine,
this is enough to fill me up. You need your strength.” 

She snorted and placed her head on her
talons. 

Yeah, right… you need it
too… she told me. 

Dragons and their dragon riders communicate
with each other through thought. That’s one of the first signs that
you two are bound together and meant to be together. 

I walked over to her and patted her
neck. 

“Wanna go fly?” I asked
her. 

Moonshine’s eyes lit up. 

The only other thing that
loved to fly besides me was Moonshine. Which I guess was good,
because she was a dragon after all. 

I laughed again and jumped onto her back. She
blew out the fire in one quick breath, and her powerful muscles
carried us above the trees and, soon, above the clouds. 

Scrape the
river! I told her. 

She gleefully obeyed. 

I bent down to touch the water with my
fingers, and saw fish chasing us, trying to nibble them.

I giggled. 

Moonshine looked back at me and chuckled as
the wind whipped my black hair all around me. 

I looked up.

But not quick enough. 

“Moonshine! Look out!” I
screamed. 

When she looked up, it was too
late. 

She twisted her tail around to push me off,
and smacked right into the cliff wall. She burst into flames and
then disintegrated into a million tiny little pieces that floated
down with me. 

I felt the water swallow me
up. I was kicking and screaming, losing more and more air from my
lungs, but I didn’t care. I just lost the only thing in my life. I had nothing but my
dragon. Nothing. 

I couldn’t see which way was up or which way
was down. I was spiraling in an endless mass of bubbles. My head
was whirring like a tornado. Only one thought had remained in my
mind through the confusion and spinning as I blacked out. 

It’s
over. 

 

“Come on, Girl,” someone
whistles. “You’ve got to go get your scales
cleaned.” 

Four years had passed and I figured out my
fate. I didn’t die, obviously; I was, instead, cursed with being a
water-dragon for eternity—or at least until I die, which I’d much
rather. 

I’ve always have nightmares of that memory
ever since that night I ‘supposedly drowned’ at age nine. 

When I’d turned into a
dragon, a farmer found me upstream and unconscious in the
Resverbreak River, the one I’d fallen into. He had strapped me to
his wagon to sell me. He eventually took me to this wretched place—the Dragonstables. No one knew at all I was a
homeless little girl named Starfire. They called me
Blackfire, because I was
‘mean’ and I never answered when my caretakers called me. If only
they knew it wasn’t my real name… but I guess they just thought I
had a black heart made of coal or stone or something. Others called
me Stupid or Brainless because I was stubborn, or Black
Rose because of my pink-and-black-spotted
body. 

They all saw I was miserable when I first
stepped foot in this place. They just didn’t know why, is all, and
they didn’t care, either. The Dragonstables are one of the most
expensive dragon captivities in all of Dragonia, and supposedly the
best. They didn’t understand how I was so unhappy in a place like
this. 

I think I’d rather them not know why. Then
they’d just rub it in my face and call me a pansy. 

Moonshine… she was a great
dragon. A rare water dragon. She was bright sky blue and almost ten years
old. She had had a golden star right between her eyes and a long
tail with a fin at the tip that was shaped like an oak leaf. She
was everything I could ever ask for, especially since I had no
family to go to or be with. 

She was my dragon and I was her rider. When
there are both together, the rider has a special power that the
dragon gives them. Mine was telepathy. I could read people’s mind,
but only people without a dragon. I was also born with a power,
which goes hand-in-hand with my dragon-given power that carried
over when I became a dragon.

I can speak through thought. All I have to do
is point my thoughts at that person, and they can hear
me. 

I don’t do it at all anymore, though. Not
since Moonshine… and besides, I wouldn’t want people lining up to
become my rider. It just doesn’t work that way. I think.

When Moonshine and I were together, when I
was on her back, we controlled water, we could do anything we
wanted—the sky was the limit. When we were together, starvation was
forgotten. Worrying about a home disappeared from our minds. The
pain and suffering was drowned out with our laughter. We had grown
up together, and when Moonshine died, and hit the face of that
cliff, my heart was taken, ripped out of my chest, stomped on, and
stuck in a meat grinder. It was torn into pieces, shattered in my
chest. Now every breath I take is in regret, every time I fly, I
feel my hatred toward myself. My long, thin body is curved with my
feelings every time I move. My scale colors were thought to be the
colors of the light I would find through the thickness of this
misery—so my caretakers said. My eyes are—and will always be bright
blue, the color of Moonshine’s scales, the color of my dead
dragon. 

People say that dragons can cry, but I’ve
tried, and this dragon doesn’t. Can’t.
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