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One

	Cyril

	 

	Emma yawned as wide as a hippo yawns and stretched her arms and legs, as the sun beamed in through her bedroom window catching her peachy face. Her eyelids batted open, and she looked around her bedroom. Her bedroom.

	“My bedroom! I’m home!” Emma shouted.

	She kicked the covers off, jumped up and out from her four-poster bed, and rushed over to a large window overlooking her lawn. She was home, in her castle back on Earth.

	How could this be?

	All the trees were there, as was the drawbridge, the moat – and, best of all, not a dragon in sight! She rubbed her eyes again and again until they became red, and yet it was all still there - minus the dragons.

	“Fab!”

	She skipped and leaped over to her bathroom like a ballerina, turned the tap, and splashed cold water onto her face multiple times; until her face and blonde hair were drenched, and she was dripping. She looked in the mirror, her mirror, her bathroom with the golden taps, the huge Jacuzzi … Unbelievable! She was still there.

	“Yes!” 

	Ten year-old Emma pulled open her bedroom door and ran down the spiral staircase of her castle, with its huge ceilings and red-tiled floor. She pulled on a rope and the drawbridge lowered. She crossed the drawbridge in a flash, and went outside to meet a bright sunny day, a clear blue sky and still no dragons. Wonderful!

	“I’m so happy!”

	Emma’s smile could not get any bigger as she went over to the mango tree, the one that she was sure had been burnt down by Jellybean the Dragon, and picked a few mangoes. Then she went over to a cotton candy tree and plucked some cotton candy which she tucked into straight away. The pink fluffy cotton candy was super sweet.

	“Yum!”

	With her mangoes in hand she skipped back over the drawbridge and into her castle, then headed for her kitchen. She tossed the mangoes into her juicer and switched it on, watching as the fresh juice poured out into a glass.

	She took her glass of mango juice, went back outside, and sat down upon her chaise longue. She sipped her mango juice and admired all her trees. Some of the trees had bells rather than leaves. Bells? And the bells were moving like they would in a clock tower when it reached the hour. This was odd.

	All of a sudden the bells sounded – like an alarm – and they were ringing everywhere. Emma dropped her glass of mango juice and covered her ears. “What is that?”

	“Err… Princesses Emma?” Cyril the Dragon said. “Princesses Emma, is you wakey?”

	Where did that voice come from? It sounded familiar. Oh no! No, no, no.

	Emma stirred herself awake and saw Cyril the Dragon - an overweight, blue and green dragon with ten-meter-long wings, a huge thick tail, and a super huge belly the size of a small car. He was shaking her so hard that Emma felt like it was an earthquake.

	“Nooooo!”

	“Yes, yes, yes,” Cyril said.
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	“So it wasn’t a dream. Jellybean did burn down my mango tree.” Emma pouted then scrunched up her sheets.

	“What not is a dream, Princesses, err, Emma?”

	“Stop calling me that.”

	“Okay, Princesses.”

	“I meant, stop calling me princess.”

	“Err… So what is I be calling you?”

	“Emma!”

	“Okey-dokeys Emma!”

	“Why did you wake me? I was having such a sweet dream. I was back home in my castle, having some mango juice and there were no dragons anywhere. It was fab.”

	“Is sounding like…. whatsits... nightmare!”

	Emma rolled her eyes at Cyril. “What do you want?”

	“Jellybean is, err, dragon-napped!”

	“What’s dragon-napped?” Emma sat up in bed.

	“Is liking kidnapped. Somebody is taking Jellybean and he ain’t want.”

	“He ain’t want what?”

	“Go.”

	“Oh. How do you know he’s been dragon-napped? Maybe he’s just gone for a walk, or to some other planet to burn down somebody else’s mango tree.” Emma ground her teeth. Why did Jellybean have to burn down the mango tree? Still, what with that super earthquake destroying Earth, she guessed it didn’t really matter.

	“Cos was a note there was.”

	“What kind of note?”

	“A note saying, ‘We ’as Jellybean’.”

	“Who does?”

	“I’s ain’t sure, but King Buttercup is wanting to talks with yous.” Cyril grabbed Emma up by the scruff of her nightshirt and lifted her out of bed.

	“What are you doing? Let me down!”

	“Okey-dokeys!” Cyril let go of Emma and she fell with a bump on her bottom on the cold concrete slab floor.

	“Gently!”

	She really hated dragons. 

	 


Two

	Note

	 

	In the magnificent golden throne room that was big enough for London buses to drive through, and more lavish than any room at the Palace of Versailles – golden furniture upholstered in fire-proof silk, jewels within the tiled floor, the heads of stuffed knights mounted on the walls – Emma traipsed down and headed for the wrinkled, gray-haired King Buttercup, who was as big as three African elephants and perched upon his throne. From one ear protruded an ear trumpet – an old fashioned hearing aid.

	“Your Majesty.” Emma curtseyed.

	“Is Princess Emma here?” shouted King Buttercup.

	“Yes, your err Majesties, Emma is being here.” Cyril pointed at Emma who was still in mid-curtsey.

	I really miss Jellybean now!

	“Your Majesty, remember that I’m not a princess, I’m a guitarist.”

	“You’re a what?”

	“A guitarist. I play guitar.”

	“What’s a guitar?” 

	“A stringed musical instrument. I played it at the guitar battle when Fillmore lost his arms, remember?” King Buttercup was a very forgetful dragon. How old was he? She’d heard that he might be almost 800.

	“What on Zanu are you talking about? Regardless, Jellybean has been taken!”

	“I know, Cyril told me. Are you sure?”

	“Of course I’m sure! There’s a note. Here.”

	King Buttercup flung the crinkled note over to Cyril who then gave it to Emma. The note was on headed paper that read ‘Camelot’.

	“Camelot?”

	“Yes, knights is living there. Thems bad, always wanting to hurts me, King Buttercups, Jellybean and alls dragons.”

	Probably because you burnt down their mango trees.

	Emma looked back down at the note. “’We have Jellybean the Dragon. If you want to see him alive again, King Buttercup must surrender his throne and the planet of Zanu. Yours sincerely, King Arthur.’ What does surrender mean?”

	 “What?” shouted King Buttercup.

	“SURRENDER. WHAT DOES SURRENDER MEAN?”

	“To give up. Are you a twit?”

	“How did this happen? How did they catch Jellybean?”

	“Last we is knowing Jellybean was snoozies, then when I goes to him this morning he ain’t there, but I sees note.”

	“But Jellybean’s huge and… he’s a dragon! How is this possible? Didn’t anybody hear?”

	“Dragons is biggest snorers ever.”

	“I never heard any snoring.”

	“Cos every night Jellybean’s is putting ‘Dreamy, Snoozy’ into yours warm milkies.”

	Emma had been having the best nights’ sleep she’d ever had while she’d been on Planet Zanu, and she’d thought it was because the dragons were so exhausting that she didn’t even need to try to sleep. She often caught herself yawning around them.
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	“But he’s still a dragon! Couldn’t he have roasted them like he did my mango tree?”

	“No. The evil knights used ‘Dreamy, Snoozy’ on Jellybean,” said King Buttercup.

	Cyril showed the empty bottle of ‘Dreamy, Snoozy’ to Emma. She held it upside down but nothing came out. “You have more of this stuff, right?”

	“I’s not sure. Jellybean is being only one err knowing where it is.”

	“You mean that I won’t be able to sleep again unless we get Jellybean back?”

	“Our snoring is so loud that we have reinforced, triple-glazing windows! Even if I blow hot fire onto them, nothing happens.”

	“Oh dear, I shan’t ever sleep again.” Emma rubbed her face and looked up at the ceiling. “Can’t you just surrender then?”

	“What did she say?” 

	“She says…” Cyril started.

	“I know what she said! Surrender? To Camelot? Preposterous! We shall never surrender. No, the only way is for you to rescue Jellybean.”

	“Pardon?”

	“Are you deaf?” shouted King Buttercup. “I SAID, ‘YOU HAVE TO RESCUE JELLYBEAN’. Why don’t people listen anymore?”

	Emma didn’t like this King, even if he was a cotton candy short of a cotton candy tree. “I heard you! Why me? I’m just a guitarist.”

	“If you should want to sleep again then you must rescue Jellybean. Once you have, then we will declare war on those evil, murdering knights.”
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