


Briar and Oakley were out for a stroll, deep in the 
forest where sunlight would roll. Birds sang sweet, 
the  air  danced with  charm,  when Briar  gasped, 
clutching  Oakley's  arm.  "Did  you  see  that  glow 
between those trees?" she whispered, trembling 
head to knees. "Let’s take a peek," Oakley replied, 
as curiosity opened wide. Beneath mossy roots and 
petals of red, a magical egg shimmered, resting in 
its bed. Eyes aglow, they both agreed: a quest had 
begun with incredible speed!





"A dragon's egg!" Oakley cried in delight, "We found 
it today, right here in plain sight!" Briar knelt close, 
her voice gentle and low, "We'll keep you safe, just 
so  you know."  The egg  pulsed softly,  almost  as 
if to agree, shimmering brighter for both kids to 
see. "We'll guard you and care for you night and 
day, no matter what dangers might come our way!" 
Heartbeats in sync, their bond grew strong, they 
promised to keep the dragon where it belonged.





Suddenly,  wind  rustled  leaves  by  their  heads, 
carrying secrets from long-ago threads. "The last 
of  its  kind,"  a  voice  seemed  to  say,  "Protect  it 
well, don’t let danger sway." Briar whispered, "Did 
you hear that too, Oakley?" He nodded, his eyes 
shining brightly and smokey. "We’ll follow our hearts 
and the wind’s  advice,"  Oakley planned bravely, 
determined and nice. The forest stood watch as 
the children prepared, two hearts and an egg, all 
perfectly paired.





They built a small nest of moss and fern, keeping 
it secret at every turn. Oakley and Briar took turns 
standing guard, whispering to the egg in the moonlit 
yard.  "Rest  easy,  little  dragon,  safe  you will  be, 
hidden away where no one can see." Briar sang 
softly a lullaby tune, while Oakley dreamed under a 
silvery moon. The egg glowed warmly, all snuggled 
in tight, promising a magical morning light.





One morning loud footsteps echoed near, causing 
both children to freeze in fear. "Someone’s coming!" 
Oakley hissed quick, while Briar covered the egg 
with a sturdy stick. Between tree trunks appeared 
a nosy raccoon, sniffing and searching in the light of 
the noon. "Shoo, shoo!" whispered Briar, waving her 
hand, as Oakley tossed berries across the land. With 
giggles and teamwork, they saved the day, making 
sure the raccoon finally scampered away.





Oakley noticed Briar’s worried frown, "Taking shifts 
is tough—let’s write it down!" Together they crafted 
a careful plan, marking schedules as only clever 
kids can. "With lists and turns we’ll both get rest," 
said Oakley, "It really is best!" Briar smiled, keeping 
her promise near, "Our dragon will hatch because 
we  always  stay  near."  Their  friendship  grew  as 
day turned to night, making keeping a secret feel 
perfectly right.





Early one dawn, a sound did appear—a tap and a 
scratch, so delicate and clear. "It’s hatching!" Briar 
squealed, eyes wide with delight, as Oakley knelt 
down in the soft golden light. Little cracks zigzagged 
over  shimmering  shell,  "Hang  on,  little  dragon, 
all will be well!" They whispered encouragement, 
hearts beating fast, as the shell opened up at long 
last. A tiny nose poked out to say hi, wings unfurling 
to greet the bright sky.





With twinkling scales and gentle eyes, the hatchling 
emerged, to their surprise. "Hello, Glimmer!" Briar 
named with a grin, as the baby dragon wobbled, 
skinny and thin. Oakley reached out—a hand gentle 
and slow—while Glimmer blinked, as if saying hello. 
The dragon trilled softly, a magical song, filling the 
woods as friends all belonged. They hugged in a 
circle, laughter so sweet—their very own dragon, a 
brand new heartbeat.





Glimmer grew quickly under their wing, learning 
about forests and everything. Briar taught kindness; 
Oakley  taught  play,  and  soon  Glimmer  was 
flying through sunbeams each day.  They played 
hide-and-seek under towering trees, chasing the 
wind, as easy as a breeze. "You’re part of our family 
now," Briar would say, as Glimmer curled up at the 
end of each day. The forest glowed with laughter so 
bright, dragon and children—a perfect delight.





Noise in the forest—someone drew near, a village 
boy with curiosity clear. Oakley whispered, "Let's 
find out who," while Briar hid Glimmer out of view. 
The boy saw only shadows, nothing amiss, and left 
the woods with a puzzled wish. "We must be careful 
and never boast," Oakley said softly, "that matters 
most." Carefully guarding their magical friend, the 
children stayed watchful until the trend's end.





With villagers curious, their courage was tried, but 
Briar and Oakley always would hide. Glimmer grew 
wisdom, learning to blend—like mist in the trees or 
wind round the bend. Each day brought adventure, 
but also care, making sure Glimmer stayed hidden 
somewhere. "We’re in this together," Briar would 
proclaim, and Oakley nodded, feeling the same. 
Their friendship and dragon stood strong through 
the days, protected by love in the forest’s maze.





As seasons changed, Glimmer soared overhead, 
while Briar and Oakley watched, smiles widespread. 
"One day," Oakley said, "you’ll fly free, over valleys 
and  mountains,  wild  as  can  be."  Briar  hugged 
Glimmer, a tear in her eye, "But always remember, 
never say goodbye." The dragon sang sweetly, a 
promise in song—together in heart, they’d always 
belong. Magic, adventure, and love intertwined, they 
saved the last dragon, one of a kind.
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