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			  “You are unacceptable!” the queen yelled. “You shall be banished!”
The witch kneeling before Queen Rosalyn’s golden rose quartz-studded throne scowled. She didn’t like being bossed around, not even by the powerful queen of roses. 
  “Morgana, I never knew you would stoop so low as to kill the prince of dragons,” Queen Rosalyn’s expression was firm and hard. Morgana was ready to explode, but instead, she left with the guards obediently. 
“I shall get my revenge,” Morgana vowed, “And Rosalyn shall pay.”

Prologue
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			  “Sophie!” Mom screeched. I grimaced. I knew Mom would take my A minus grade on my math test very seriously, even though it was my highest grade yet this year. Before I could approach this problem like a mature twelve-year-old, I darted out the front door. I breathed in the cold winter air. My town, Hexmagic, was one of the most beautiful towns, in my opinion. Even though it was in the middle of winter, lush vines and blossoms covered most of the building walls, including the walls of the apartment my Mom and I live in, all shiny from morning dew. The streets were buzzing with traffic, cars honking and trucks beeping.

  I skipped like I didn’t have care in the world, all the way to my favorite place in the town: the Dragonflame Fountain. I found it very soothing. The crystal-clear waters helped me concentrate and think like a mature young adult. The rhythmic sound of running water helped calm my nerves.
  When I was little, Granny used to tell me that the Dragonflame Fountain was a peace offering from the magical and mythical kingdom of dragons. I highly doubt it though, because dragons just weren’t real! At least, according to my friends, Mia and Nivisha. They’ve been trying to convince me that dragons just weren’t real for years and years. But I just longed to see a dragon. Is that so wrong?

Chapter 1: Sophie
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			  I strolled around the willow tree grove. Then the sight in front of me left me speechless. A dragon girl with emerald scales was weaving a flower garland. Her wings looked as soft as silk. When she caught a glimpse of me, I saw that she had emerald green eyes, but they were blank and expressionless. I reluctantly waved hello, but she stared ahead, not even catching my eye. Okay, this is getting weird, and creepy. Just then, a hooded figure appeared in the grove. She was dressed all in purple and she carried a wicker basket in one hand. She took the dragon girl’s hand. 
“Come, darling Elizabelle,” she hissed. I could tell that she was trying to sound old and innocent, but she sounded sharp and evil. There’s something about her that made my eyes narrow with suspicion. But what was even stranger was that Elizabelle had followed her away silently and obediently...

Chapter 2: Elizabelle

  “Hello,” a girl’s voice cut into my thoughts and my peacefulness. I immediately looked up. She stared at my eyes for the longest time. I sighed. Couldn’t I just weave my flower garlands in peace? Before I could tell her to kindly go away, a hooded figure came out of nowhere and grabbed my hand. 
“Come, darling Elizabelle,” she hissed. That’s weird. How did this mysterious figure know my name? But before I could even protest or demand her to stop messing with me, I got up, took her hand, and followed her away.
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			  I struggled to wrestle my hand free, but my hand wouldn’t even budge. My feet couldn’t keep pace with this witch. Suddenly, the surroundings around us changed. Instead of peaceful willow trees swaying in the breeze, I was in a dark forest of looming shadows. Even the flower garland on my neck had wilted. I used my free hand to rip it off and toss it away. 
  Before I knew it, we arrived at a dark and menacing castle. A plaque on top of the entrance read Morgana Castle. Suddenly, what happened finally sank in. Morgana, the witch who killed my brother, Prince Magnus, before I was even born, had me under a hypnotizing spell and led me here! Magnus was the heir of the dragons after my mother, Queen Prism, retires. Morgana is obsessed with killing off heirs. She’s probably here to kill me too! But I won’t let that happen. Never.

Chapter 3: Sophie

I stared after the hooded figure. Elizabelle didn’t seem to want to go with her. So I hid out of view, shuffling silently behind. More than once, the mysterious figure turned to look behind her. More than once, I froze in fear. Elizabelle didn’t even turn around. She was shuffling around like a zombie. She was obviously under a spell! An hour later, we arrived at this place called Morgana Castle. Just then, Elizabelle seemed to snap out of her trance. She glared at the hooded figure whose name I believe to have been Morgana. 
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			“Morgana! How dare you!” Elizabelle yelled, “How dare you kill my brother! How dare you threaten my mother, Queen Prism, for her kingdom! And I won’t let you hurt me. You wouldn’t dare touch me! I am the heir of the dragons!” 
Elizabelle lifted her chin, but I realized that her eyes were rimming with tears. So this was the witch who killed Prince Magnus! Then, Elizabelle must be her sister!
Morgana smirked, “That’s right, I am. So what? I’ve had you under a hypnotic trance before. I could do it again! Just like—,“ she snapped her fingers, “—that.”


Elizabelle didn’t even flinch. Morgana sneered, inspecting Elizabelle from head to toe. 
“The problem with you, child, is that you are way too bold for your own sake,” she cackled.
“How dare you insult the great Queen of Darkness!” Morgana’s sweet smile disappeared. She sent a bolt of magic at Elizabelle that sent her levitating. Morgana conjured up a crate out of magic, sneering evilly as Elizabelle dropped into it and fell unconscious. Morgana cackled with satisfaction as she sashayed into the Morgana Castle, heels clicking. My eyes narrowed. Morgana was wicked!
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			I dashed over to Elizabelle, “Elizabelle!” I whisper-shouted. Elizabelle’s eyes remained closed. Then, I saw an engraving on the castle wall: “If in need of help, search for the Blue Sapphire,” I read aloud. 
Granny used to tell me the legend of the Blue Sapphire Every night before bed, “The Sapphire belonged to a Princess Amethyst, given to her by Prince Alyssum, her older brother,” Granny told me when I was little.


“She loved it and treasured it, but since the Sapphire was magical, she broke it in three pieces so it wouldn’t end up in the wrong hands. She entrusted it to three faithful guardians. The first lies in HexMagic Academy, protected by the prettiest guardian. The second lies on Autumn Island and is protected by the youngest guardian. The third and final piece lies in HexMagic, protected by the wisest and most mysterious guardian. 
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			I thought back to those wise words of Granny. I thought back to Mrs. Oshun, the most beautiful teacher at Hexmagic Academy. That’s it! My eyes lit up. Mrs. Oshun was the first guardian!
An hour and a half later, I arrived at HexAcademy. Mrs. Oshun was just relaxing there, I didn’t need to go in to find her. She looked up at me and smiled, lighting up the whole place. 
“Hello there, Sophie!” She chirped.
“Hi Mrs. Oshun,” I replied. 
“Are you the guardian of the first piece of the Sapphire?” Mrs. Oshun’s smile dimmed a tiny bit, but she still looked dazzling.

	She gave me a tiny treasure chest, “Don’t open the chest until you are ready to mend the pieces,” Mrs. Oshun instructed me. 
“Yes, madam,” I replied.
“Good luck!” Mrs. Oshun smiled. I headed off to Autumn Island to search for the second piece. To my surprise, Autumn Island was not actually an island, it was a treehouse, and the guardian probably lives inside it.
	I quickly and swiftly climbed up the rope ladder. Before I could knock, a fairy about my height fluttered out. “Hello there!” she chirped. “I’m Sarine,”
  “I’m Sophie,” I replied. “I’m here for the second piece.”
  Sarine grinned and handed me a duplicate treasure chest that Mrs. Oshun gave me. I thanked her and left.
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				I had a hard time thinking about who could’ve been the third guardian. There were many people in Hexmagic who were wise. In fact, I’m pretty sure everyone in Hexmagic was wise. But I knew everyone in town. I tried to pinpoint the wisest person in my mind. Of course! Granny was the one who told me that story in the first place! I dashed to Granny’s house with renewed confidence. 
	“ Granny!” I exclaimed. “Granny!” Granny was sitting peacefully in a beautifully- carved chair, sipping tea. Granny grinned, “ Darling, I knew you would make it!” She handed me a tiny treasure chest, like all the other treasure chests. I hugged her, feeling warm. “To mend the pieces, just trust your power of instinct.” she whispered. I nodded and hurried away. 
	I used all the energy I had in my legs to dash over from Hexmagic to Morgana Castle. “How do I free Elizabelle from the curse?” I wondered. Granny had told me to trust my instinct, and my hands were itching to place it upon Elizabelle’s chest. I finally gave in. The moment the sapphire made contact with Ellizabellle, her eyelashes fluttered open and the crate of magic disappeared. BAM! Morgana stormed out of the castle gates.”YOU!” she cried, pointing a menacing finger at me. “I will destroy you.” 
	Before I could react the sapphire, now reassembled, glowed with life. It shot a beam of light at Morgana. Suddenly, her evil eyes shown with recognition. “Elizabelle?” She whispered. I glared at her. “Please explain.” I said firmly. “ I’m Queen Rosalyn’s long-lost sister,” Morgana explained.

	Her eyes teared up. “We were joyful and happy together. Until Rosalyn’s admirers and suitors built her Rose Abbey as a surprise. I was jealous of all the attention she was getting, so I fled into the forest and created Morgana Castle using my own magic. Overtime, I turned evil and totally forgot about my sister. Then Prince Magnus appeared at my castle.” Morgana glanced at Elizabelle with guilt. “I killed him that day. He ventured into my castle and was sniffing at my potion bottles, snooping around the cabinets, and reading my scrolls.” By the time Morgana finished, she was fully crying. “I’m so sorry, Elizabelle,” she sobbed. “I didn’t know what I was doing.” 
	“How about we go to Rose Abbey and apologize to your sister?” I suggest.
	Morgana nodded. “I’d give anything to see my sister again.”
	“We’ll be with you the whole time,” Elizabelle assured her.
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				Morgana shuffled alongside me and Elizabelle. We were headed towards Rose Abbey to see Queen Rosalyn. Her hands were in her pocket. “Do you think Rosalyn will forgive me?” she asked quietly.
	“Of course she would! You’re her long-lost sister, after all!” Elizabelle exclaimed.
	Morgana nodded. But she didn’t seem like she believed it.
	“Thank you, Sophie,” Elizabelle said. 
	I looked at her. “What for?” I asked.
	Elizabelle smiled. That was when I noticed her that she had a dimple on her right cheek. She should really smile more. “For everything! For helping Morgana recognize her real self, and for rescuing me.”
	I stared down at the ground. We were walking along a path with rose petals scattered here and there. Many fairies with transparent wings strolled past us, not even glancing our way.

	Half an hour later, we stepped into Rose Abbey, marveling at the structure. The walls were golden, with roses etched onto them. There were tints of pink here and there. There was also a large and magnificent rose chandelier hanging above us. 
	“Welcome,” Queen Rosalyn’s voice echoed in the huge throne room. Morgana immediately curtsied. Elizabelle and I bowed our heads.
	“Queen Rosalyn,” I began. I nodded at Morgana You can do it, I mouthed.
	“Dear sis,” Morgana started while the royal family looked on. Prince Alyssum  and Princess Amethyst traded worried looks. “I’m sorry.” Then she told Queen Rosalyn about everything.
	When she finished, Queen Rosalyn leapt off her throne and swept Morgana in a huge hug. “Sis! You should have told me what you felt. Sisters share everything!” the queen scolded. “We’ll rule together and share Rose Abbey!” I grinned. Nothing is as important as family love!
	 I said goodbye to everyone and started my long trek home.
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