PRAISE FOR THE
DRAGONS IN OUR MIDST SERIES
As parents of boys who are avid readers, my wife and I struggled to
find reading material that fed their appetite while reinforcing the
virtues we value. Bryan Davis is a good man and a great storyteller.
And this series is an all-time favorite my sons still speak of, even
now into their college years!
Mark T. H a n co ck, h u s b a n d a n d fat h e r, C EO of Trail L ife USA

One of the best blends of contemporary fantasy and allegory that
I have read, Dragons in Our Midst will have you hurting and
rooting for Billy and Bonnie. If you love fantasy, King Arthur, and
hopeful adventures, this is the story for you.
S c ott A p p leto n , a u t h o r of t h e Swo rd of the D rago n s e rie s
and th e N everq u e en s a g a

It all started with a boy who could breathe fire and a girl who
had wings. Dragons in Our Midst invites readers to lift up their
swords and join Billy Bannister and Bonnie Silver as they battle
dragon slayers, uncover ancient legends, and—of course—come
face to face with dragons. Bryan Davis delivers a clean, complex
series that challenges and uplifts its readers. When I was a teenager,
Billy and Bonnie’s story captured my own heart and imagination.
And today, its poignant messages of faith, sacrifice, and courage
endure and stand ready to inspire the next generation of young
readers.
J e ssi c a S l y, a u t h o r of T h e P ro m i s e of D ec ept i o n

W H AT R E A D E R S A R E SAY I N G
Raising Dragons is an excellent start to a thrilling, inspiring, and
faith-building series. Bryan Davis’s unique meshing of legends,
myths, and truth is incredibly creative. Together with his strong
storytelling and thought-provoking themes it makes for an
unforgettable ride. Bryan Davis’s books exceed any others in the
genre for thematic depth and yet are just as gripping and exciting
story-wise as other books of the genre (or even more so). Bryan
Davis is my favorite author, and I hope he will become yours too
when you dive into the fascinating world of dragons and slayers,
of light and darkness, and of truth and deception in Raising
Dragons.
J ose p h B., a g e 1 7

If you love fantasy, you NEED this book! You won’t be able to put
it down! If you love dragons, you’ll love this book! Dragons aren’t
just portrayed as big bad beasties, as in other books—they’re actually
heroes! Are you a Christian who wants a deeper relationship with
God? This book models that too! Are you seeking God, but always
afraid of committing? This book models what true faith looks like
and shows that you can love and trust God through everything!
N i c k B.

Absolutely brilliant. This is not your typical dungeons and dragons
book. Even at 28 I find this book/series addicting. Mr. Davis
combines faith and fantasy flawlessly. There are books about King
Arthur, Merlin, and dragons aplenty, but to find one whose story
line spans centuries and also teaches modern Christian values, that
is rare. Mr. Davis includes many unexpected twists and turns and
a story line so unique it simply cannot be rivaled. Raising Dragons
is guaranteed to pique the interest of readers of all ages.
Lori W., ag e 2 8

Bryan Davis tells a terrific tale teeming with perilous predicaments,
fascinating fantasy features, and likeable, charismatic characters who
grow in their faith. The engaging writing style captivates the mind
and the Christian themes captivate the heart. This epic novel is a
superb start to a sensational series.
S h ann on , a g e 24

When I first picked up this book, I didn’t know what to expect. By
the time I finished the first chapter, I couldn’t put it down! I love
the way Bryan Davis mixes dragons and faith. It is a very touching
experience.
A nn ab eth , a g e 1 3

Bryan has a natural flow in his writing that make his characters
come to life through his in-depth description of each character
and the way the narrative evolves. I would heartily recommend
this book to any fan of the genre regardless of age as the book
has a broad appeal to all ages and all walks of life.
J ohn B., ag e 5 9

I recently reread the Dragons in Our Midst series and fell in love all
over again, probably even more so than the first time. Bryan Davis’s
writing really makes the story and characters come alive. The Dragons
in Our Midst series is a fresh take on the fantasy adventure genre,
mixing dragons, knights, and the Arthurian legend with modern day.
Even a reread makes you want to keep coming back for more.
Mad i T., age 2 0

Mr. Davis’s work Raising Dragons and the series that follows are
some of the best Christian fantasy I have ever read. They are the
perfect example of an author’s work that challenges his readers to
learn and grow. He also has a great way of leading his readers to
Christ and to become more mature Christians. The series is great
fun to read, no matter your age.
J e re my D.

OT H E R B O O KS BY B RYA N DAV I S
D R AG O N S I N O U R M I D ST

Raising Dragons
The Candlestone
Circles of Seven
Tears of a Dragon

O R AC L E S O F F I R E

Eye of the Oracle
Enoch’s Ghost
Last of the Nephilim
The Bones of Makaidos

CHILDREN OF THE BARD

Song of the Ovulum
From the Mouth of Elijah
The Seventh Door
Omega Dragon

T H E R E A P E R S T R I LO GY

Reapers
Beyond the Gateway
Reaper Reborn

T I M E E C H O E S T R I LO GY

Time Echoes
Interfinity
Fatal Convergence

D R AG O N S O F STA R L I G H T

Starlighter
Warrior
Diviner
Liberator

TA L E S O F STA R L I G H T

Masters & Slayers
Third Starlighter
Exodus Rising

T H E O C U LU S G AT E

Heaven Came Down
Invading Hell
My Soul to Take

WA N T E D : S U P E R H E R O E S

Wanted: A Superhero to Save the World
Hertz to Be a Hero
Antigravity Heroes
STA N DA LO N E N OV E L

Let the Ghosts Speak

SEArCH FOr THE

ASTrAL
drAgon
A S T R A L

A L L I A N C E

S E R I E S

Bry An DA V IS

Visit Tyndale online at tyndale.com.
Visit the author’s website at daviscrossing.com.
Tyndale and Tyndale’s quill logo are registered trademarks of Tyndale House Ministries. Wander
and the Wander logo are trademarks of Tyndale House Ministries. Wander is an imprint of Tyndale
House Publishers, Carol Stream, Illinois.
Search for the Astral Dragon
Copyright ©2022 by Bryan Davis. All rights reserved.
Cover illustration by Laura Tolton. Copyright © Tyndale House Ministries. All rights reserved.
Author photograph provided by author; used with permission.
Designed by Jennifer Phelps
Edited by Deborah King
Published in association with Cyle Young of the Hartline Literary Agency, LLC.
Search for the Astral Dragon is a work of fiction. Where real people, events, establishments, organizations,
or locales appear, they are used fictitiously. All other elements of the novel are drawn from the author’s
imagination.
For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Tyndale House Ministries
at csresponse@tyndale.com, or call 1-855-277-9400.
Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data
A catalog record for this book is available from the Library of Congress.
ISBN 978-1-4964-5179-8 (hc)
ISBN 978-1-4964-5180-4 (sc)
Printed in the United States of America
28
7

27
6

26
5

25
4

24
3

23
2

22
1

pArt

01
E s cAp E

01

The spaceship shudderedwith a telltale rattle. We were nearing the
end of the wormhole, and time was running out—probably less
than an hour left until we landed. I pulled the chain attached to my
shackled ankle, holding the hefty links with both hands and pushing
with my legs against the wall with all my might.
As I strained, something creaked. I stopped tugging and crawled
close to the wall next to my flimsy cot. Barely visible in the dimness,
the chain’s wall bracket was slightly bent, maybe a couple of millimeters more than yesterday. I was getting closer. But how much
longer would it take? This morning might hold my last chance to
escape execution.
At the ceiling, the tiny spy camera’s flashing blue light rotated
toward me, silent compared to the ship’s g ravity-engine hum. I
released the chain and reclined on my cot, stretching my arms as I
pretended to be waking up.
A half-dozen lights blinked on the opposite wall, some red, some
green. Apparently my wakefulness had been noticed by the ship’s
3

4

SEArCH FOr THE ASTrAL DrAGOn

computer. “Emerson,” I said as I sat up on the cot and blinked, feigning bleary eyes, “what time is it?”
Emerson replied from speakers embedded in the ceiling, his voice
realistic in cadence, though still somewhat mechanical. “It is five
twenty-eight, Megan. You are not scheduled to awaken for thirty-
two minutes.”
I shook the chain’s links. “Tell the captain he should try sleeping
chained to a wall.”
“Captain Tillman’s habits are not relevant. According to my database, a girl your age needs at least eight point two hours of sleep. You
should—”
“To blazes with your database!” I touched the t wo-inch-wide metal
collar that encircled my neck and slid it off the burn inflicted by the
court’s interrogator, still sensitive even after five months. “Does your
blasted database say to put a dog collar on a girl my age and zap her
with electric shocks? Does it say to work her fourteen hours a day like
a whipped mule and then chain her to a wall at night? Does it say to
feed her barely enough pig slop and dishwater to keep her alive for
another day of slave labor?”
“Negative. But my database does indicate that your vocabulary
level and oratory skills are greatly advanced for a teenager who was
reared by pirates.”
I scowled. “Freedom fighters, you mean.”
“I am merely using the terms provided by—”
“Oh, go reboot yourself.” I let out a loud huff and sat on the cot
with my sock-covered feet on the metal floor, the shackle chafing
my ankle. Some freedom fighter I was. I couldn’t even free myself.
Instead, death stalked ever closer. In a few hours, the captain would
leave the Nebula Nine to search for his kidnapped son, following up
on a report that Oliver might be on Delta Ninety-eight as a prisoner
of slavers there, members of a race called Jaradians. Landing on that
planet would offer my first opportunity to escape since I’d been captured. But if the captain decided to follow the judge’s orders to the
letter, he might execute me before setting out to find Oliver, probably
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using his remote to deliver a lethal shock to my collar. To save my
life, I had to get off the ship as soon as we landed.
Thinking about that awful shock made me cringe. The pain
would be horrible, ghastly. Yet, the shock would finally end my torture, and I could join my father in the heavens, living in eternal
comfort with the Astral Dragon, the deity he believed in with all his
heart, the one he had even named his ship after. At least I hoped I
would go to such a wonderful place. If my parents’ beliefs were true,
and an afterlife really existed, maybe there we could find justice. This
galaxy was surely void of it.
Tears crept to my eyes. A sob threatened. Fighting it off, I took
a deep breath and steeled myself. I couldn’t give up. I had to be the
fighter my parents taught me to be. I had to escape and find my
mother. Yet, to do that, I needed to know the captain’s plans to the
minute—and I needed to get my hands on that remote. Maybe I
could trick Emerson into giving me a clue.
I looked at the flashing lights on the wall. “Emerson, what’s on
my chore list today?”
“Nothing. The list is empty.”
“Empty?” Hot prickles ran down my back. Trying to shake them
off, I laughed under my breath. “Um . . . Emerson, that’s impossible.
After a planet landing, there are tons of maintenance checks to do.
Lots of stuff can shake loose during atmosphere entry.”
“Dionne and Dirk are scheduled to perform routine maintenance
duties.”
I furrowed my brow. “Dirk? Why him? He’s just a scullery boy.”
“He is also listed as a computer technician. He will be helpful to
Dionne.”
“But I’m her assistant. Does the duty list say anything about me
at all?”
“I am authorized to give you public postings. Nothing more.”
“What? You can’t even tell me my own assignments?”
“Negative. Your security access has been terminated.”
“Terminated?” Like a cold wind, the interrogator’s threats
returned to mind. If you don’t tell us where it is, you will be terminated.
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Captain Tillman is under strict orders to execute you if you refuse to
reveal your secrets.
I swallowed hard, feeling the collar’s pressure against my throat.
“Why was it terminated?”
“A reason was not entered in the termination record.”
“So I just sit here in the dark all day?”
“Negative.” Shielded bulbs in the ceiling flashed on, giving light to
my little corner in the bowels of the ship. The cot with a tied-down
pillow against one wall served as my bed, and a shower and vacuum
toilet against another wall gave me a place to do my personal business.
Removable panels filled most of the remaining wall space, providing
access to storage or to shafts that led to nearly every part of the ship.
A slight stinging sensation ran along my arms and calf muscles. I
looked at the network of conductive ink on the inner portions of my
forearms and legs, surgically imprinted parallel to the nerves underneath. Electrical fields from the lights had activated the ink, causing
the sting. Not bad. No more than a tingle that I barely noticed anymore, as long as the captain wasn’t wielding his remote.
My full bladder gave me a hard pinch. I glanced again at the
still-blinking, still-rotating camera. “Emerson, I need some privacy.”
“Acknowledged.” The camera’s light turned off.
“Thanks, but I can’t get dressed yet. Is someone going to unlock
me at six like usual, even though I’m grounded?”
“I cannot answer that question. Your security access has been—”
“Terminated. Yeah. You said that. I’m not deaf.”
“Then simple logic should have instructed you not to ask the
question.”
I heaved a loud sigh. “Listen, genius. The chain’s long enough for
me to do my business in the pot, but I can’t put my pants on. Do
you get that? It’s simple human anatomy.”
“Acknowledged. You have fifteen minutes of privacy.”
“Great, but I still can’t put my pants on.” Grumbling to myself,
I focused on a wall panel that led into the ship’s hull space. The shaft
the panel concealed might be my best chance to get away and hide,
but it was useless until I could get the ankle shackle off.
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After using the toilet, I sat on the floor with my feet braced once
more against the wall and both hands again clutching the chain. I
pulled and pulled while glancing at the ladder leading up to bridge
level, hoping not to see the captain’s shiny black boots tromping
down the rungs and my collar’s remote-control unit in his hand.
As I pulled, the bracket bent a millimeter farther, though still not
enough. I kept pulling. What choice did I have? It was either break
free or die.
Footsteps sounded from the level above. I let go of the chain and
sat on my cot, trying to settle my racing heart as I stared at the ladder.
Yet, no one descended.
Breathing a sigh of relief, I stood and looked at the dormant camera. Wasting my privacy time on a stubborn bracket probably wasn’t
the best idea. I stripped off my k nee-length night jersey, exposing a
pair of loose shorts, a white singlet undershirt, my locket at the end
of a leather cord, and the brand on my upper a rm—a fierce dragon,
the Alliance’s symbol for piracy, infused with purple ink to make
it show clearly. The ugly scar always drew my eyes toward it. Even
after five months of healing, I could still hear my skin sizzling as the
red-hot iron burned into soft flesh to make its court-ordered mark.
Wincing, I tore my gaze away from the brand. Those monsters
would pay for their cruelty . . . someday.
I set the locket on my palm and opened the clasp for the thousandth time. My mother and father, Anne and Julian Willis, gazed at
me from a browning, wrinkled photo taken four years ago. They were
happy then. So was I. But now? How could I be happy? My father
was probably dead, and as far as I knew, my mother was imprisoned
or awaiting execution somewhere. It was always risky to check on her.
Yet, today I really needed to know.
After glancing at the dormant camera once more, I snapped
the locket closed and set my thumb against the locket’s back. Its
embedded thumbprint reader activated, and the secret lead-lined
cover popped open, revealing a tiny ruby—a dragon’s eye. The gem
glowed red.
Fresh tears blurred my vision. My mother was still alive. But for
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how much longer? Prisoners found guilty of piracy rarely survived
long enough to complete their sentences.
I closed the locket and whispered, “Mama, somehow I’m going to
get you out. I just have to find where they’re holding you.”
“What’s that?”
I spun toward the voice. First Mate Gavin Foster stood at the
bottom of the ladder, a computer tablet in hand.
I gasped, stuttering, “Just . . . just my locket. My parents gave it
to me. The captain knows about it.” Feeling naked with just a singlet
covering my torso, I hugged myself. “I was getting dressed.”
Gavin stared at me with his ratlike eyes. Even the long-sleeved
blue shirt with the Nebula Nine eagle logo on the breast pocket
couldn’t make him look like anything but a weasel. “Sorry about
that. I would’ve knocked, but you don’t have a door.”
“You could’ve called.” I scowled at him. “How long have you been
watching me?”
“Why? Got some secrets you’re hiding?” He huffed a laugh.
“Don’t worry. I didn’t see anything. And I’ll just be a minute.”
“Doing what?”
He opened a panel next to my cot. “Checking your suit. Routine
inspection.”
“Why you? Kind of below your pay grade, isn’t it?”
“Landing day is always busy. We all have to wear multiple hats.”
He withdrew my pressure suit along with its attached air tank from
behind the panel, hung them on a wall hook, and squinted at the
tank’s meter. “Ninety-four percent. That’s plenty.”
“If everyone’s so busy, why is my duty list empty?”
“What?” He looked at me, his thin eyebrows bending low. “Are
you sure?”
I nodded. “Emerson said my security clearance has been terminated.”
“Terminated? That’s rather ominous.” He glanced at the inactive
camera before whispering, “If I were you, I’d make myself scarce for
a while.”
I tensed. “The captain’s going to kill me today, isn’t he?”
“Most likely. You’ve been living on borrowed time. According
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to the court order, he could have executed you on your thirteenth
birthday, and he won’t want any contraband inspectors seeing you.
Either you spill your secrets, or you’ll be dead before we land.”
“I already told him I don’t know where my parents’ cache is. They
got someone to move everything, and they didn’t tell me where. And
I have no clue where that dragon eye thing is. I never even heard of
it till the captain mentioned it.”
“And those lies didn’t convince him, did they?”
“They’re not lies.”
“Cut the crap, Megan.” He gestured toward the collar around my
neck. “I’ll bet the remote’s light is blinking red right now.”
I tugged at the collar. “Lie detectors aren’t always right.”
“Maybe not, but, like I said, I’d make myself scarce.”
I glared at him. He knew as well as I did that escaping was pointless unless I had the collar’s remote. I would get fried to a crisp before
I could run out of sight of the ship. “You know why I have to stay
on the Nine.”
“Yeah, I know.” Gavin crossed his arms and looked me over, but
not in a creepy way this time. “Listen, Megan, I’m as a nti-pirate as
any Alliance officer, but I draw the line at killing a kid. That’s worse
than being a pirate.”
“So you’ll help me?”
“If I can.” Gavin stroked his chin. “Tell you what. Emerson’s
 ull-integrity anomaly. No air loss, so it’s probably
showing a possible h
nothing. I was going to check on it in a minute, but I’ll assign it to
you. That’ll give you an excuse to hide in the hull space while I look
for the remote. From that point on, we’ll play it by ear.”
I pursed my lips. What was Gavin’s game? That line about not
killing a kid sounded hokey, maybe a scam, but his offer might be
my best chance to survive. I put on a thankful smile. It fooled most
adults into thinking I believed them. “Great. Thank you. But you’ll
have to find the remote in a hurry. Hiding in the hull space won’t
work for long.”
“Don’t push me, Megan.” He wagged a finger. “Listen. I’m really
sticking my neck out for you. If you get caught, I’ll deny I had
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anything to do with this, and the captain will believe me long before
he’ll believe a pirate.”
I nodded firmly. “Right. I get that. No problem.”
After tapping a few times on the computer tablet, he attached it
to his belt and withdrew an electronic key cylinder from his pocket.
“I’ll unlock you.”
Crouching, he set one end of the cylinder against the shackle. A
moment later, the lock clicked, and the shackle popped open. I pried
it off and dropped it to the floor. “Thanks again, Gavin.”
He straightened and pointed at my suit, still hanging on the hook.
“Don’t forget to attach your harness. The wormhole exit will shake
this ship like a rag doll.”
“Yeah. Sure. I’ve been through it before. It’s almost like an
earthquake.”
When Gavin climbed the ladder out of sight, I pulled my stor aintenance-duty
age box from under the cot and withdrew my m
clothes—khaki cargo pants and a long-sleeved, button-down work
shirt, an outfit similar to what I’d worn while working on my parents’
ship, the Astral Dragon. Fortunately, the court official didn’t give me
a hard time when I refused to wear a prisoner’s dress to board the
ship. I told him I’d never worn a dress in my life. No one bothered
me about that again.
After putting the clothes on, I grabbed the suit and helmet,
slid them on, and added my magnetic shoes to complete the safety
requirements. I then clipped my flashlight to the suit’s harness, a
series of straps that wrapped around my shoulders, chest, and waist.
The harness also fastened the air tank to my back.
Looking at the wall panel leading to the hull, I took a deep breath.
Trusting Gavin felt like a fly trusting a spider inviting it into a web,
but I didn’t have any other way to get the remote. He had to come
through. I whispered, “Let this work,” not really sure if the Astral
Dragon was listening, but a quick prayer couldn’t hurt.
I tugged on the wall panel. Dirk toppled out of the dark shaft and
tumbled to the floor. He blinked at the light and spoke in a hushed
tone. “I think we’re in trouble.”

