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IF YOU’RE FROM HERE. . .

	 

	Then you already know dragons, shifters and other magickal beings exist, just like magick itself. You already know about Harry—how could you not? And you’ve certainly heard of Harry’s Behind the Scenes Bar, Baths & Grill. You may or may not have heard of the actors involved in these events, but if it’s the latter, please don’t tell them. Actor egos are so fragile, you know, no matter what their exterior might be when not using their human shape.

	If you’re more used to physical parchment, and new to magickal books like this, here’s a quick tip for moving around an mBook: lightly press the lower right corner, and tell the magick where you want to go. 

	So unless you want a refresher on what you already know about your own world, press and choose Before the Dinner, where you’ll start learning the true facts about what happened, with not an alternative fact among them.

	Otherwise...

	 

	 

	 


IF YOU’RE NOT FROM HERE. . . 

	 

	You’re on one of the Worlds Beside, only you haven’t known it until now. If you blindly consider this book to be fantasy and nothing more, instead of the true tale it is, you still won’t know.

	Either way, pay attention.

	There are worlds beside, beyond, next to your own.

	Picture a very, very fine parchment held between your palms, so fine you can almost see through it. As long as the parchment is there, your palms won’t touch. But if there is a single hole, then a tiny bump or bulge in a pair of palms might touch the other. And something, something so small as a drop of sweat, might move from one palm to the other.

	Now pick up a pin. Punch so many holes the sheet is ready to fall apart. Each of those holes is a different World Beside. A world of horror, or great beauty; a world on which you could live your life in ease, or a world which kills you with your first breath. And all the holes you’ve punched are less than a single drop of liquid in all the liquid in all the worlds, in terms of the numbers of Worlds Beside your own. 

	The author has carefully selected the Worlds Beside where this book will be published: the sad, sad worlds where magick doesn’t exist, and you can only obtain this work of art in a mere electronic form, instead of the magickal version.

	If you aren’t interested in some basic background about the World Beside where all this happened, feel free to click, press, push, pound, swipe, or whatever it is your eBook requires you to do, and go to Before the Dinner. 

	Otherwise (again)...

	Here Be Dragons

	Dragons are a private people. Some say insanely so, especially when it comes to their hoards. Although that word or anything similar is only said in a whisper well beyond the range of their sensitive ears. FactsRight.chk has never been able to debunk the reports all over the ParaNet that dragons can at the very minimum hear the individual beats of a hummingbird’s wings, plus any slurps of nectar, from several miles away, even though none of the ParaSites making the claim have ever produced the hummingbird and the dragon, much less offered proof of how the determination was made. 

	This author suspects the dragons have spread the story themselves, and variations on it, to help ensure politeness at all times to themselves, about themselves, and most particularly about their hoards. The days are long past when a dragon can just let loose the (in)famous draconic temper and flame an offending/offensive human, or a magickal being, into crisp pieces. Defending a wrongful death suit in the ParaCourts is a time-consuming and expensive process, with a risk of hoard diminishment.

	Harry, the oldest dragon on our World Beside, doesn’t need flames. He has other methods to call upon when needed. He’s never seen in dragon form any more, and if you’re in his place, you’ll never know whether the human or magickal being beside you is Harry’s other shape.

	His place?

	Harry’s Behind the Scenes Bar, Baths & Grill

	Rumor has it the Dutch traders who bought Manhattan back in 1626 actually worked for Harry, though they might not have known it. Rumor also has it Harry still owns much of the island. The BB&G’s official address is 725 Fifth Avenue, and when it’s visible it’s a full block long and a two wide: three football fields by almost two.

	The main thing you need to know in relation to the BB&G and the events recorded here, is bars and businesses here in Manhattan have strict rules for customers: human form at all times for shifters, clothes unless you’re a magickal being who doesn’t wear them, and no sex on the premises.

	Harry doesn’t care about your choice for the first unless when shifted your size or mass could affect the structural integrity of the building. Like dragons. Another rumor has it if Harry shifted, he’d take up a major part of a city block. Or what remained of it. In the fight between a dragon’s mass and whatever else was there first, the dragon wins every time.

	As for the second, there are so many magickal beings with no human shape, and with shifters being used to naked before and after shifting, the BB&G is like some human beaches: clothing optional.

	He doesn’t care at all about the third. 

	However, Harry does have a mandate for his customers: If you make a mess, you make a reasonable effort to clean it up before you leave. (No cleaning is expected if you’re using one of the many darkrooms.)

	Of course, what Harry means by “reasonable effort” is notifying the staff and paying the clean-up fee. It’s a modest flat fee, and undoubtedly profitable given the sheer volume of mess humans, shifters, and other magickal beings make when doing any of the five things permitted within the boundaries of the BB&G: drinking, dining, bathing, socializing, and sex.

	All of which combines to make the BB&G the best place in the country for: 

	Drinking. If Harry doesn’t stock what you want, he’ll get it by magickal or mundane means for a price. Only BB&G virgins ask for a wine list, as it’s six inches thick, with small print.

	Dining. Whatever non-sentient food you want, cooked (or not) to perfection.

	Bathing. The baths are primarily used for sex, an ancient human tradition long, long ago adopted by magickal beings—perhaps with the greatest enthusiasm by shifters. However, if all you want is to relax and get thoroughly cleaned, inside and/or out, waxed, groomed, brushed, or whatever your shape requires, it’s free.

	Socializing. The BB&G is a superb place for friendly chats in the ambience of your preference, philosophical discussions, political debates, religious arguments or plotting the next revolution, as long as the latter doesn’t start on the premises and discussions don’t escalate to violence. 

	Sex. Harry offers a wide array of comfortable to not-so-comfortable private, semi-public, and very public spaces for any kind of sex you want with consenting partners. This reduces the risk of potential emotional cluttering of your life if you’re ready for sex, after the fast, slow, or in-between run-up to readiness with the other being, and then you had to leave the BB&G, take him, her, they, or szlyn back to your place. Which in turn would leave you dealing with the sometimes messy “afters,” whether those happen minutes, hours, or the next morning later. At the BB&G, done is done, and you walk (or however you move about) away.

	Now that you know what you need to know...press on.

	 

	 

	 


BEFORE THE DINNER

	 

	Thoroughly wet, beyond thoroughly pissed off, I loped down the narrow hallway leading from Soundstage 12 to a private rear entrance to Harry’s Behind the Scenes Bar, Baths & Grill. The hallway wasn’t short, and even though there were some around-this-corner-and-that turns, it had an A-to-B directness which bespoke planning and cooperation, not architectural serendipity. I long ago decided the hallway was owned by my fucking employers, given there was no trace of Harry’s magick until you reached the supersized floor mat in front of the BB&G door. 

	And since the fucking owners of Fairy Tale Videos, L.P., and the fucking director, and fucking crew, should never the fuck have let what fucking happened happen on the set, I left abundant proof of my passage. Very large, very wet paw prints, and three areas of spattered floor, walls and ceiling where I’d shaken my dripping fur. Just past the first turn, where the light was out—amazing what you can do in half-form with a quick stretch up, a clink of claws around a bulb and a twist—for the longest shake, then halfway, and the final and least-splattering, just before the floor mat which I felt marked the official start of the BB&G, door or no door. 

	I refrained from marking the hall with a leg-hike along the way. Not as territory-marking, since I had no pack rights or land rights, nor as a blatant notice to all shifters: Here Passeth a Pissed-Off Wolf.

	I refrained because of Harry.

	With the way humans keep inventing smaller and smaller cameras, there could’ve been dozens covering the hallway, and I wouldn’t have seen them, or even smelled them if a good scent suppressant was used. And deities above, below, and all around know Harry can afford the best of both. But since Harry always knows what goes on inside and outside of the BB&G, I suspect he also has the magickal equivalent of all those CCTV cameras you see in the Brit TV shows set in London. 

	Harry’s a dragon whose temperament could never be mistaken for Santa’s, and he always knows who’s naughty and nice before allowing them in his establishment. 

	Those of us who are wolf-smart make sure we stay off the list of those who are too fucking naughty to be let in, by saying no words, nor doing any deeds—anywhere—which could be interpreted as disparaging to, or being disrespectful of, dragons, hoards, hoarding, Harry or the BB&G. Even if we think we’re being funny.

	Wiping each of my paws on the mat as much as possible was both courteous and prudent, since not making the attempt might be enough of a naughty to get me BB&G-banned for a bit. I hate the groveling required to get back in. The closest alternative bar is a half hour away by mundane means of travel, and caters to a mixed shifter-human-magickal-being crowd, but going there requires human form, cleanliness, clothes, and there’s no sex allowed on the premises. No thank you.

	The BB&G was the only place I wanted to go after the kettle disaster with the cold water, and my wall-shaking snowl—a combined snarl and howl I should really patent—made the point to everyone on the soundstage or watching the video feeds I was done with shooting. Of course, my shifting to half-form for a quick snarl before going wolf again, might have clued them in as well. If memory serves, the snarl was along the lines of, “Fuck this fucking shit, you fucking fuck-heads, I’m fucking out of here, and fuck another fucking take!”

	Before going through the BB&G door, I paused to consider what came next, besides getting dry. Both wolfish and actor smarts agreed starting with plenty of alcohol as part of a fine dinner was best, followed by a reasonable amount of socializing. Producers, directors and screenwriters—human, shifter, and magickal being—frequent the BB&G, and only a fool relies exclusively on his agent for his next part. Especially when it was your agent who talked you into a series of “easy-money retellings of various versions of a classic.” Then some quiet time with even more alcohol to contemplate ways of getting even. Payback is a bitch, and when required, I can be a dragon-sized bitch. Okay, scratch that. A four-hundred-fifty-pound, dire wolf-sized bitch.

	Then I’d round the evening out with cruising the bars and the baths to find the right hole to put my dick into. If the result turned out to be multiple men of whatever species, who am I to argue with successful cock- and/or hole-hunting?

	Plan made, I nudged the door with my snout, the magicks inside swung it open, and I padded through, stopping in surprise at the enormous fireplace which hadn’t been there the last time I arrived through this entrance. With a swish of my tail to avoid getting caught in the closing door, and a “Thank you, Harry” woof, I strode over to the flickering white-gold flames of dragon fire, sighed, and let the blasting heat soak into my fur on one side, turned, and heat-soaked the other. I repeated the process a couple of times, until I killed off most of the remaining water and left the air filled with a lingering, but dissipating, scent of wet, annoyed wolf. 

	I shifted to human. Ass-length silver hair—a hell of a lot of it when you’re six-six—takes a bit longer to dry. Basking, I spoke to the air, “Harry? Is my usual room available?”

	The bracelet—which acts as a guide to get you to your room even if you’re too drunk to figure it out, and a magickal “password” for door-opening—appeared on my left wrist, in its customary coordinating antique silver. I thanked him and went back to drying.

	I was just about there, standing with my back to the fire, limned by the steady light, head tilted back for the final few hair-shakes, when the door opened again.

	I straightened at the door-swish sound and what to my wondering eyes did appear but three boorish boars and not a single damned reindeer!

	Those three never went to the BB&G. Yet there the Boar Brothers were—from littlest to (not very) largest, Guy, Gresham and Grant—not far enough in to allow the door to close, and all triangled together, ranting, agreeing, and soothing, in voices they thought wouldn’t carry far, but which didn’t take into account the wolfish hearing of the not-yet-noticed wolf.

	The ranting was from Grant, along the lines of my having planned for him to slip on the water I’d shed at the first turn and ruin his suit coat and trousers with a full-out, ass, legs and back, flat-on-the-floor fall. Plus what a lousy, rotten, no good actor and shifter I was. All without a single shit, damn, goddamn, fuck, or other creative use of expletives, since the Brothers Bore did not swear, and looked down their piggy noses at those of us—almost everyone else on the fucking planet—who did. 

	Since the suits of the others—the three always wore suits, so far as I knew, probably slept in them—were just fine, I imagined Grant marching along, his brothers trailing him, and therefore escaping Grant’s splish-splash, he was almost taking a bath, slip. I have an excellent imagination and enjoyed the image.

	My imagination didn’t divert my attention though, from Gresham doing the agreeing, tossing in some of the bigger words in the discussion, like “reprehensible” and “deplorable.” Directed at me, of course, not what they’d done or arranged to have done. Bastards.

	Guy was doing the soothing. Part of it of the “there, there, this, too, shall pass” variety, part of it quiet logic about how I couldn’t have known they’d decided to splurge on a meal in the Grill. He didn’t mention it was the least expensive place to eat in the BB&G, but then he didn’t have to. Their Scrooge-squared reputation always preceded them. 

	He even pointed out I couldn’t have known they’d pick the hallway. Except anyone who knew their destination would have known that with the choice of walking to the front entrance in the GAG-awful storm going on, or paying for a cab, or taking the hallway, they’d choose the hallway.

	With the triangle placement, Gresham blocked Grant, but I could see Guy’s profile. I wasn’t quite ready to swear a solemn oath-to-Harry I saw a quickly repressed grin. Not quite ready to swear, but, yeah, close.

	I’m almost as silent on human feet as I am on four paws, so I could have left without them knowing I’d been there.

	But what would have been the fun in that?

	I briefly debated the merits of various methods of notification of my presence, from a genteel “ahem” right up to a raucous, “What the fuck, dudes!” but settled on a loud cough. With any other trio, at least one would have displayed some shock, given their concentration on their conversation, but with the way these three kept their assholes clenched—even if you can’t see the holes, there’s a certain way guys walk when they’re keeping those holes tight—nothing got let out. Not a twitch, not a wiggle, not a jiggle of surprise.

	Instead, they whirled, saw me, and moved to stand in a ragged row, shortest to my left (Guy, five-six), middle height in the middle (Gresham, five-sevenish) and tallest on my right (Grant, five-eightish). They even tugged their ties into place, and neatly buttoned their jackets, the way lawyers do on human TV shows when they’re getting up to examine, cross-examine, whatever. When they saw I was looking down on them—in every sense of the phrase—two of them sent a general-principles glower in my direction (Guy and Gresham), with a more pointed this-one’s-for-you-but-I’m-too-good-to-add-an-expletive glower from Grant.

	I grinned back. If I could have picked one of the trio for the slip and fall on a plumpish, double-handful per cheek, ass, it would have been Grant.

	I treated them to a wolfish smirn—a combination smirk and grin I should also patent—and added a full-body shake which set my almost-dry mane shimmering about me. It also made my prominent—very prominent—manly bits wave about. The trio blushed at the sight (Guy), winced (Gresham) and glared (Grant). Perhaps it wasn’t true of every boar shifter, but these three were known for their unflinching prudery and priggery, which had garnered them their other nickname: the Brothers Grim.

	Damn their piggy hides.

	Their delectable, slightly differing but all equally delicious and hard-on-making hides...if you were a shifter interested in poking pigs with a prick. Only a hypothetical shifter, of course.

	Their damned antagonistic hides.

	All because of that stupid story. Although, my having top billing above the title might have had something to do with it: Luke Carter, and Guy, Gresham and Grant Graham, starring in...

	We all assume there is some basis in fact for what the humans call fairy tales, most of which involve something done or not done by shifters or magickal beings. But if anyone knows the truth behind this tale of three boars and a wolf, he, she, they or szlyn is not telling. And it’s such a ridiculous story. Straw houses? Stick houses? Brick houses? No mage to magick them up, just piggy hands?

	Absurd. 

	And while a shifter with my human height and chest size can blow a lot of things well—pretty much any-sized pricks being among them—even my best huff and/or puff in any of my forms isn’t going to take down an outhouse, much less a whole house.

	Ignoring realism, it’s still a popular tale among humans and some shifter parents, especially wolves using it as a cautionary tale for their pups. Thus the variety of retellings in various media. Including the one in which we were cast.

	For whatever reason, the priggy piggies have had it in for me from the first take of the first scene. I don’t like the wolf losing all the time, in all the damn stories, but as the saying goes, “a fucking paycheck is a fucking paycheck, so get the fuck over it.” 

	However, this version is particularly annoying. Bless the sweet little cannibalistic hearts of the dear human kiddies who would eventually see this on DVD or streaming or whatever. This is the version where the wolf winds up as dinner—fur in the teeth, big bad crunched bones and all—for the brave wittle piggies. My last appearance is the kettle scene, in which CGI will show me boiling before I’m tender enough to be served for dinner.

	The director agreed to Goldilocks the water before I jumped off the raised platform which served as a CGI stand-in for the house-of-bricks roof and the chimney down which I was supposedly jumping. Instead of just right, the water was chilled to a temperature best suited for halfway between the Earth and the Moon. And to add injury to injury, Grant slammed the fucking lid down before I was all the way under, bashing the back of my head.

	The scene was supposed to end with the lid clanging down, after which Grant, as the house-of-bricks pig, lifts it again so I can get out and not drown. Instead, the bastard held it down long enough for me to bump my head on it a second time when I tried to exit. Let’s just say Krakatoa had nothing on me after I sank to the bottom, bent my hind legs, shoved off and exploded upward, front paws first. The lid went up and out, spinning like a large, sharp-edged metal Frisbee and almost took off the director’s head. Like I fucking cared.

	As I’m not a small wolf, when gravity yanked me back to the kettle, the lip caught me below my ribcage, but with great good fortune, above my cock sheath. Four hundred fifty or so pounds of angry, soaked wolf struggling to get the fuck out! was more than enough to tip the kettle and deposit me and several hundred gallons of glacier runoff on the floor. Unfortunately, the fucking pigs were on the opposite side of the spill. 

	The brothers could not have changed out the water by themselves, since they would have been noticeable stooping to do something so menial as using pumps or whatever to do the switch. Which meant one or more of the stage crew had been bribed to help, although I doubted I’d be able to prove any of it so I could make a formal complaint to the union. I knew the temperature drop wasn’t magickal because (a) magick was rarely used in our work any more and (b) I would have smelled any witchery, warlockery or magery if the water was spelled. 

	The pigs were guilty, duly tried and convicted by a one-wolf jury of their superiors, so all I needed to do was figure out what sentence to pass on them. As it is a fundamental wolfish principle that rehabilitation is for weak humans, I planned on imposing the best possible punishment. “Best,” of course, being something I would enjoy far more than they.

	I hadn’t reached a conclusion yet on what form my enjoyment would take. But I could start with some fun. Like finally deciding if one or more of them were gay. Despite the general excellence of my wolfdar in discerning gayness in other males—a talent partially involving the wolfish ability to smell even the slightest hint of arousal—I still wasn’t certain.

	I looked to my left at Guy (straw in each of the versions we filmed), caught his glance like a bear hooking a trout with a single claw, and pulled his gaze down to my left hand, which was cupping my fingers under my large, low-hanging balls. I scratched behind them, slid my hand up, applied three fingers and a thumb to my knob-end and part of the shaft, gave myself a not-quite stroke, and then let my bits all
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