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SPECIAL OFFER – FREE URBAN FANTASY

[image: ]A drought-ridden Arizona town hires a very special kind of rainmaker:  A siren.

But when it comes time to pay for her services, Mayor Archer Bertrand has a change of heart. After all, the old races are legally non-people and can’t sign contracts.

That was just his first mistake.

This short story is set in the old races-inhabited world of Magorian & Jones, written by Taylen Carver.  It is not commercially released, but provided free to readers and fans of the series.

 

Check the details once you have enjoyed The Shepherd of Fire!
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ABOUT THE SHEPHERD OF FIRE

Harley knows Campbell von Havre is hiding something she won’t like.


Harley von Canmore is a firebird, one of the old races who are emerging across the globe.  She is also the Police Chief of the tiny town of Falconer, in the foothills of the Canadian Rockies.  Harley’s town is nearly all old race people, which creates challenges that she never faced as a Royal Canadian Mounted Police Officer.  That includes dealing with Campbell von Havre, who works tirelessly to support the townsfolk.  He is a dragon, and her element’s superior to whom she, as a firebird, must obey.

When the grandson of the town’s doyen, Moira Falconer, is found in a hot tub and Campbell is connected to the death, Harley investigates the mystery surrounding Campbell.  But not everyone in Falconer wants Harley digging that deep and the reaction to her investigation is violent…

The Shepherd of Fire is part of the Harley Firebird urban fantasy series of novelettes, which is set in the same world as Taylen Carver’s Magorian & Jones series.

1.0: The Dragon of Falconer
2.0: The Orc Who Cried
3.0: The Shepherd of Fire
…and more to come.

Urban Fantasy Novelette
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THE STORY SO FAR…

Harley von Canmore is a firebird, one of the rarest of the Old Races. The Old Races are former humans who survived the Tutu virus, only to metamorphose into other creatures. Goblyns, who are called orcs in North America, are the most common. There are also hobgoblins, dwarves, fae, angels, dryads, dragons, salamanders, sirens, avancs and water leapers, each aligned with one of the elements: Earth, Air, Fire and Water.

The town of Falconer, in the foothills of the Canadian Rocky Mountains, had a population of one thousand people. Without exception, they all contracted the Tutu virus. Now the residents are becoming Old Ones, without official status in Canada and scrambling to survive. The town’s mayor, Akicita Frazier, hires Harley to police the town.

Harley was as a decorated Royal Canadian Mounted Police officer before her change. She resents the loss of that career and is in denial about her new life as a firebird. She also serves two masters; the law, which she has sworn to uphold, and Campbell von Havre, a dragon elemental. Firebirds are subject to dragons and must obey them. Yet her cop instincts tell her Campbell is not the simple businessman he appears to be, but he does seem to put the good of Falconer first.

Campbell seems taken with Harley on a personal level. While helping her adjust to life as a firebird, he also makes it clear that he would like to be far more than wary acquaintances.

Now read on…


 

THE SHEPHERD OF FIRE

February in Falconer was a miserable month. Harley had lived in a dozen different towns in the Canadian Rockies foothills over the near-twenty years of her career as a Mountie, but she couldn’t remember ever seeing the weather gauge drop below minus thirty.

Celsius.

Until today.

Thanks to her recently recovered metabolism, she no longer set fire to bed sheets. Instead, staying warm had abruptly become a problem.

Harley had been using a cloak as an overcoat, because it went over her wings. In thirty below (Celsius) weather, the blanket-thin cloak no longer worked. She’d have been better off wrapping her bed comforter around her. This morning, she had been strongly tempted to do just that. It had been a miserable ten-minute walk to the police station.

For that reason, she sent Bohdan Kask and Mojag Bear, her two constables, out on routine patrol without her. She stayed behind to finish paperwork they’d not got around to. She stoked up the wood-burning stove which heated the former souvenir store, then sat behind the station’s single laptop—a third-hand Toshiba Bohdan had updated with the latest operating system.

The laptop worked, sort of. Everything in the station worked, more or less, and usually not in the way Harley had become used to as a Mountie. But that was life in Falconer, Alberta. Everything was different, here.

The desk Harley sat behind was an old, scratched tin monstrosity that took all three of them to lift. It had a clear view through the glass front of the old store, and along Bethall Street to the intersection with Mountain Avenue, the other main street. A mile northwest of the intersection, Mountain Avenue changed back to the grand-sounding Alberta Provincial Highway No. 40, which Harley thought was a generous description. Its other name, Forestry Trunk Road, better suited the strip of tarmac which wound through trees and around mountain peaks.

Harley’s attention was caught when a woman turned the corner into Bethall Street and strolled along the deserted sidewalk on the other side of the street from the station. Everyone in Falconer was staying home today, if they could get away with it. As most of the residents of Falconer were former humans and therefore without documentation, staying home was a default state.

It wasn’t just because she was the only one out there that the woman snagged Harley’s attention. The woman’s appearance caused Harley to completely forget the report she was trying to complete and stare with her lips parted in surprised.

The woman wore a heavy winter coat in an off-white color which the fashion conscious called ‘winter white’. Her thick gloves and hat were pink. Her boots and the scarf winding around the lower half of her head were a pale grey.

The thickness of the garments was no big surprise. The color coordination might have made Harley roll her eyes on any other day. The truly startling aspect of the woman’s appearance, though, was the twin curves of folded-up white wings Harley could see over the woman’s shoulders.

Harley watched, fascinated, as the woman hefted the huge shopping bag she was carrying and shifted it to her other hand. Then she moved to the gutter, stepped over it and crossed the road. She didn’t bother looking in either direction for cars. There were none.

With a jolt, Harley realized the woman was heading for the police station itself. As she didn’t seem to be in need of law enforcement or assistance, Harley’s curiosity was roused. She sat back and waited.

The woman pushed open the street door, making the old shop bell trill, then stepped in through the door with the same semi-sideways slide-through which Harley used to get through most doorways.

The door closed behind the woman, cutting off the gust of frigid air. She removed her gloves and unwound her scarf, revealing a pale face with a pointed chin. Her gaze fell on Harley, then shifted to take in Harley’s wings. Harley’s were red at the thick edges, moving to pale yellow at the feathered tips.

The woman smiled, which made her features light up. “Chief Canmore. You’re just the person I wanted to see.”

Harley tilted her head. “I didn’t know we had an angel in Falconer.”

The woman laughed. Her wings shifted, spreading so the tips moved out on either side of her hips and made a dipping… curtsey was the only word Harley could think of. “There’s three of us in Falconer,” the woman said. “Only, Elias Krumins is nine years old, which is too young to be in trouble with the law yet, so it’s not a big surprise you haven’t met him. Randolph Kinsley is…was, I suppose I should say…well, he was Falconer’s only homeless drunk, but the Darnels asked him to live in the top of their house and watch it during the day while they’re sleeping, so he’s not homeless anymore. I guess he embraced the whole life-changing phasing thing with a vengeance. Phasing cured his alcoholism, which he calls a God-given miracle. It’s been ten years since he slept under the same roof more than two nights in a row, so now he’s making up for it by never leaving the roof he’s got…and listen to me babble, huh?”

She grinned.

Harley found herself smiling, too. “And you are…?”

The woman put down the oversized brown paper shopping bag and pulled off her hat. Waist-length locks of pure white hair fell about her shoulders. “I’m Noel ap Tailor. Just Noel to most everyone in Falconer.”

“I’m Harley.” Harley’s gaze returned to the woman’s coat. She was wearing a coat. Over wings. That weren’t stuffed underneath it and making her look like the Hunchback of Notre Dame. In fact, the coat was almost pretty, which was remarkable for Canadian winter outerwear. A wide belt the same off-white color as the coat cinched in the woman’s waist.

The woman picked up the heavy shopping bag and brought it closer. “I have something for you.” She delved into the bag.

“For me?”

“Uh-huh.” Noel straightened, withdrawing a garment from the bag—black, thick fabric which she fumbled to orient. Then she held it up by the shoulders.

It was a winter coat. Not a new one, Harley judged, running her gaze over the large, shapeless garment. She leaned to see Noel behind the coat. “I’m confused,” she said bluntly.

“It’s for you,” Noel repeated.

“I heard you say that before,” Harley said. “I can’t wear coats,” she added patiently. “And we’ve never met before, so I’m not sure why you spontaneously decided to bring me one.”

Noel lowered the coat. “I guess I’m not good at meeting new people,” she confessed. “I’ve lived in Falconer all my life. I never meet strangers.” She grimaced. “Moira Falconer sent me.”

Part of the explanation dropped into place for Harley. She had met Moira Falconer a few weeks ago, just before Christmas. The older woman was a descendant of the town’s founding family, and had seemed to take offense at Harley’s lack of an overcoat. At the time, Harley hadn’t needed one, but that was before she’d figured out how to use her wings and fly, which now kept her core temperature at something less than incendiary level.

“Moira told you to give me a coat?” Harley asked politely.

“Oh, not just any coat,” Noel said. She turned the coat around and held it up again, so Harley could see the back of it.

The back of the coat had two splits running from the hem to nearly the top of the shoulders. The splits reminded Harley of the way she had to tear the back of her shirt to get it over her wings, only these vents were not raw rips made by her pocketknife, but neatly finished openings. Hanging from the middle of the center section were two sides of a belt, also black. One end had the buckle. The other had metal-edged holes, like any normal belt.

“I don’t understand what all the hanging-down bits are for,” Harley said, staring at the belt things and the flapping panels.

“I get that a lot,” Noel said, lowering the coat. She dropped it back into the bag. “Maybe this will help.” She flipped her white hair over one shoulder, so it all hung down over her chest, then turned to show Harley her back.

Noel’s wings were blindingly white, and larger than Harley’s. Dr. Michael Jones, in Spain, had told Harley that angels were the only winged old race who could carry another human. The other winged races, including firebirds, didn’t have enough wingspan to lift that much weight for long distances.

Noel lifted her wings

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































The next book in the Harley Firebird Series is The Mad Folk of Falconer


[image: ] Everyone in Falconer is going crazy.
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