
	Giant carnivorous dragons? And Wizard Shifter Adam is the only one who can handle the task of bringing them into line? What could possibly go wrong? Everything. But there just might be a huge silver—or more accurately a huge burnished copper—lining in the storm clouds.

	 

	 

	For a transplanted Floridian in an alternate world of magic and shifters, life is good. But things are about to change. Adam Stephens has found a home, a husband, an adopted son, and has discovered he is a wizard and a panther shifter.

	When a messenger arrives from the King of Regaria in distant Capital City requesting that Adam attend him at his earliest convenience, Adam, his husband Rafe and their son Billy depart their quiet eastern mountain home.

	Upon arriving in Capital City and meeting the king, Adam is informed that there is a threat to the kingdom that only he can assist with. Giant carnivorous dragons are creating depredations in the far western end of Regaria, and only a Wizard of Adam’s renown can help with the situation.

	Adam, Rafe, Billy and their friends soon discover there is much more to the story—and much more to the dragons than they were led to believe. Their boundaries will be pushed, and in the end, they will find life is much bigger than that cabin they’ve settled into in the mountains.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	 

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Here There Be Dragons

	Copyright © 2018 Daniel Mitton

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-1569-3

	Cover art by Martine Jardin

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Here There Be Dragons

	The Wizard Shifter Series, Book Two

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Daniel Mitton

	 


Dedication

	 

	 

	This book is dedicated to my husband, Stephen, without whom I would never have pursued my dream of writing.

	 

	Special thanks to my editor, Debbie at eXtasy Books. Without her polishing, this story wouldn’t be anywhere near as good!

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	An ear-piercing scream echoed through the quiet mountain cabin.

	Adam opened his eyes and groaned. Beside him, he noticed Rafe was also awake as he rolled toward him. “What are we going to do about Georgie?”

	“I’d vote we take him out back and shoot him. But we’d have to shoot Timothy as well.”

	“That might be a bit extreme. He is, after all, my best friend. Well, except for you, of course, sweetness.”

	Rafe smiled, which was what Adam was trying for. “Sure, try to make me forget that noise by sucking up. Not working. I’ve got to say, you were correct when you called it shrieking. I think my ears are bleeding.”

	“Now who’s being a drama queen? It isn’t that bad, but I’m just as sick of it as you.”

	It had been nine months since the battle with Dannecker. When Adam escaped back to Regaria, he brought his best friend Georgie with him, along with Simon, who had been captured by Dannecker, and Cooper, Adam’s cat. Georgie, it turned out, didn’t have magical abilities, so he couldn’t understand a word of what everyone was shouting when they first arrived. Luckily, Adam anticipated that and had a spell ready, and now Georgie spoke fluent Regarian. He still spoke English, though, as evidenced by some of the words being screamed from his bedroom at that very moment.

	Simon, Rafe’s adopted uncle, was back at work in his rebuilt store in Oak Moss. With an early spring, and with the help of volunteers from Braden Firs, the town of Oak Moss had been almost completely rebuilt over the last four months. The construction had begun in the fall and slowed due to the cold conditions, but the townspeople pulled together and made it through. As the town was in the middle of a great forest, lumber was not an issue, nor was fieldstone. The buildings had been rebuilt in the same fantasy village look that Adam had admired on his first visit to the town—when he first came out of the tunnel and found himself in this alternate world.

	Timothy, the miller’s apprentice at the sawmill, had been working a lot of hours. Most days he worked from sunrise to sunset, but that hadn’t kept him from finding time to pursue Adam’s friend, Georgie. Or for Georgie to pursue Timothy, as the case might be. The two had become inseparable. Unfortunately, that meant that Timothy was pretty much living at Adam and Rafe’s cabin with Georgie, since Timothy only had a small room at the mill and no home of his own.

	“I’ll talk to him today,” Adam promised. “I’m thinking it’s time the two of them had a place of their own. Far, far, away from our cabin.” No sooner were the words out of his mouth than another shriek of pleasure rocked through the cabin.

	“Well, for now, I can think of a way to cover their sounds.” Rafe began with a smile on his face.

	 

	“Guys, we need to talk.” Adam looked up at Georgie and Timothy as they walked into the kitchen, where Adam and Rafe had been having their breakfast.

	“What did we do now?” Georgie asked, trying to look innocent.

	“It might have involved shrieking,” Rafe said.

	“I don’t shriek!” Georgie shrieked.

	Adam just rolled his eyes. “Really? What do you call that?”

	“I tend to be excitable, that’s all.”

	“You do shriek,” Timothy said, glancing at his lover with a smirk.

	“You’re supposed to be on my side.”

	“I am, but you can get a little loud... especially when I hit that special spot.”

	“OoooKay,” Adam interrupted, “too much information. Let’s talk about what we can do to make sure that Rafe and I get our sleep—to say nothing about poor Billy. The kid is going to be traumatized about sex. When he gets old enough to have it, he’s going to think it must be really painful, the way you two carry on.”

	“The two of you have been together for what, five months now?” Rafe asked.

	“Well, four and a half, it took me a couple weeks to catch his attention,” Georgie replied.

	“You had my attention the first time I saw you, but I didn’t think you would be into a roughneck, burly, sawmill apprentice like me. You were so refined looking.” Timothy looked at Georgie with such adoration.

	“Well, of course I was. I was used to a different sort of world. We had this thing called fashion.”

	“Here in Regaria, your fashion would look kind of silly, don’t you think?” Adam asked.

	“Yes, that’s true. The clothing here is so basic and boring. But I still try to put my own stamp on it.”

	“So that explains that silly looking scarf you’re wearing?” Adam giggled out loud at the look of shock on Georgie’s face.

	“You never did have any fashion sense,” Georgie replied.

	“Guys... Back to the real subject,” Rafe interjected. “We have an idea how we could alleviate the noise issue. What would you think about moving into your own place?”

	“There aren’t any available houses in town. We’ve talked about it, but the priority was on rebuilding the village, not on our desire for our own place,” Timothy replied, then looked at Georgie and continued. “Maybe now is the time to do it?”

	“I’m happy with that, but wherever we live has to have indoor plumbing,” Georgie quickly added. He had been as appalled as Adam to discover that in this land, indoor plumbing was a rarity, and cold showers were the norm. Barbarism defined, in his opinion. Until he’d come to this world with Adam, his idea of roughing it was a fifty-foot motorhome, complete with every luxury available—including a hair dryer.

	“How about the two of you spend today with us, since it’s Timothy’s day off? We can look for a spot for a cabin. There are a lot of beautiful areas with views between here and Oak Moss that would give you a lot of privacy and be a little closer for Timothy’s commute to work,” Adam said.

	“What’s a commute?” Rafe asked.

	“Sorry, Rafe, it’s a term from our world. It means the trip back and forth to work from home,” Adam explained.

	“I’m thinking it would be easier if you guys were somewhere about halfway between here and the village, but it’s up to you,” he continued, looking at Georgie and Timothy.

	“I’m all for that,” Timothy agreed, “but can we eat first?”

	“That’s my man, always hungry,” Georgie added.

	“Tell me about it. Adam has a hollow leg, I think he calls it,” Rafe said with affection.

	 

	An hour later, the men were preparing to leave the cabin when young Billy stumbled out of his room. He had settled in well with his foster fathers. The scars of losing his entire family in the attack on Oak Moss by Trader Morris—and Dannecker’s homophobic and shifter-phobic followers—were lessening every day. He would never forget his family, but Adam knew he loved his new home and his new fathers.

	“Where are you going?” Billy asked.

	“We’re going for a ride, to find a place to build a cabin for Timothy and Georgie to live,” Adam said.

	“Oh good. When they’re gone, I’ll be able to get some sleep,” Billy responded with the frankness of youth.

	“From the mouths of babes.” Rafe chuckled.

	“Do you want to go with us?” Adam asked. “If so, you’ll need to get a move on—some of us have been up for hours.”

	“I guess.” Billy huffed. “Can I have something to eat first?”

	“Of course, silly. There is some cereal on the counter and milk in the refrigerator.”

	The one thing Adam had insisted on when he and Rafe rebuilt near the spot of Rafe’s burned cabin was that all the conveniences of Adam’s world had to be included in the new house. There wasn’t any electricity in this land, so Adam had summoned a wind turbine generator from his own world with the necessary battery set-up to function as an off-grid power source. He had added some high-tech solar panels to supplement the wind turbine, and he connected those solar panels to piping that fed to the geothermal heating and cooling system that he had also summoned and installed. Along with modern plumbing, electrical fixtures, and state of the art kitchen appliances, the house was a green living fantasy with every luxury imaginable. What was the sense of being a mage if he had to live like a barbarian?

	Many of the building materials had also been summoned. No fantasy cabin for them. Adam had designed the cabin himself, using his memories of a cabin near Bryson City, North Carolina that he and some friends had rented a few years earlier when they were on a motorcycle trip.

	Adam and Rafe’s house was built on the side of a steep embankment overlooking a spectacular view of the mountains. The main level contained the kitchen, the great room, and the master bedroom suite. Downstairs on the lower level was Billy’s room, and the guest room currently inhabited by Timothy and Georgie, both with their own bathrooms. In the center of that level was a hang-out room for Billy, and a laundry room, complete with the latest front-loading machines—a first for this land.

	Adam hadn’t been stingy, though. He had also shared the indoor plumbing with the townspeople in Oak Moss. No more outhouses.

	While the men waited outside for Billy to get ready, they discussed possible locations for Georgie and Timothy’s cabin, and what the men wanted in a home.

	“Well, it’s important that we have all the stuff you have,” Georgie began.

	“I would expect no less,” Adam replied with a smile.

	Georgie ignored him and continued, “And I’d really like a view. But I’d like the bedrooms upstairs instead of downstairs.”

	“That sounds doable,” Rafe said.

	As Billy came out of the house, he wasn’t moving very fast, but at least he was dressed and looked ready to go.

	“Are you ready?” Rafe asked.

	“Yes... I guess so,” Billy replied with a typical eight-year-old’s put-upon enthusiasm level.

	“Climb in, then.” Adam pointed to the sidecar attached to his motorcycle. Adam had added it so Billy would be able to travel with them without having to be uncomfortable riding behind either Adam or Rafe on their motorcycles. Billy wasn’t old enough yet for riding long distances, although he did have his own 50cc mini dirt bike, on which he tooled around the nearby trails.

	Georgie and Timothy were sitting on their ATVs. Rafe and Adam had returned to their own motorcycles once spring arrived and had given their old ATVs to the two other men so they could get back and forth to the village and pursue their relationship.

	The four men and one youngster roared off down the road in pursuit of the perfect building spot.

	 

	Three hours later, Adam looked at Rafe and rolled his eyes. They had looked at nearly thirty different sites, and Georgie wasn’t happy with any of them. Finally, Rafe had remembered the spot near a waterfall that was just a short distance off the road at their current stop. Both he and Adam hoped it would be the ideal location for the other couple.

	“Follow me,” Rafe said, “I think this will be the perfect location for you.”

	Georgie looked skeptical, but they trudged through the woods to the location Rafe had thought of. They came into a small clearing near a multi-tiered waterfall. The waterfall was part of an otherwise quietly gurgling brook.

	Georgie’s eyes lit up. “I like the water, but what about a view?”

	“If we built the cabin here on this hillside beside the waterfall, and faced it in that direction,” Rafe said, pointing downhill, “I believe you would have a great view once we removed some trees. It might not be as distant a view as at our house, but dude, you’d have a waterfall.”

	Adam chuckled to himself. Rafe had picked up a lot of words from Adam’s vocabulary, as evidenced by the dude comment.

	“I like it,” Georgie announced.

	That surprised not only Rafe and Adam but apparently also Timothy, who had been extremely quiet. Maybe he’d figured he wouldn’t get much input into where they lived if he wanted any peace with the high maintenance Georgie.

	“I love this location,” Timothy said. “It’s perfect for us, and not that far from town, so it won’t take me long to get home after the mill closes.”

	The men walked back to the road, where they found Billy sound asleep in the sidecar. He’d had enough of the building site search after the first three stops and had been grumbling ever since that he should have stayed home. This time he had refused to walk any further and stayed in the sidecar. His loud snores were the first thing the men heard as they got close.

	Gazing down at his angelic little face, Adam thought how lucky they were to have all found each other. He was the perfect kid. Well, at least when he was sleeping.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Timothy was very popular in his hometown of Oak Moss, and not surprisingly, a lot of townspeople had volunteered to help with their cabin raising. In the two weeks since they found the site, the site had been cleared, and the first floor of the cabin was up. The second floor was well on its way. Adam had summoned the necessary materials like the windows and doors. He would also summon the other items like the heat pump, windmill, and other conveniences, once the house was nearing completion.

	Adam and Rafe had just arrived at the site and turned off their motorcycles when they heard a horse galloping down the road from the direction of the town.

	Looking up, they saw a stranger dressed in some sort of uniform. They waited curiously for him to come to a stop.

	“I’m looking for the mage named Adam. Can you tell me where I might find him?” the stranger said once he climbed from his horse.

	“I’m Adam. What can I do for you?”

	“My name is Lance, and I’ve been sent with a letter for you from King Adrian.” The messenger handed a sealed envelope to Adam. “I’m to await your reply and then to return to Capital City.”

	Adam was aware that the country of Regaria was ruled by a king, although he hadn’t learned much more than the name of the country until after he returned from banishing Dannecker. No one ever referred to the country by its name. Nor had Adam ever heard the king’s given name until now. It appeared that governance decreased the further you got from the Capital in this country. Self-rule seemed to be the norm for each town. It didn’t appear that taxes had ever been thought of here, and Adam certainly wasn’t going to suggest them. The mixture of agrarian and pre-industrial society that was the norm in this land was perfect. Or at least it was after Adam introduced indoor plumbing to the masses. It reminded Adam of stories of the American West in the 1800s before the spread of large government and technology.

	“Okay, do you want to meet us in Oak Moss?” Adam asked. “You won’t be able to keep up with our machines, but if you want to head to town now, we’ll catch up with you by the time you get there.”

	The messenger had been looking curiously at the motorcycles. “That’s fine. I will await your arrival at the inn. If it isn’t too much bother, could you show me how these machines work when you get there?”

	Rafe smiled. “Of course, I’ll even take you for a ride on one.”

	Rafe and Adam were still standing beside the road, watching the dust settle from the departure of the messenger’s horse when Rafe turned his lust-filled gaze to Adam.

	“We’ve got an hour or so before the messenger will expect us to arrive. We could take even longer if we want, and no one would be the wiser. Do you think we could leave Billy here with the boys for a little while?” Rafe asked.

	“Well, it depends. What did you have in mind?”

	“No one explained how challenging gaining an eight-year-old son would be for our sex life. My balls are about to implode.”

	“Mine too. I say we dump Billy on Georgie and head off into the woods for a little man on man action.” Adam smiled evilly. “We can’t be good daddies all the time... except to each other.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Five minutes later, after Adam took Georgie aside and explained the problem, Adam and Rafe rode off toward town. Georgie watched them go with a smirk on his face.

	“Come on, Billy, let’s see if we can give Timothy a hand with some clean-up. The sooner we get done, the sooner we can go home.”

	“I guess. I don’t know why I couldn’t go with my dads to town,” Billy complained in a sulk.

	“Well, sometimes your daddies need to get away for a little while.”

	“Oh. Are they going somewhere to make noises like you and Timothy do?”

	“Umm, oh look, there’s Timothy,” Georgie replied with a red face. It was amazing to him what eight-year-old boys knew these days.

	The knowing eyes looking out of the boy’s face said he wasn’t fooled for an instant.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	A little closer to Oak Moss, Rafe turned his bike into a small clearing beside the road. At the back of the clearing there was a trail leading off into the woods. Without the sidecar, the bikes would probably have navigated the trail, but not the way Adam’s was now equipped. The men shut off their bikes, climbed off and without a word headed into the woods.

	They didn’t get far before they came to a beautiful fern-covered glen with sun-dappled shadows highlighted by the sun shining through the canopy of leaves far above their heads.

	“This is perfect. Tell me again...” Rafe could hear the sarcasm in Adam’s voice as he added, “Is this one of those places where you take all your men?”

	“I’ll give you all my men,” Rafe grumbled. “You know that you’re it for me. When we mated, we mated for life. No one will ever come between us. It is just you and me forever.”

	“Well, good. Now get your kit off. I need me some dick... in the worst way.”

	Within seconds, both men were naked and exploring each other’s hard, hair covered bodies. Adam dropped to his knees and grabbed Rafe’s already leaking cock and stuffed it into his mouth.

	Rafe wasn’t put off a bit, and quickly grabbed the back of Adam’s head and started power thrusting down Adam’s throat. Rafe hadn’t been lying about his balls being ready to implode. “I’m going to cum if you don’t stop,” he warned.

	Adam’s only response was to double down on the power sucking he was performing on Rafe’s cock. Taking it all the way into his throat, he swallowed a few times, forcing his throat muscles to further milk Rafe’s already oversensitive dick. Adam hadn’t even begun to run out of breath when Rafe’s cock began to dump copious amounts of cum down Adam’s willing throat.

	Rafe pulled out halfway but kept his cock head in Adam’s mouth until Adam finished licking it clean. When he finished, Adam pulled his mouth off and looked up at Rafe with a smile.

	“Now it’s my turn. Turn around. I need me some of that big, sweaty, hairy ass of yours,” Adam said, his voice husky from misuse. The throat bashing he’d just received had obviously made him a little horse.

	Rafe happily spun around and bent over, grabbing his hairy ass cheeks and pulling them apart for his husband’s viewing pleasure.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Adam gazed at Rafe’s pretty little pink hole, surrounded by those mounds of dark fur. Was there ever anything tastier? He leaned forward and pulled Rafe’s cock and balls back between his legs. Starting at the newly cleaned cockhead, he ran his tongue up the bottom of Rafe’s dick, over his balls, and then concentrated on that tasty sweaty area between the ball sack and Rafe’s hairy thighs. Once he had licked the sweat off those areas, he licked his way up Rafe’s taint and onto that pretty hole.

	Finally, at his destination, he rolled his tongue and stuffed it as far as he could into Rafe’s most private area, savoring the musky taste of his man. They didn’t have enough time for him to take too long, so after liberally covering the area with spit, he did a quick spell and summoned a travel sized bottle of lube. Squirting it onto his cock and Rafe’s hole, he pushed his way into Rafe.

	“Yeah, baby. That’s what I’m talking about,” Adam said. “Take that cock.”

	Adam started power thrusting into Rafe’s willing hole, and within very little time, he felt his balls pulling up, and what felt like gallons of spunk shot out through his cock into Rafe’s body. Adam fell forward onto Rafe’s furry back.

	“I could stay here all day,” he whispered into Rafe’s ear.

	“So could I... but I think the messenger is waiting for us.”

	“Damn, I’d almost forgotten about him.”

	“We need to find more opportunities for this. I miss sex. If it isn’t Billy, it’s that damn cat, Cooper, wanting to pile on top of us. We’re never alone,” Rafe said with mock sadness.

	“Buck up, old boy. We’ll find the time. Now get dressed before the messenger thinks we’re not coming.”

	“Oh, I don’t think there will be any doubt about cumming. We both smell like the inside of a whorehouse, and I’m going to have your spunk running down my legs for hours. It feels like you sprayed a fire hose up there!”

	 

	Once the men were dressed and back at their motorcycles, Adam pulled out the king’s message. He read it fast, and then looked back at the top of the message and began reading it again, slowly this time. Nothing jumped out differently than it had on the first read. He had been requested to come to Capital City to meet with King Adrian on a matter of grave importance that only he could help with. No details. What should he make of this request? He wasn’t truly a citizen of Regaria, but then again, he had no plans to ever leave.

	“What do you think I should do?” he asked Rafe, who had been reading over his shoulder.

	“I think we should go and see what this gravely important matter is. What if it’s something as bad as Dannecker? The king seems to feel that only you can handle it. I think we should find out what it is. We owe it to the greater good to do something if you and I can help.”

	“What do we do with Billy and Cooper?” Adam asked.

	“I’d say that we take Billy with us, and have Georgie cat-sit Cooper while we’re gone. He and Timothy will be staying at our house while we’re gone anyway because their house can’t be finished until you get back to do the plumbing, heating, and other finishing spells. The new house won’t be ready for you to do those spells for at least a couple of months anyway, so it’s perfect timing.”

	“Okay, let’s go back to the building site and break the news to everyone concerned before we head to Oak Moss.”

	A short time later, after collecting Billy from where he was dangling off the unfinished second floor of the cabin, and having explained to Georgie and Timothy the gist of the message and what their response was going to be, the men rode to town. The messenger was indeed waiting at the inn, and Adam, Rafe, and Billy met with him immediately. Adam told him they would head toward Capital City the next day, but that they would make a quick stop in Lyman on the way.

	Rafe took Lance for a quick ride on his motorcycle, and the young man was delirious with excitement. Adam had thought for a moment about giving the messenger one of the ATVs to travel back on, but there was the concern of the machine falling into someone else’s hands. They didn’t know if there were still Dannecker supporters out there somewhere, or not. So Lance would return the way he came, on horseback. There was no doubt in their minds, or the messenger’s mind, that they might beat him to Capital City—even with their stops along the way.

	 

	Early the next morning, after giving the disinterested Cooper a big smooch on his furry head, Adam and Rafe climbed onto their motorcycles. Billy had already climbed into the sidecar with the mound of their collective gear. After they said goodbye to Timothy and Georgie, the two bikes roared off down the road leading to Oak Moss.

	They had already decided to stop and talk to Simon on their way out of town, so a few minutes later when they arrived in the village, they pulled up in front of the store and went inside.

	“Hi, guys, what brings you all to town again today?” Simon asked. “I heard you were talking to a uniformed stranger yesterday in the common room at the inn. Is everything okay?”

	“It is, but Adam has been invited by the king to come to Capital City to discuss something gravely important that only Adam can assist with. We have no idea what it’s about, but felt it’s important that we go and find out what’s up,” Rafe replied.

	“What about Billy? Do you want me to have him stay with me?” Simon asked. He had a huge soft spot for the lad and was very happy that the men had adopted the orphan.

	“No, we’ve decided it would be a good education for him to come along with us,” Adam spoke up. “Plus, we have that shiny new sidecar that I specially summoned just for him, so we might as well get some miles on it.”

	Billy was paying no attention to the conversation. He was across the store with his nose pressed against the candy counter’s glass front, eyeing every piece with unchecked avarice. When Simon noticed, he winked at the men and walked around the counter to face Billy.

	“What would you have, my good man?”

	Billy gazed up into Simon’s eyes and boldly requested, “Oh, one of each please.”

	Laughing, Simon replied, “I think your eyes are bigger than your stomach, and there is only so much room in that sidecar for loot.”

	“Okay, then just some jelly beans, please.”

	Once Billy’s transaction was complete, Simon turned back to Adam and Rafe.

	“Will the house be okay? I’m assuming Georgie and Timothy will be there until you get back?”

	“I expect so. There is enough work left that it will take at least another couple of months before their house is done, even though they both are holding out for a month and a half. There is also the final work, the spells I need to do, which can’t be done until I get back. So yes, they’ll be housesitting and taking care of Cooper. We should be back long before their house is done, and if not, I’ll get word to you.” Adam felt compelled to outline their itinerary for Simon.

	“We’re leaving directly from here, and will be stopping in Braden Firs to catch up with some folks there. Then we plan on riding at least to Dalton today, or maybe further. We have our tent and camping gear and will spend a night on the roadside somewhere along the way if we need to. Then we’ll be in Lyman for a couple of days before we leave for Capital City. If there is a desperate need, send a message with a bird to Axe.”

	The three men knew that sending a bird would be a lot harder than it used to be. Mage Clarice, the wolverine shifter mage who’d been killed in the attack on Trader Morris’ property, had also been the bird lady. When she died, the task fell to a young shifter, who was also a hedge witch, that lived in the village. She was unfortunately nowhere near as talented in training and deploying the birds as Clarice had been.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	The travel with the sidecar was a little slower than without, but in only an hour and a half, the men and the boy arrived in the town of Braden Firs, where they planned to spend a little while catching up with friends.

	Their first stop was at Richard’s Justicer office to check in with their old friend. They’d only had a couple of chances to catch up with him over the last few months because he had been so busy riding circuit between the towns in his assigned area.

	One of those towns, Mount Holly, an enclave of artisans, had been destroyed by the Sorcerer Dannecker, and every single one of the residents had been massacred. The town would never be rebuilt and had been designated a memorial. But even with the town gone, artisans kept arriving in the area.

	In fact, so many had been drawn to this far eastern end of Regaria that a new town was springing up alongside the road to Lyman, about a standard day’s travel beyond Braden Firs. It was just slightly more than twice the distance from Braden Firs that Oak Moss was in the other direction.

	Wizard Mage Axe had decreed that the new town, Dalton, would become part of the area Richard would cover as Justicer, so he was again at five towns to oversee. Of those towns, Adam had yet to visit Dillmore Springs, Dalton, or Greenbrier, but they were on his must-visit list.

	Walking into the office, Adam caught Richard’s eye over the shoulder of the man he was speaking to. It appeared to be a simple civil matter, and Richard quickly wrapped it up and shook the man’s hand before the man turned to leave the office. The man’s eyes opened wide when he saw Adam, and he nodded quickly and rushed out the door.

	Rafe snorted. “You still frighten people, my dear.”

	“Yes, you do,” Richard added, “I use you as a threat if people are misbehaving. Be careful, or I’ll have Mage Adam come play mediator.”

	Adam frowned, and Richard laughed at the expression. He laughed even harder when Rafe and Billy joined him in laughing.

	Once things settled down, Adam explained their newest mission and journey to Richard.

	“I’ve met King Adrian,” Richard said, “and I’ve got to say he’s a really nice man. He’s the king, but he isn’t one of those rulers who looks down on his subjects. I felt like he was just another one of the guys when we were discussing my original appointment as a Justicer. Granted I haven’t seen him in a few years, but I’m sure he’s still as affable as ever.

	“Do you have time for lunch? I’m sure there are some folks, including that husband of mine, who would like to say hello while you’re here. Carlos was so pissed last time I saw you, and he didn’t get a chance to join us. He has been bugging me for us to visit you in Oak Moss, and reminding me that there needs to be time for him and our friends. I can’t be a Justicer every minute of every day, he says.”

	Adam couldn’t miss the hopeful gleam in Richard’s eyes.

	“That sounds good. We’ll head over to the inn if you want to grab Carlos and meet us there,” Rafe replied.

	Two hours later, having eaten well and visited with their friends in town, the three headed off on the next leg of their journey. They had heard of Dalton, but not visited it. Richard had told them not to expect a lot.

	 

	The town of Dalton turned out to be more of a tent city than an actual town. There were only a couple of buildings in the town, but more were being constructed. As the men rode into town, everyone stopped and turned to stare. It was one thing to hear of mages and their sidekicks riding around on roaring machines, it was quite another to see those machines in person.

	Pulling into what looked like the most navigable spot on the edge of the town, the men turned off their bikes, and before they could even climb off, Billy had scrambled out of the sidecar and approached a group of children standing nearby.

	“Hi, I’m Billy. Those are my dads,” he said proudly, pointing at Adam and Rafe, “and we’re on our way to Lyman and then Capital City,”

	What a kid. You would never know his entire family was killed right in front of him a few months ago—look at the self-important little fart now. Adam was shaking his head while chuckling out loud.

	“I blame you,” Rafe said looking at Adam. “You’ve turned him into a little monster.” His big smile took any sting out of the words because Adam knew he was only kidding. After all, they had spoiled him together, so blame was due to both.

	Adam focused beyond Billy and the children at a crowd of adults that had started to form, led by two of the four guards that had formerly been assigned to Mount Holly, but now were assigned to Dalton.

	He remembered Kathleen the most. She had been the guard who had bravely spoken up and picked on Adam and Rafe at the inn in Braden Firs. Something to do with how loud they were while having sex if he remembered correctly. Jordan he recognized as the guard that had told them that everyone in Mount Holly had been killed while standing there with tears pouring down his face.

	“Kathleen... Jordan. How are you?”

	“We’re good, Mage Adam. What brings you to Dalton?” Kathleen asked.

	“We’re on our way to Capital City. Something is going on that King Adrian is requesting my help with, but so far we have no idea what it is.”

	“Do you need any volunteers to go along?” Jordan asked eagerly.

	The young man was almost bouncing up and down. Adam knew there had to be something to that story, but he’d wait until they were alone to discuss it with Jordan. “Perhaps. Let’s talk a little later, once we get settled.”

	“We need a place to pitch our tent, as we’ll be staying the night here and moving on to Lyman tomorrow,” Rafe said. “Is there a spot that would work best?”

	Kathleen quickly replied, “I think there are rooms at the inn, Sir. Probably no need for a tent tonight. If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you the way.”

	“Should we leave our motorcycles here? I’m assuming no one would touch them, right?” Rafe asked.

	“Of course, so far, we’ve had no issues in Dalton. Well, except for a couple domestic disputes, but crime doesn’t seem to have found its way to the village yet,” Jordan said.

	Adam noticed that there was something odd about the way Jordan replied. Something else to talk to him about when they were alone.

	The group walked through what Adam would call a construction site. All around them there were buildings in various stages of being built, interspersed with tents and lean-to structures where people were obviously living until the buildings were completed.

	“I see a lot of buildings going up. Do they have plans to have things wrapped up before next winter? There seem to be a lot of people here, but not a lot of completed buildings yet,” Rafe asked Kathleen.

	“Yes, there is one group that is working on single-family homes, which will be on the streets surrounding the village square. They have come up with a simple design that they are going to use so that everything is standardized.”

	“Ah... tract housing comes to Regaria,” Adam remarked wryly.

	“What is tract housing?” Rafe asked.

	“Where I came from, it’s quite common for builders to develop standard plans for homes. Many times, they build huge tracts of them... meaning many houses spread over a large area, but all looking the same,” Adam replied.

	Damn, now I’ve got that theme song, Little Boxes, from that old TV show, Weeds, stuck in my head.

	Adam came back to himself and realized everyone was looking at him. “Oh sorry, I was just remembering a little song from my world that describes tract housing.”

	“Share?” Rafe asked raising one eyebrow.

	“Well, you know I’m not a great singer, but it goes something like this...”

	When Adam finished singing the short ditty about tacky little houses and a hillside, Jordan chuckled. “I think you should stick to being a mage, Sir, and leave the minstrels to the singing.”

	Everyone else laughed as they continued walking, but now they all were thinking about little houses all looking just the same.

	The group approached one of the structures built facing the open area, which was obviously going to be the village square that Kathleen had mentioned. Entering the building, they found it appeared to be a fully completed inn and tavern.

	A rotund man made his way over to the group and addressed Adam and Rafe. “Welcome to the Artisan Inn. I’m Hugo, one of the owners. Can I help you?”

	“Hello, Hugo. Nice to meet you. I’m Adam, and this is my husband Rafe, and our son Billy. I assume you know Kathleen and Jordan?”

	“Yes, Sir. I’m familiar with the guards. And judging by the machines I heard you arrived on earlier, I’m guessing you’re the famous Mage Adam?”

	“Well, I’m not so sure about the famous part, but yes, that’s me. We were hoping maybe you had a room available? Otherwise, we have our tent and can pitch it somewhere.”

	“I wouldn’t hear of it!” Hugo practically yelled. “We have a room available, and your son Billy can bunk in with our son tonight. I think they are both of an age, looking at him.”

	Before Adam could reply, Rafe spoke up, “That would be great. We’re only going to be here the one night and then will head off to Lyman tomorrow. Adam, why don’t you get settled. I’ll take one of the guards and go get the bikes and bring them over here.”

	“Sure, that will work. Can you take Billy? Kathleen, can you go with Rafe and leave
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