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"Whew. That was close."

PJ Norris slumped down in his chair, staring at his grade. He'd been
worried about it all day, having not been sure he'd quite understood the
concepts, but thankfully, he'd passed. As a second-year student at
Sheepsburg University, he supposed he should've given himself a little more
grace. Coming from a small farming village with a schoolhouse that ranged
in ages from six to sixteen, PJ had worked hard to overcome his lack of
education. But now, the studies were becoming more advanced, and
working hard wasn't cutting it as much as it used to.

He, of course, had extra incentive to keep his grades up. His landlady
Vicky Hamblin, who was also the older sister of his best friend and
roommate Grant, had been clear that PJ and Grant needed to maintain
exemplary grades in order to keep the roof over their heads. For PJ, who
couldn't afford to attend school nor live in this large city without her
patronage, it was a fair deal. As he stared at the mark atop his paper, he
sighed in relief. One more week he could safely stay and learn all he could.

"How'd you do?" PJ said, turning in his seat to face his best friend.



Grant had taken to wearing glasses, though he didn't need them, and let
his shaggy brown hair grow out since he was no longer under the critical
eye of his sister. He smirked leisurely at PJ, turning his quiz face-down and
shrugging. "I'll recover," he replied. "It's only the middle of the term, you
know?"

PJ frowned. "You said that about the last three quizzes."

"Yeah, so?"

"So there's going to be a point where you won't be able to recover," PJ
said pointedly.

"You know, I don't think Vic is serious about kicking us out,” Grant
said, stretching lazily in the chair. "I mean, I could probably find a lawyer,
you know? Take her to court. It is technically half my money, too."

"If you don't have any money, I don't think you can hire a lawyer, can
you?" PJ replied. "Besides, didn't she have the inheritance changed to
explicitly say—"

"Right, right." Grant waved him off. "You worry too much. We got it. I
passed last year, didn't I? And you were worried then, too."

PJ still hadn't a clue how Grant had managed that.

"Look, let's think about what we're doing this weekend instead." Grant
leaned across his desk with a devilish grin. "Those two girls we saw last
week at the Cauldron might be back. We could see if they'd agree to go out
with us again."

"Nah," PJ said, toying with the edge of his paper.

"Why? You worried they'll say yes?"

"I don't know if I should be seeing anyone," PJ said, lowering his voice
so only Grant could hear. "You know, because of my..."

""What? Because you turned into a big, honking dragon once?"

PJ looked around to make sure none of their classmates had heard—but
they seemed similarly distracted with their plans for the weekend—before
turning his glare on Grant. "Knock it off."

"That amulet is doing its job," Grant said. "Besides that, the queen's
been offed. So even if everyone were to find out, there'd be no issue, eh?"



"I think there'd still be an issue," PJ said. "And I'm not so sure she's
been offed. We thought the king was done for too, and he turned out to be
sitting in the Pigsend's sheriff's office."

Grant snorted. "Well, if anyone says anything, you can just eat them.
How about that?"

PJ wanted to tell Grant his dragon form didn't have a taste for humans,
but he honestly remembered nothing about his transformation over eighteen
months ago, other than a hazy blur and how good it had felt to finally let the
dragon out. But his change had been under the careful watch of three
elderly dragon shifters, all of whom had made sure he was hidden from the
queen's soldiers and didn't accidentally trample a village. Since then, PJ had
dutifully worn his amulet, which kept his powers and any urge to sprout
wings at bay, and he had no desire to ever remove it.

Still, knowing he was different had made it a little hard to adjust to life
in Sheepsburg. Grant, who'd been by his side during the whole "what-the-
heck-is-happening-to-me" episode before the grannies had revealed
themselves, had been a welcome sense of normalcy, but PJ still found he
didn't want to make new friends. There was always the fear he might have
to steal away in the dead of night—either due to someone finding out what
he was or because the amulet no longer did its job.

He ran his hand along his shirt, feeling the ridges of the heavy gold
piece, and exhaled. Perhaps he should blow off a little bit of steam—
metaphorically, in any case.

"Maybe you're right," PJ said.

"I'm always right," Grant said. "But in this case, about what?"

"Let's find those girls tonight," PJ said with a hopeful smile.

"That's the spirit!" Grant cheered, earning a scowl from the professor.
He chuckled nervously and lifted his paper. "Talking about doing some
hardcore studying tonight."

The professor just sniffed.

~

"I've never heard of Pigs Bottom."
"Pigsend," Grant said, leaning across the table.



In the hour that PJ had spent penning a letter to his parents keeping
them apprised of all he was doing, Grant had managed to find the girls and
get them to agree to meet the boys at a tavern near the university—and
somehow procured drinking money, too. At least enough to buy a round of
ales.

"Pigsend, whatever," the first girl, Amelia, said, sipping her ale. "It
sounds like it smells bad."

"It's a farming village, so yeah," PJ said, feeling the need to stick up for
his hometown. "But it's also where the king's people stashed him under
disguise, so it's quite a special place."

"Or it's so in the middle of nowhere, no one would think to look there,"
the other girl, Penny, replied with a sneer.

"Either way, it's our claim to fame," Grant said with his usual confident
grin. "What about you ladies? Where are you from?"

They were both from Sheepsburg, and they both had family members in
academia, which perhaps explained why they looked so disgruntled to be
there with two farm boys. But as out of place as PJ felt, Grant was in his
element, talking and guiding the conversation exactly where he wanted it to
go. The girls almost seemed to buy it, too, though Amelia kept glancing at
Grant as if he were full of the product of a pig's bottom.

"What are you studying at school?" Penny asked. "Farming
techniques?"

"Psh. No. My sister came into some money, and she wants me to get a
job, you know? So I'm in business school." Grant puffed out his chest.
"Once I graduate, I get my half of it."

"If you graduate,” PJ muttered under his breath.

Grant kicked him under the table. "And this one's just along for the ride.
He's my bodyguard."

"Bodyguard?" Amelia turned to PJ with a confused expression. "He's
barely bigger than you."

"Yeah, but he's got some hidden muscle,"” Grant said, earning a look of
warning from PJ. "Some extra—"



"I just know how to throw a punch,” PJ said, a little too loudly. "Grant's
mouth gets him into trouble. I have to bail him out."

Penny glanced at PJ's arms, which had grown soft in the weeks spent in
the classroom instead of helping his parents shoe horses. "If you say so."

A loud roar came from a nearby table, and PJ had to double-take at the
sight of a half-man, half-horse standing next to a small troll-looking woman
who was sitting across from a pair of small pink-winged fairies. The quartet
were playing cards, and the centaur had clearly just lost a hand, because
he'd kicked his back legs in anger, knocking over an unsuspecting waitress
who'd been carrying an entire tray of ale.

"Oh, terribly sorry," he said, reaching out to help the waitress back up.
"Got carried away with our game. Jeneferia, can you set her right?"

The smaller of the two fairies fluttered over, leaving a trail of pink fairy
dust behind her, and tapped the waitress on the shoulder. The woman, who'd
previously been slouching and holding her side, straightened and thanked
them both with a harried, but not angry, smile. The ale was too far gone, but
the fairy was able to magick the cups back onto the plate for her, at least.

"I'll pay for that," the centaur said. "Just put it on my tab."

The waitress promised she would then continued on her way, and the
quartet got back to their card game. PJ watched them with awe and a little
jealousy. Amazing how they could just walk down the street as they were,
and here he was, afraid to even mention he had an amulet.

Then again, dragons were quite different animals than centaurs.

"Are you thinking you're gonna offer your services?" Grant said,
waving his hand in front of PJ's face. "Gonna get back into the farrier
business?"

"Not likely," PJ said, turning his attention back to the table and the girls
they were supposed to be wooing. But they, too, had become overly
distracted by the magicals sitting at the next table over.

"Can't believe all these creatures escaped the queen," Penny said with
an unmistakable look of disdain on her face. "I mean, that was the whole
point of that bloody war, wasn't it? Getting rid of all the magical creatures?



Now come to find out the queen's people didn't do as good a job as we
thought."”

Hair rose on the back of PJ's neck. "I don't think—"

"I mean, I know she was overthrown, but goodness gracious, do they
have to be amongst us again?" Amelia said with a fervent nod. "I saw a troll
the other day just walking down the street like he owned it. Almost knocked
me over as he passed."

"I heard that some of them are demanding their property back," Penny
continued. "Evicting people who've lived there for years!"

"Outrageous," Amelia said. "My father said that the magical things that
worked in his department before want their old jobs back, too. As if there's
any room!"

Penny opened her mouth to respond but then frowned. "Do you smell
smoke?"

"Ah, um." Grant was on his feet immediately. "Listen, ladies, we'd love
to stay and chat, but I just remembered that we've got to get home to study.
You know, I barely passed that test today, so PJ's going to put me through
my paces. Aren't you, Peej?"

PJ realized with a jolt that the smoke was coming from him. He rubbed
the amulet a few times, just to bring himself back down to the pub, and
quickly rose as Grant all but yanked him upright. He nodded, not wanting to
open his mouth and release more smoke, and let his best friend drag him to
safety outside.

"Sorry." A large plume of gray smoke erupted from PJ's mouth, rising
into the night sky. "I didn't even realize what I was doing—"

"Well..." Grant stuffed his hands into his pocket. "I didn't really think
they were that pretty anyway. Besides that, I, erm..." He cracked a rueful
smile. "I may have told the bartender the girls would pay the tab."

PJ stopped in the middle of the street. "Grant..."

"What? They looked good for it." He chuckled to himself. "Besides that,
they deserved it, what with all that talk about magical creatures. Not my
fault they're awful people."

PJ smiled. "That was a disappointing evening."



"Next time I drag you out to socialize, I'll make sure our dates aren't
anti-magic lunatics," Grant said with a chuckle. "Or we might risk burning a
few city blocks down."

Grant was trying to make him feel better, but PJ couldn't help the blush
of shame that came to his cheeks. "It's been a while since anything like that
happened. You don't think it's... I mean, the amulet is... You don't—"

"Didn't the grannies say you could always write them a letter if you had
any questions?" Grant said.

PJ nodded. He wasn't sure how it worked, but the handful of times he'd
penned a letter and put it in the post, he'd gotten one back a few days later
from the trio of elderly women. They were busy traveling the country,
looking for more shifters, so he tried not to bother them too much. That, and
it had been dangerous to communicate about magical things when the queen
had been so overzealous about stamping out anything interesting.

But with the queen gone, perhaps PJ could reach out again. Especially if
he thought his amulet might be losing power.

"Wonder what they're doing now that the queen isn't in charge," Grant
said.

"I'm sure they're still bustling into towns like a trio of mad cats, knitting
away and rebuilding every single house that goes down because of a dragon
shifter," PJ said with a chuckle. "Though I doubt there's a Bev in other
towns to help them get to the bottom of things."

"Probably not." Grant looked up at the night sky. "Think they've found
any more?"

PJ shrugged. For obvious reasons, they hadn't volunteered that
information previously, and PJ hadn't asked. They'd told PJ that the queen
had wiped out whole bloodlines of dragon shifters, so all who were left
were the ones like him—dragon blood that had lain long dormant until it
matched with the right person. Neither of PJ's parents showed even a hint of
magic, but somehow, their blood mixed together meant PJ could change
into a monster the size of three houses.

"Well, this night's a bust," Grant said, after a long sigh. "That's a shame.
I was hoping we might get somewhere with them. What's the use of having



an entire town full of new faces if none of 'em will give me the time of
day?"
PJ just smiled. "Maybe it's because you keep leaving them the bar tab."
"Nah. Couldn't be."

~

Vicky had set them up with a modest row house a few blocks from the
university, which had come neatly furnished, along with a weekly
allowance for food and necessities. It wasn't much, and the boys seemed to
always eat through what PJ picked up at the market within the first two
days, but somehow, they made do with what PJ's parents had sent along at
the beginning of the semester—which was dwindling faster than it
should've.

"Maybe I should get a job?" PJ muttered to himself. He wouldn't dream
of writing to his parents to ask for more. They were already saving all they
could muster, and PJ wasn't so sure that innkeeper Bev and their old
schoolmaster Bardoff weren't chipping in, too.

"You could always offer your services as a paper burner,"” Grant said
from the other side of the room as he lounged on the chair. "Just open wide
and..." He made a sound like he was breathing fire. "No guarantees that
you won't set the rest of the house on fire, though."

"Let's try to avoid me spitting fire at all," PJ said, once again rubbing
his amulet. "That was odd tonight, though."

"Well, they were making you mad, eh? If I could breathe smoke, I'd
probably have done the same thing," Grant said, looking out the window
behind him.

"Thanks again for..." PJ cleared his throat.

"That's what I'm here for," Grant said. "And I know you'll pay me back
handsomely one day for all the times I've saved your butt."

"I could start with tutoring you so we don't get evicted," PJ said,
nodding to the pile of books they'd brought home from school. "We have
another quiz next week. Probably should make sure we don't fail it."

"Nah." Grant rose and yawned. "I'm gonna hit the hay. You write that
letter to the grannies. Don't want you burning our house down either."



PJ agreed, and as soon as his roommate had disappeared through his
bedroom door, PJ gathered a piece of paper and the quill and ink to write.

Dear Grannies,

Hope you're well, especially in light of all the changes happening in the
world. I had a smoking incident tonight, and I wanted to know if the amulet
you gave me ever loses power or goes dormant?

If you're ever on this side of the country, it would be great to see you. I
have more questions to ask, but I'm not sure they're proper to send in a
letter.

With love,

PJ
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PJ spent the next few days on edge, not only because he hadn't received
a response, but also because he'd begun to theorize about why he'd had an
incident at all. Was it because he'd been in the presence of magical
creatures? Or was it truly just his anger getting the better of him? If the
latter were true, he'd really have to work on keeping his temper. Not that he
lost it often, but one had to be cautious.

Grant, on the other hand, had forgotten the entire episode, as he'd found
himself another pair of girls ("They don't mind the magical sort, I asked") to
meet them for a tankard at another pub the following weekend. PJ was less
enthused about it, if only because their coins had grown even fewer after a
trip to the market mid-week.

"Do you think Vicky might give us a raise?" PJ asked, counting them
for the fifth time, just in case one magically reappeared. "Or do you think
it's time for us to get jobs?"

"I'm not getting a job," Grant said. "My only job is to get good grades,
you know. That's what Vicky said."



"Well, maybe you need to be better at it, so Vicky will give us more
money," PJ replied with a quirk of his brow. "If we keep going the way we
are, we won't have enough to eat in the next month."

Grant let out a dramatic sigh. "Then maybe we should spend less
money."

"Okay." PJ crossed his arms. "No more Friday nights at the tavern, no
more getting your shoes shined every week—"

"What?" Grant blanched. "Do you expect me to walk around with dirty
shoes?"

"I expect you to shine them yourself, like everyone else does," PJ said.
"And yes, I think we get down to the bare minimum. No more coffees, no
more little treats. We need to save every single coin we have for the stuff
we can't live without."

"I can't live without coffee,” Grant said. "And I don't understand. Why
don't we have any money? We didn't have this problem last year, did we?"

PJ bit his lip instead of responding. They hadn't had this problem last
year because Grant hadn't spent like he was now. The first year had been the
two of them navigating a brand-new city and a brand-new life as university
students. Now that Grant was comfortable, he was pushing the envelope as
much as he could. And PJ, caught between wanting to be good stewards of
their allowance and not making the friend who provided said allowance
angry, hadn't done a good job of reeling Grant back in.

But now, as he stared at Grant, who genuinely didn't seem to understand
that he was the problem, PJ couldn't find it within himself to say what he
wanted to.

"I don't know," he said, after a moment. "But we've got to do something
soon. I've got enough to go to the market after class today and pick up some
bread and cheese. But that's going to have to last us for the next week." He
cast a cautious look at Grant. "Unless..."

Grant groaned. "Don't make me go see her."

"She's your sister," PJ said pointedly.

"Yeah, and she's become an absolute monster," Grant said. "All high
and mighty with that seamstress shop. And there's a chance that awful



Damian is there, too. Just hovering around, waiting to put a ring on her
finger so he can inherit our money."

PJ, personally, didn't mind Vicky's new beau nor did he think a wealthy
fabric merchant needed Vicky's money but kept that to himself. "You like
him better than Allen, though, right?"

"Marginally. He doesn't mope around or make Vicky crazy," Grant said,
though it apparently took some effort. "So he's got that going for him. And I
suppose his job as a fabric merchant is a nice fit for her business."

"Mm." PJ turned to the coins again, counting them. "Well, we've got to
do something. And if it's not talking with Vicky, then—"

"Fine. We'll go after class today." Grant smirked.

"We?"

"This is your genius idea. You get to ask her."

PJ held up his hands, shaking his head quickly. "No way. I'm not doing
anything to jeopardize my room situation. I'll happily get a job—"

"No, no. You already opened this bag of flour,” Grant said with a
devilish grin, "you get to bake the cookies. After class though, because
we're late..."

PJ glanced at the clock and swore.

~

Sheepsburg University was a well-contained campus, situated in what
was probably a castle once upon a time. It had been a university for as long
as anyone could remember, and it was quite proud of that fact, too.

It was actually only thanks to a special favor from Grant's Aunt Marion
that the duo had even been admitted. She was friends with the dean of the
business school and wrote what was probably a long and most likely
exaggerated letter about Grant and PJ's upbringing. PJ imagined there was
talk of Grant's father disappearing, his mother dying, and having to be
raised in abject poverty by his sister, who pulled herself up by her shoelaces
and joined a seamstress shop as an apprentice. And PJ, of course, coming
from simple farriers... Well, PJ was grateful to the woman, in any case,
because this was an opportunity he wouldn't have gotten otherwise.



Which was why he was so keen on making sure he kept it. Unlike
Grant, who seemed certain his sister would fold when pressed, PJ wasn't
willing to try their very good luck.

"Come on," PJ barked at Grant, who was walking at a leisurely pace
through the halls. "You know how Professor Penman hates it when people
are late."

"We're already late," Grant said, pointing at the clock. "Might as well
not stress ourselves out for an extra two minutes."

PJ let out a frustrated sigh and marched on ahead, hoping Grant would
get the message. He arrived at the classroom door and peered inside,
annoyed that only their two seats were empty.

"See?" Grant said, walking up beside him. "No need for all that huffing
and puffing. Goodness, Peej, you're liable to set something on fire, getting
all worked up."

PJ looked down at his hands, his clothes, and everywhere else. "Am I
smoking?"

"Not yet, but you keep this up..."

Grant opened the door, but even he couldn't ignore the death glare they
got from the professor. PJ quickly bypassed his friend, ducking his head
until he was safely in his seat with his quill and paper ready to take notes.
Grant, of course, took much longer to cross the classroom, but finally the
lecture resumed.

Of course, having missed the first ten minutes, PJ already felt behind.
He couldn't afford to miss a moment of this class, which he struggled to
comprehend even when he was on time. The class had started a study on the
concept of interest rates and how to properly calculate profits and losses
based on anticipated expenses, and within minutes, PJ was hopelessly lost.

"You're a dragon. What do you need numbers for?" Grant had said when
PJ complained about it. "You should go into something else, like
philosophy or history."

PJ would've loved to have studied those, but practicality said he needed
to study something that had real-world application, even if it meant having
to check and recheck his numbers. Besides that, he wasn't sure how far



Marion's favor went with deans of other schools, and he didn't want to rock
the boat. No matter how absolutely mind-numbing the lectures, he would
persevere.

He scribbled as quickly as his quill would let him, trying to listen to
what the professor was saying while processing it at the same time. There
might be some help in the thick math book nearby, but PJ had only found
more confusion the last time he'd gone through it.

Behind him, Grant let out a loud snore.

PJ inwardly cringed. Really? He tried his best not to be obvious as he
glanced behind him. Grant's head was tipped back and his mouth wide
open.

PJ actually wished he had a dragon tail at the moment so he could
smack his roommate awake. Instead he hissed softly, hoping no one else
would hear except Grant. But Grant just snored so loudly it echoed off the
stone walls of the classroom.

Rap, rap, rap, rap.

PJ jumped and spun back around as the professor rapped his ruler on the
lectern. He snuck a look back at Grant, who was wiping drool off his lips
and clearing his throat loudly. PJ gave him a look, which he ignored, as he
picked up his quill and began scribbling.

Of course, his quill had no ink, so...

"Will you please get yourself together?" PJ muttered.

"Worry about your own paper," Grant shot back.

"Mr. Norris and Mr. Hamblin."

The professor was standing at PJ's desk, glaring down at him and Grant
with an equal amount of disdain.

"Based on your current test scores," he said, looking down his nose at
them, "I'd advise the two of you to chitchat less and spend more time
studying." He turned to leave before nodding to Grant. "And I'd also
recommend the use of an inkwell, Mr. Hamblin."

Grant, who was still scratching his quill to paper without any ink,
flushed.



PJ felt the stares of the others in the classroom on him and wished he
could melt into the floor. But apparently that wasn't included in the list of
skills he'd inherited as a dragon shifter.

~

Class mercifully ended, but their bad day was sure to continue. They left
the university castle and headed onto the nicely-kept streets full of
expensive shops. Vicky Hamblin had moved to Sheepsburg to be closer to
her mother's family (who she'd previously hated, but that was before her
Aunt Marion had helped her gain access to a large inheritance). She'd also
chosen to leave Pigsend as she'd recently ended her engagement to the local
baker Allen Mackey, and both of them needed a little space. PJ had seen her
wear Allen's bright green ring (which almost seemed like it had something
magical about it, but he'd never asked) around town. But after she'd met her
new beau, she'd stopped sporting it, and PJ had a hunch it had gone back to
Allen.

"I wish I'd been in town when Allen got it in the post,” Grant said as
they walked down the street where Vicky's seamstress shop was located.
"Oh, I bet he just broke down and wailed."

"I'm sure he did," PJ said, not joining in the amusement. "Probably a
hard thing, to lose your childhood love."

"They weren't right for each other," Grant said with a sniff. "Best thing
he ever did was let her go. I'm sure he'll find someone else."

"Like who?" PJ laughed. "Who's left?"

"The Brewer twins,” Grant said. "One of 'em might take him." He
tapped his finger to his chin. "I'd say Etheldra, but she's married now."

PJ snorted. Etheldra was the intense, quite elderly owner of the local tea
shop in town, and while her husband Earl might think she hung the stars, PJ
had been chased out of her shop on too many occasions to think she was fit
to be anyone's life partner.

"Bev?" Grant said then immediately shook his head. "Nah. She's got
secrets, but I don't think she and Mackey could ever make it. She's too
even-keeled for him."

"And about fifteen years his senior," PJ said.



"Oh, age is only a number." He smirked. "Speaking of, I've found us
another pair of ladies to woo this weekend, if you're up for it."

"Didn't we just have a long conversation about how we don't need to
spend money?" PJ said, exasperated. "And no, we're not leaving them to
take the bill. One day, Grant, your reputation is going to precede you, and
no woman will want to date you."

He scowled. "This isn't Pigsend, Peej. It's Sheepsburg! There are
thousands of people here."

"People have a way of knowing each other," PJ said, his gaze drawn to a
small, squatty man with green, grassy hair who was hobbling down the
street. "What is..." He stopped himself, realizing it was probably rude to
stare. "Never mind."

"Not to beat a dead horse," Grant said, rubbing his nose. "But, erm,
didn't the queen supposedly..." He ran his finger across his throat. "All
these magical things?"

"Maybe they've been in hiding," PJ said. He was a prime example.

"I don't think that fellow could've hidden himself from the queen,"
Grant replied, before looking at PJ. "Do you think someone's going to come
back and tell us to leave our apartment?"

PJ shrugged. "If that happens, I'm sure we can find somewhere else to
live. Assuming we pass this semester and don't get evicted."

"Yeah, yeah." Grant stuffed his hands into his pockets. "About that. Do
be sure to...not mention my recent quiz grades to Vicky, eh?"

"Worried she'll be mad?"

"She just doesn't understand how grades work, you know?" He spoke
quickly, like if the words came out fast enough, perhaps PJ wouldn't realize
he was lying through his teeth. "You get a couple low grades, it's not
enough to sink the whole semester. I'm gonna bring 'em up. I just, you
know, need to buckle down and focus."

"And when, exactly, are you going to start doing that?"

Grant threw his arm around PJ and squeezed. "It's a good thing I got my
best buddy here with me. You're so smart, Peej. I'll just...copy off your
paper next time."



PJ removed Grant's arm. "I don't think that's what anyone means when
they tell you to raise your grades."

"Yeah? Well, if it's cheating off your paper or you and me sleeping on
the street..."
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As PJ and Grant walked through the door, they were hit by the scent of
flowers. Fabric bolts of every color and pattern imaginable sat on top of
shelves, and no fewer than ten different mannequins lined the room, each
with outfits in varying degrees of completion. Back in Pigsend, Vicky had
worked in the seamstress shop as an apprentice, but clearly, she'd been
ready to branch out on her own. She was quite skilled with a needle and had
the artistic flair needed to adapt to the latest fashions in Sheepsburg. And
most importantly, she knew the value of working hard and not resting on
her laurels—a lesson Grant had yet to learn.

"Vic?" Grant called. "Geez, you'd think she'd have a bell or something.
Bad for business just leaving people in the waiting room like this."

"My clients are by appointment only," Vicky said, appearing in the door
of the back room. "Because I have too many for them to drop by
unannounced."

She shared many of Grant's features, like their dark brown hair and the
shape of their noses, but she carried herself like a woman used to



shouldering burdens. She swept into the room, sizing Grant up the way she
always did, before deciding he looked well enough to bring into a hug.

"You need a haircut," she said, pulling at one of his shaggy waves. "You
look like a hooligan."

"I like it long," Grant said, backing up quickly. "How are ya? Business
is good, yeah?"

"Very good." She put her hands on her hips and looked around the room
happily. "The fall season is just around the corner, and I've gotten tons of
new requests for longer dresses. It's been lovely to be so busy, you know?"
She finally noticed PJ, who had shrunk back to hide between the
mannequins. "Hello there, PJ. You, at least, look like an upstanding young
man."

"Thank you?" PJ said, clearing his throat.

"So, to what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?" Vicky asked, leaving
Grant to inspect one of the unfinished dresses nearby. "I hope you're not
here to ask for anything."

PJ shared a look of concern with Grant, who laughed it off. "Why would
we be here to ask for anything?"

"Because your professor's wife plays frog jumping—that's a rich person
sport, I don't know if you've heard of it—with Aunt Marion," Vicky said,
still not looking at them as she picked up the fabric to hang it differently.
"And she's been getting weekly updates on your progress in his class."

"Oh," PJ said with a hard swallow.

"PJ, you're doing...fine," Vicky said with a brief smile to him. "But
Grant—"

"It's the middle of the term!" he cried. "I've got time to recover."

"I'm sure you do." She finally turned to her brother. "Which is why I
can't fathom a reason you'd be here asking me for anything. Because all
your time should be spent studying, right?"

"Of course," Grant said with a nod.

Vicky, clearly, saw right through it. "Grant, I'm not being hard on you
because I want to be mean. You are, and I do mean this, a brilliant young
man. The way you can see opportunities and get out of trouble is... Well,



it's incredible when it's used properly." She approached him and took his
hands. "That's why I was overjoyed for you to come to university. If we can
figure out a way to apply that brain toward useful pursuits—"

"Like business?" Grant said with a scowl.

"Yes, actually." Vicky beamed. "Damian? Come on out."

Vicky's beau appeared, wearing a three-layer suit with a shiny silk vest
and matching tie. His shoes put Grant's shiny ones to shame, and they
clack-clack-clacked on the wooden floor as he walked up to those gathered.
His hair had flecks of gray, and his dark eyes were sharp, like a predator's.
He certainly looked the part of a wealthy merchant, but when he placed a
gentle hand on Vicky's shoulder, he quickly morphed into adoring
boyfriend.

"Victoria and I were talking," he said, his voice dripping with a hoity-
toity accent. "And I think you boys could use some experience outside the
classroom."

"Joy," Grant said. "With you?"

"Yes, with Damian," Vicky said, elbowing her brother roughly.
"Because he's offered to take both of you on as apprentices at his shop. In
addition to your studies, of course."

"Is it...a paid apprenticeship?" PJ asked, his voice barely above a
whisper.

"We'll see how you boys fare,” Damian said. "I'd like to think of it as
preparing you for your future careers. Victoria, of course, couldn't bring you
on at her shop here. Not that there isn't math and business sense to be had
with the seamstress shop—"

"But there's much more with Damian's merchant business," Vicky said.

"I'm happy to do whatever you need," PJ said, nodding at the other man
while Grant's scowl deepened.

"What skills do you have?" Damian asked.

"I helped my parents shoe horses back in Pigsend," PJ replied earnestly.

"Sweet PJ," Vicky said with a click of her tongue. "Your parents didn't
want you to come all the way to Sheepsburg to shoe horses. They wanted
you to make something of yourself."



"I was thinking you could help me with the books," Damian said.
"You've learned enough about profit and planning from your studies. It's
been..." He laughed. "Well, it's been quite a few years since I was in a
classroom. I'm sure you two could teach me a few things."

"Or..." Grant said, flashing his best and most innocent smile. "My
beautiful and generous sister could alleviate our monetary issues and raise
our allowance." He took Vicky's hands, his eyes sparkling. "Maybe
something like two gold pieces a week? That could surely keep us fed,
couldn't it, PJ? And you know, we need to be fed in order to do our very
best at school.”

"You would be wise to take Damian up on his offer,” Vicky said.
"Because should your grades continue on their current trajectory, you won't
be doing anything at school anymore." She smirked, looking eerily similar
to her brother. "Aren't you so lucky you chose today to drop in so we could
set all this up?"

"Yes, so lucky," Grant muttered.

But all PJ saw were good signs. If Grant failed out of university, PJ
would still have a job. He could still pay his bills. He wouldn't have to go
back home to Pigsend and face his parents, who'd been so exuberant about
his enrollment. As long as he was making his own way, and in business, that
would count for something.

"When do we start?"

~

Their first day at Damian's offices would begin thirty minutes after their
last class ended—and since Damian's office was a decent walk, there was
no time for lollygagging or messing around. PJ practically dragged Grant
out of his desk so they could be a few minutes early, though Grant was
clearly less enthused about their new after-school activity.

"You know, I'm really starting to think I should find a lawyer," Grant
said. "Who is Vicky to withhold my inheritance, eh? She was able to use
hers to purchase that shop and fabric and stuff to get her going. What if I
wanted to start a business?"

"Do you?"



"Well, no. But I don't want to have to do all this work when I don't have
to."

PJ made a noncommittal noise. While the inheritance was a major boon
to the pair of orphans who'd barely had enough to make ends meet for most
of their lives, it wasn't quite enough for Grant to maintain his current
lifestyle of schmoozing and Friday nights at the tavern and shiny shoes and
clothes. In fact, PJ estimated Grant would blow through that gold within a
year. So, in his mind, Vicky was doing him a favor by withholding it.

But he wasn't in the mood to get a shoe chucked at his head, so he kept
those thoughts to himself.

Damian's merchant shop loomed overhead, a three-story brick building
with shiny windows and brightly colored awnings. PJ's heart skipped as
they approached, and he promised himself he would do his very best—
which was all anyone expected of him. But as he turned to Grant, who'd
started dragging his feet, for the first time, he wished that his own
performance could be separated from Grant's.

And maybe, in this case, it might be.

Inside, they found a small waiting room and a very old woman with
thick glasses who was writing in a ledger. She looked up when the boys
came inside and scrutinized them for a moment before seeming to
remember who they were and why they were there.

"Come with me," she said. "Mr. Offington said you're to start in the
accounts room."

"Right, we've got to do math," PJ muttered to himself, already dreading
what he'd find.

The accounts room was on the second floor and absolutely packed with
leather-bound books, all stacked on shelves around the room. There was a
single table in the middle of the room with a small oil lamp that provided
the only light, as the windows were blocked by the shelves.

"This looks like a great time," Grant muttered. "What are we supposed
to do?"

"Mr. Offington says you need to write reports comparing last year's
import profits to this year's, and give estimates for next year's, so he knows



what to order and how much." She turned to leave. "You'll have until the
end of business day, around five, to complete it."

And with that, she hobbled down the hallway.

"Super simple," Grant said, laughing nervously. "This is absolutely
something I know how to do."

PJ nodded, wishing he'd paid a bit more attention in class. "Well,
suppose we'd better start by—"

"Taking a nap," Grant replied, stretching. "We can make up whatever
we need to. I'm sure it's all the same every year. This is just busy work, you
know?"

PJ stared at him. "It's not busy work. It sounds like it's important
information he needs so he can figure out how much fabric to buy."

Grant started pulling the thick tomes off the shelves, but not to read—to
make himself a bed. "I seriously doubt it changes from year to year. If
you're so worried, just write down the information from last year and use
that."

PJ licked his lips, starting to get the sense that, once again, if he wanted
to keep his house and his enrollment, he'd have to do all the work himself.

"What years do you have down there?" PJ asked, walking to the books
on the wall and reading the spine.

"Five, six, and seven years ago," Grant said, putting his hands behind
his head and yawning. "So exciting. Wake me if you come up with
something good."

~

It took PJ a little while to find the right books, then a little while longer
to make sure he had all the right books he needed. Grant helped by snoring
loudly, providing background noise. But as he settled down to work,
indignation rose up in his chest as he glared at his friend.

"It's fine," PJ said, dipping the quill in the ink and starting to take notes.
"It's fine. Everything is fine."

There were very few times that PJ had really really been mad at Grant,
but as he worked, his mind drifted to the money Grant spent and the



liberties he took with PJ's time. The way he didn't care if his own failures
would result in PJ losing out on the opportunity of a lifetime.

"It's fine," PJ reminded himself as the fire built in his chest. "If I do a
good job, I can carry on without him."

He glanced at the floor, wondering if Grant had overheard him, and was
met by another loud snore.

"I just have to do a good job," PJ said with a wince. There was a lot of
information to sort through, with a whole year's worth of purchases and
sales from a single type of fabric, and there were no fewer than twenty
types of fabric sold the year before.

PJ glanced at the clock. An hour had already elapsed.

"Would be super helpful if someone would wake up and help me," PJ
said, his voice carrying.

In response, Grant turned over.

PJ returned to the numbers, trying to add and multiply and understand
the percentage increase between last year and this year, but... all he could
think about was how unfair it was that he had to do all the work, and Grant
would benefit. How ridiculous that PJ, just because he didn't have a wealthy
dead mother, was at the mercy of Vicky's whims. She should just give PJ
the inheritance and have him dole it out to Grant.

PJ snorted at the idea—and to his horror, a tiny ball of fire shot from his
nose and landed on the paper in front of him.

The paper curled up faster than PJ could react, but he sprang to his feet
and cried out, "Grant! Wake up!"

Grant stirred and blinked. Then his eyes widened. "What did you do?"

"It wasn't me!" PJ said, but another, larger ball of fire shot out of his
mouth and landed on the ledger book PJ had been going through. "Aah! I
can't stop!"

"Stamp it out!" Grant cried, jumping to his feet and throwing the book
on the floor. But the burning ledger landed on another pile, and they, too,
started to burn. "Aah! What's wrong with this room?"

"We need... Uh... Water!" PJ said, looking around. Of course there was
none to be found, because why would there be water?



"I saw a hand pump by the road," Grant said, scrambling toward the
door. "Don't... Don't breathe on anything! This whole room will go up in
flames!"

PJ clamped down on his jaw and scarcely breathed—which was helped
by the smoke that filled the room. His heart beat wildly as he stomped hard
on the books, but three of them had burned to a crisp. Damian's records, all
gone—as well as the last few hours of PJ's diligent work.

The fire had spread to the table, and was creeping closer to the large
stack of last year's records that PJ had worked through. He shoved them to
the ground but realized with dread that they'd already caught fire. He pulled
one out and stamped on it, hoping to stem the damage, but half the book
was burned.

"I'm back!" Grant said, bringing a sloshing bucket into the room. With a
gasp, he threw it at the growing fire, dousing everything lit—and soaking
everything not. But thankfully, the red embers had snuffed out, and the
room grew quiet once more.

"W...well," Grant said, swallowing hard. "That was...one way to wake

"

up.

"W-what are we going to do?" PJ breathed, looking down at the
wreckage with dread in his stomach.

"Run?" Grant said, his voice strained. "I bet we could make it back to
Pigsend by dinnertime tomorrow if we started now?"

A knock at the door caused them both to jump. The bespectacled
woman was back.

"Mr. Offington wants to check on your progress,” she said, seeming to
ignore the smell of smoke and the chaos in the room. "Now."
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PJ's palms sweated as he followed Grant down the hallway. Damian's
office was on the top floor, and PJ was sure he'd heard all the commotion—
or smelled the smoke. Grant seemed...actually nervous, which was rare for
him, fidgeting as they sat outside the office and waited to be called in.

PJ looked at his hands, racked with fear. What were they going to say?
How were they going to explain it? PJ couldn't very well come out and tell
Damian that fire had come out of his nose because his amulet was on the
fritz. And was his amulet on the fritz? Even when he'd been at his angriest,
he'd never had this happen while wearing it. Something had shifted, and he
hoped the grannies would get back to him soon.

"Come in," Damian called from inside his office.

Grant rose and walked in, shoulders squared. Damian's office
overlooked a green park PJ hadn't realized was there, and beyond that, the
mountains were visible. It was breathtaking and reminded PJ of where he'd
shifted at the Dragon's Nest.

"Well?" Damian sat back in his chair. "Where's your progress?"

PJ swallowed. "We, erm, had an accident."



"An accident?" Damian sat up. "What kind of accident?"

PJ's heart seized in his chest. How did one explain the fire without
divulging that he was—

"I knocked over the gas lamp," Grant said. "Accidentally, as PJ said.
There's not a lot of room to work in there. One of the books burned up."

"A couple of them did," PJ said with a wince.

Damian's eyes flashed and he rose, berating Grant for his idiocy and
firing him from his apprenticeships. The merchant held back nothing, either,
bringing up things Vicky had undoubtedly told him about Grant's behavior
in the past, and how Damian had had low expectations, but burning up his
precious records had been outside his wildest dreams.

For his part, Grant took the insults with mild amusement, like he was
reveling in the fact that he was, in fact, as awful as Damian had thought.
But for PJ, Grant had reminded him why they were thick as thieves in the
first place. Grant had shown time and again that he was willing to take the
fall for his friends' mistakes—especially around PJ's dragon shifting.
Perhaps Grant was a lazy bum, perhaps he did shirk responsibilities, and
perhaps he did try to get away with literally anything, but beneath all that
was the best and most loyal friend PJ had ever had.

"And as for you," Damian said, looking at PJ. "Well, you don't seem
quite as idiotic as your friend. You're welcome to try again tomorrow,
assuming—"

"No," PJ said with a firm shake of his head. "If Grant's fired, so am 1.
I..." He licked his lips. "I'm just as much at fault as he is."

"Just as stupid as he is, anyway," Damian said, his hair falling out of its
perfectly-gelled shape in his anger. "Because you don't know when to cut
your losses. Hanging around this idiot will only result in—"

"Grant and I will make our own way," PJ said. "Thank you for the
opportunity."

The walk home was long, and PJ could barely look at Grant, let alone
speak to him. Once they'd left Damian's offices, Grant's shoulders had
sagged and his brows had furrowed more. It was clear he'd taken to heart



more of what had been lobbed at him, and guilt threatened to consume PJ as
much as his earlier anger had.

"Well..." Grant sighed, after the silence had dragged on. "What are we
gonna do?"

"Find another job," PJ said determinedly. "Vicky might think I'm
beneath shoeing horses, but I'm not. It's good, honest work, and if it gets us
another week of food—"

"Erm..." Grant coughed nervously. "We may have to think about more
than just food."

PJ spun on him, eyes wide. "What do you mean?"

"Remember how I said I'd be able to salvage my grades?" He smiled,
like a naughty child who'd just stolen a cookie. "They might not be as
salvageable as I thought—"

"Grant!" PJ roared, whirling on his friend. "Are you...? What? How can
you? What are you—"?"

"Look, I thought Vicky wasn't serious about evicting us," Grant said,
wincing at PJ's tone. "I mean, I'm her brother. I didn't think she'd put me out
on the street. But..."

"But now you aren't so sure?" PJ said, rage building in his chest again.
He took several deep breaths. It would do neither of them good if he burned
Grant to a crisp.

Might feel good, though.

"Look, I didn't want to tell you because... Well, you've worked so hard,
and..." Grant swallowed. "I mean, we can figure it out, right? Vicky wasn't
paying that much in rent, was she?"

"Six gold pieces a month," PJ said with a pointed look. "And why didn't
you know that?"

"I don't pay attention to the details,” he said with a wave of his hand.
"Look, we can come up with that, can't we? Easy peasy."

PJ rubbed his face, torn between wondering how his best friend could
be so clueless and wanting to throttle him for it. Back in Pigsend, it had
been a breath of fresh air for Grant to be so unconcerned about anything.



But here in the real world, it seemed PJ was always having to clean up for
both of them.

"Look, I'm...I'm sorry," Grant said, after a moment. "I know Vicky
thinks I'm some kinda... But I'm not. I couldn't stay awake in that class to
save my life—and trust me, I tried." He hung his head. "I really, really tried.
Because I know how much you wanted this. How much better your life
would be if T just..." He deflated. "I guess I'm just not made for schooling.
I'm sorry I'm a terrible person."

"You're not...always a terrible person,” PJ said, his anger disappearing
again.

"Thanks?"

"You saved my butt back there," PJ said. "I had no clue how I was going
to explain that fire, and you just... You think so quickly on your feet.
You've always thought quicker than me, and..." He exhaled. "You also took
the blame when you didn't have to."

"What were we gonna tell that idiot?" Grant said, not quite meeting PJ's
gaze. "That you're a dragon? On second thought, he might actually hire us
back... You think if you sprout wings—"

"Grant."

"I know, I know." He shrugged, looking a bit uncomfortable. "I mean, I
know you can't control it lately. That's not your fault. And to be honest... I
was hoping you'd want to stay on. That way you wouldn't have to suffer
because I messed up."

"Don't lie. You'd still be sleeping on my couch," PJ said with a laugh.

"Obviously," Grant said, puffing out his chest. At PJ's glare, he deflated.
"Maybe it's time we head back to Pigsend. We won't be the first ones to fail
miserably, I'm sure. Your folks would be happy to have you back."

A dead weight dropped in PJ's chest. "They're gonna be devastated,
actually."

"Blame me," Grant said. "They already think I'm a ne'er-do-well." He
shrugged. "Valta would be happy to see us."

"That's true," PJ said, thinking of the missing third of their trio, forced
to remain back on the farm while they went to school. "It has been a while



since we've gotten a letter from her."

"Yeah, that's the spirit,” Grant said. "All isn't lost. We'll just...have to
adjust our plans. Who needs a stupid ol' degree anyway?"

PJ would've actually much rather stayed in school, but he couldn't help
but admit he was secretly excited not to have to do math anymore. As they
walked the long road back to their home-which-wouldn't-be-theirs-much-
longer, they chatted about all the people in Pigsend, and what they'd say
when the duo came back home, tails between their legs.

"Ugh." Grant looked at the sky. "Bardoff is going to be insufferable. He
might make me work with him in the schoolhouse."

"He'd never do that," PJ said with a laugh. "You'd ruin all the kids."

"That's true. Turn them into miscreants like me." Grant cracked a smile.
"But I do wonder what we'll do for jobs. I mean, you'll work for your
parents, but I doubt they'd let me anywhere near you." He chuckled.
"Maybe Mackey could give me a job sweeping flour. I'll tell him it's the
closest thing he'll get to my sister, sweeten the deal."

PJ had a feeling if Grant said that to Allen, all his best friend would end
up with would be a black eye.

"Bev might need some help at the inn."

"Doubtful, but..." He sighed. "Of everyone in Pigsend, she probably
thinks the highest of me."

"She thinks highly of everyone," PJ said.

"It's one of her worst qualities, if you ask me. She had every right to be
angry at the town for being so rude about that sinkhole thing, making her
investigate then getting mad at her for not solving it fast enough," Grant
said. "If it were me, I'd have packed up and left ages ago."

"Bev knows what's in people's hearts," PJ said. "The town was scared.
Needed someone to blame."

"Yeah, well..." Grant nudged him. "Takes one to know one, I guess."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean, you got that same quality, you know?" He made a noise and
thumbed his nose as if it itched. "Don't make me be mushy, Peej. You know
I'm terrible at it."



"Well, I have spent the last fifteen minutes making you feel better about
you losing us our home and admittance to university," PJ said as they
walked into the apartment. "You could toss a nice compliment or two my
way."

"Nabh, that's not my—"

"What's that?" PJ stopped short. There was a letter sitting on their small
table, along with a box wrapped in red fabric. PJ's heart jumped as he
recognized the handwriting. He ran to the table and picked up the letter with
a knowing smile, ripping open the red wax seal and devouring the words as
quickly as he could.

Dear PJ,

It's so lovely to hear from you! It's certainly been
a strange few months, what with magic now being
legal. The country's in quite a bit of turmoil. Nobody
knows which way is up—and more shocking are the
number of folks thought dead coming out of the
woodwork. It's made our job harder, but you know we
typically love a challenge.

Which brings me to the package we've enclosed.
Of course, when the queen was in charge, and you
were younger, it was sdfer to give you our most
powerful magic dampener. But if you're able to
overpower that, it's time we gifted you a new amulet.
This one will keep most of your more obvious dragon
qualities at bay but allow you to sense magic and the
like. This one actually belonged to Rita, and she's
chuffed to pass it along to you.

"Wait, Rita?" Grant said, reading over PJ's shoulder. "Why doesn't she
need it anymore?"
"I don't know," PJ said.



She's fine, don't worry. But the three of us have
come to agree that it's time we pass the dragon's
breath, so to speak. Although we still have many
years ahead of us, searching the country as we have
been has taken a toll. And now that we have a young
man in need of occupation (so sorry to hear about
Grant's upcoming eviction)—

"Okay, that's crazy," Grant said, stepping back. "How did they—"?"
"They're the grannies," PJ said with a shrug. "They just seem to know."

—we think that it's the perfect time to bestow on
you the task that is your birthright.

We won't lie; this isn't an easy assignment. You'll
hit many dead ends. In fact, in the seven years we
traveled the country, the only shifter we ever found
was you. But we're confident there are more out
there, especially now, as more children come of age
without the queen's laws to affect them.

But even though magic is legal, the world is still
not quite as safe as it was before the queen made a
mess of things, and of course, a new shifter would
need guidance and help as you did when we found
you. So if you find one, bring them to the Dragon's
Nest (where you had your first shift), and we'll
handle it from there.

As you travel, remember that dragon shifts can
take many forms, so if something feels odd,
investigate until you know for sure what it is. It's now
more important than ever to do whatever we can to
help our neighbors, to give grace and support where



others might find fault, and to turn every stone until
the truth comes to light.

We're looking forward to hearing about your
adventures when we next see you. Take care, and do
be kind to Grant's sister. She's doing what she thinks
is best for you both—and we quite agree with her.

With love,
Rita, Janet, and Gladys

PS: If you run into trouble, the amulet will get
you what you need.

"What in the world does that mean?" Grant asked.

PJ reached for the parcel and unwrapped it carefully, pulling out an
amulet no larger than the one around his neck but more intricately carved.
He held onto the old amulet, still feeling like he was on the precipice of a
new and quite frightening adventure. He'd never once taken it off after the
grannies had given it to him—mnot to bathe, not to work, not even to sleep.

"It's all right," Grant said, sounding gentler than usual. "If you try to
turn dragon, I'll whack you with an iron pan."”

He glared at Grant then slid the new amulet over his neck, pulling the
other one off so he was never without. The weight was different, and there
was a new sensation in his mind. Almost like...like he'd been wearing a veil
over his eyes that had suddenly been removed.

"Wonder what we should do with the old... Oh, there's a note in here,"
Grant said, reaching inside the parcel. "'Pack your old amulet in here and
send it back for safekeeping'. It doesn't say anything about putting it in the
post, or—"

"Seems like they sent this via magic," PJ said, still holding onto the old
amulet. "I bet we just need to put it back in the box."

He exhaled, placing his old amulet inside and staring at it a moment
longer before closing the box. The entire parcel disappeared with a pop.



"Well, that explains how it got here in the first place,” Grant said,
looking at PJ. "How do you feel?"

"Not much different," PJ said, though that wasn't entirely true. Before,
the dragon within felt like it was snoozing, that it had been told to rest until
it was called upon again. But now...now it felt awake. He could sense the
red eyes staring out from his own, looking at the world differently. Seeing
more. Sensing more.

"Our neighbors next door," PJ said, after a moment. "Did you know
they had magic?"

Grant frowned. "What? The boring old Mastersons? How'dya figure?"

PJ tucked the amulet into his shirt. "If we were staying around, we
could probably ask them. But..."

"Yeah." Grant exhaled. "Suppose we'd better get a move on, eh? You
don't want to wait until the morning? We can enjoy one final evening in our
own beds until they're no longer ours. Then head out first thing."

"First thing meaning dawn or your first thing?" PJ asked.

"You know, whenever..."

PJ laughed and headed for the stack of paper and quill on the desk. "We
should probably let my folks and Vicky know what's going on."

"Do we have to?" Grant said with a wince. "Can't I just...disappear?"

"No, Grant," PJ said, already dreading the letter. "It would be worse if
they worried about us."

"I don't think Vicky's going to worry..." Grant said, but he grabbed a
page anyway. "Don't suppose you want me to tell her the real reason for our
journey, do you?"

"Probably not," PJ said, staring at the blank paper before him. Maybe he
could make his parents proud by helping people the way the grannies had
helped the citizens of Pigsend—and eventually helped him. That, surely,
was as worthy an accomplishment as earning a degree.

"We're leaving at dawn," PJ said. "There's a big country out there, and
we've got a lot of ground to cover if we're going to find ourselves a dragon
shifter."

"Yes, sir, boss."
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The Weary Dragon Inn Series

The Weary Dragon Inn Series

Bev may not know who she was before she showed up in the quaint
village of Pigsend five years ago, but that doesn't bother her much. She's
made a tidy little life for herself as the proprietor of the Weary Dragon Inn,
where the most notable event is when she makes her famous rosemary
bread. But when earthquakes and sinkholes start appearing all over town,
including near Bev's front door, she's got to put on her sleuthing hat to
figure out what—or who—might be causing them before the entire town
disappears.

Available in eBook, Audiobook, Paperback, and Hardcover

The Pobyd Perfections Bakery Series

A Mer-Murder at the Cove, A Paranormal Cozy
Mystery Series

Jo Maelstrom’s avoidance problems hit an all-time high when, after
weeks of dodging her grandmother’s calls, she got a text that “Big Jo” had
died suddenly. Now back in Eldred’s Hollow, a supernatural haven on the
Gulf Coast of Alabama, Jo is forced to reckon with her past — and the severe
lack of magic that sent her running in the first place. Her grandmother’s bar
and marina, Witch’s Cove, is in some dire financial straits, and there’s more
than a few people itching to take it off her hands.
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But when the leader of the local mermaid clan washes up dead on the
shore, Jo finds herself embroiled in the question of who and why — and does
it have anything to do with her own grandmother’s mysterious death?

A Mer-Murder at the Cove is the first book in the Witch’s Cove
Paranormal Cozy Mystery series.

Available in eBook and Paperback

Empath

Lauren Dailey is in break-up hell, but if you ask her she's doing just
great. She hears a mysterious voice promising an easy escape from her
problems and finds herself in a brand new world where she has the power to
feel what others are feeling. Just one problem—there's a dragon in the
mountains that happens to eat Empaths. And it might be the source of the
mysterious voice tempting her deeper into her own darkness.

Empath is a stand-alone fantasy available now in eBook, Paperback,
and Hardcover.
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suffered a massive quarter-life-crisis. She decided fighting dragons was
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