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Part One

Dragon Adventure


Chapter One

“Ugh.” 

“Blarg.” 

“Pbtth.” 

“Frrpth.” 

“That’s enough, boys.” Uncle Willy’s frown of displeasure was pronounced. Rios shut his mouth on another fart noise and Aqua did the same at his side. The long table was quiet, Rios realized, and they were all staring at him and at Aqua. Uncle Dane, with his shiny blond hair, was easily recognizable sitting farther down. He was hiding a smile, but the rest of the people didn’t look happy at all. 

“Really, William. This is an important meeting. Send the children away,” Ming said sharply. She was the tiny Asian woman who controlled everything west of the Sierra Nevada and Cascade Mountains. The entire table was full of territory leaders, and Uncle Willy had explained who each one was and the territory they controlled before they’d arrived for the North American Territory Leaders Conference that occurred every ten years. The last conference had been in Mexico, and the next two or three were going to be in the US before it went back to Mexico. Uncle Willy controlled Canada, and he always hosted the conference after Mexico. 

Uncle Willy had been very stern with the boys about the conference. He had been teaching them all about his duties as territory leader and wanted them to sit quietly so they could listen and learn. But that was boring! 

Rios opened his mouth to explain how bored he was, but Uncle Willy’s frown grew even sterner, so he shut his mouth again. Uncle Willy was his and Aqua’s caretaker. He had found them making a mess in a river and had ended up adopting them instead of punishing them. Living with Uncle Willy was fun. He played games with them and taught them magic. Even though they had to do chores, it was much better than living in the wild. Uncle Willy had even lost a lot of weight over the years so he could go swimming with them; he wasn’t skinny, of course, but he could keep up now, at least. But then he had said that being fifteen years old signified that they could now take on some responsibility. Well, if responsibility meant sitting in boring meetings while people did a lot of useless talking, then responsibility was awful. 

Both Aqua and Rios hated being bored, and Uncle Willy knew that. Rios hoped his answering pout at Uncle Willy explained his reasoning. 

“Go on, then,” Uncle Willy finally said with a sigh. Rios refrained from cheering happily as he jumped down from his seat and scampered out of the room after Aqua. 

It took them ten minutes to realize there was nothing to do outside of the meeting either. 

“Nickel should have come,” Aqua grumbled into the pillow that he used for a face-plant. His blue hair was spread around his head like a wave. 

He should have. Rios couldn’t agree more. Nickel was awesome. He was an older water dragon, about twenty-two, and Aqua and Rios had been playing with him for ten years. He had taught them so much about their shared magic and was happy to see them whenever they could convince Uncle Willy that they should go visit. Except, the last four years of their friendship hadn’t been nearly as fun. Nickel had a new playmate: an air dragon named Platinum. Instead of coming to the territory leaders’ meeting with Dane like Nickel should have, he was home playing with his new best friend. It wasn’t fair. 

Aqua rolled onto his side so his face wasn’t being smushed by the pillow. He growled under his breath and then let out a heavy sigh. They were both brothers, and the fact that they had definitely hatched from the same clutch was obvious in their shared brow line and rounded chins. Aqua’s nose was a little longer than Rios’s, his eyes a smidge wider, and he was about four inches taller, but they were clearly brothers. They hadn’t been entirely certain of that fact when they were younger and had been confused for twins more times than Rios could count. When they had been kits covered in identical blue dragon scales with identically colored hair, no one could tell them apart. Only as they grew had their differences become apparent, but as far as the issue of being bored and being abandoned by Nickel, they were of the same mind. 

“We should go tell Nickel how sad we are that he couldn’t come,” Rios whined, knowing he was speaking what Aqua was also thinking. 

“Not on the phone,” Aqua grumbled in reply immediately. The phone number for Nickel’s new house that he was sharing with Platinum was written in a little book kept next to the phone in the kitchen, but a phone call wouldn’t convey just how upset they were with Nickel. It had to be done in person. 

“Uncle Willy won’t take us there when he’s still in the middle of a meeting,” Rios mused aloud, “and Uncle Dane isn’t going back home until the meeting is over, so we can’t tag along with him.” 

“So we’ll have to travel on our own,” Aqua said insistently. 

That made sense to Rios. They weren’t too far away from Dane’s territory, or at least Rios didn’t think so. Uncle Willy owned big houses all over Canada. He didn’t want to use his main house—where they lived most of the time—for the meeting, so he had brought them all to his house in Ontario instead. 

“Wasn’t there a map on the wall of Uncle Willy’s office?” Rios asked. They didn’t spend too much time in Ontario, but they had made sure to thoroughly explore the house. 

They ran out of the living room eagerly, up the stairs, and down the hall to the office. Since Uncle Willy was downstairs in the meeting, they didn’t knock. Aqua threw the door open and they piled inside. 

It wasn’t hard to find the map on the wall. It was only about five feet by five feet long, and Rios could easily grip the wooden frame and take it off the hook. Some of the lines were a bit different than Rios thought he remembered, but it was definitely a map of North America. Although, only the right half of the US portion of the map had the lines that denoted the States. The rest of the map was mostly blank. It definitely looked weird, but they could still pinpoint where Uncle Willy’s house was in Canada and Uncle Dane’s house was in Massachusetts. 

“There is a river, see!” Aqua ran his finger down the big lake that Rios knew was called after a big bird. Lake Seagull didn’t sound right—maybe it started with an H, but it wasn’t Hawk. The big lake connected to another slightly smaller lake via a river, which then connected to a third lake that was close to where Dane lived. 

It looked like it would be faster and much more direct to walk on land, but they were water dragons and could traverse through the lakes and rivers at much greater speed. Once they got to the last big lake, they could find smaller rivers to get to Nickel’s house. 

Aqua held his finger over the distance from the third lake to Massachusetts and grinned at Rios. “It’s only a few inches long. With our water magic, we can get there in a few hours.” 

Something didn’t seem quite right—weren’t they supposed to measure with a ruler or something a little more accurate?—but it sounded like too much fun not to go anyway. Rios glanced at the clock, which read eleven in the morning. 

“We had better pack lunch,” he said with his own grin. 

*

Twenty minutes later found them out in the backyard of Uncle Willy’s house. It was lakefront property, right along the first big lake Rios had seen on the map. Uncle Willy had a boathouse there, and between Rios and Aqua, they were able to lever a heavy rowboat down into the water. They didn’t bother with oars, since they wouldn’t need them, and dropped the large backpack with their lunch into the bottom before they climbed in. 

Aqua called on his waterpower first. Rios had lost at rock, paper, scissors, so had to wait until Aqua got tired and decided to swap with him. The rowboat pulled away from the dock swiftly, and Aqua directed it into the current. 

The water smelled fishy, with a tinge of gasoline as a nasty overlay. There were other boats on the water of all different types and sizes. Some had big sails while others revved by with their large motors, rumbling extremely loudly and causing waves that Aqua had to carefully steady their boat through. There were other boats heading in the same direction they were going—downriver with the current—and once Aqua had them safely situated among the rest of the boats, Rios let himself relax and enjoy the ride. 

It was nice being on the water. Much nicer than being stuck in a stuffy boardroom with Uncle Willy frowning at him every time he shifted unhappily in his seat. The boat rocked side to side in the wake of all the other boats around them, and it was soothing, especially with the fresh air blowing across his face. Rios brushed wayward strands of blue hair out of his eyes and enjoyed watching the people on the other boats and the houses along the coast. 

This was a great idea: one he should have thought of sooner. Rios let out a happy sigh, and the first smile he had felt like giving in days spread his cheeks.


Chapter Two

“It would appear my kits have decided to run away,” William said as he approached Dane, who was relaxing at William’s kitchen table after a long and rather pointless meeting. 

The meetings were a necessary evil as far as Dane was concerned. The one relief from the very long day had been the brief interlude when William’s kits had finally succumbed to boredom and acted out. The only kit Dane had ever met who didn’t have issues sitting patiently was Nickel. Every other kit usually managed at most ten minutes before acting out. That William’s kits had lasted most of the morning was impressive and spoke of a lot of hard work on William’s part to teach them manners and good behavior. 

Nickel was a special case. He had a particularly difficult childhood: one that had taught him patience and that hard work could be very effective. That was a lesson most kits never had to learn, but Nickel had embraced it. Which didn’t explain why William’s kits had hared off. 

“You’re certain?” he had to ask. 

William let out a sigh. “Pretty certain.” He dropped a piece of lined paper onto the table in front of Dane. 

Went 2 se Nikle. B hom soon.

“That had to be Aqua,” William said with a sigh. “He isn’t interested in mastering writing or reading, but if I put a math problem in front of him, he finishes it so quickly that he’s bored of math now too. Rios has his head on a little better, but not enough to dissuade Aqua from deciding to run away.” 

“Any idea of where they went?” Dane asked. He looked up from the letter—once again glad that between Mercury and himself, they had gotten all of their kits to high-school-level reading and writing—just in time to see William place a framed picture onto the table next to the letter. 

The picture was actually a map that was particularly dusty. It was of North America and looked like it was from the very early 1800s, as only the Eastern Seaboard states and territories had defined borders while the rest was mostly blank. The dust was disturbed by what looked like fingerprints directly over the Great Lakes, tracing from approximately where William’s house was located all the way down to where the map read Massachusetts, which as far as Dane could tell was all William’s kits knew about Nickel’s home address. The prints followed the water route the entire way. 

“Why are they on the water? Wouldn’t it be easier to fly?” Dane asked curiously. 

William snorted. “Those two idiots always prefer to be on the water, even if it would be much more logical to fly. The only water dragon I’ve met who thinks differently is your Nickel.” 

“Nickel is a bit of an odd duck, but he’s happy in his little mountain retreat with Platinum. He’s also not about to get in a ton of trouble. Isn’t Niagara Falls along that route?” Dane had to ask, tracing his own finger just above the disturbed dust line. 

“Along with locks and other impediments that won’t let two kids sail through without proper documentation,” William added with a heavy sigh. “There was no forethought to this adventure of theirs. I thought I had taught them better than this.” 

“They’re being kits. Did I ever tell you about the time Chrome and ’Ron knocked a tree down in my yard?” They were the two earth kits Dane had been taking care of with his partner, Mercury, for years. Chrome had always been a messy kit, prone to the same lack of forethought as William’s kits. Admittedly, ’Ron was just as wild, but she had her lucid moments much more often than Chrome. “Chrome was building his first mine in my backyard about four years ago. He was probably going to get himself buried alive, but luckily I caught him before it escalated that far. He’s going to be starting an apprenticeship with some dwarves this spring, once he’s finished with high school, so that mistake turned out fairly well for him. That’s how dragon kits figure out the world.” 
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