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        Love wasn’t supposed to happen—but in Arrhythmia, Fate doesn’t take no for an answer.

        He’s a Dragon King serving a hundred-year sentence, counting down the final six months to freedom.

        She’s a powerful Necromancer who slips past his wards—and opens a Hellmouth by accident.

        Finding out she’s the daughter of the man who put him here is bad enough.

        Finding out she’s his Fated Mate? Worse.

        Now the streets of Arrhythmia are crawling with the Denizens of Hell, the Hellmouth won’t close, and the Mating Bond is demanding to be completed.

        Love was never part of the plan.

        But Fate doesn’t care—and Hell is about to find out.
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        Tha mo chridhe taobh a-staigh thu a-nis agus gu bràth………. My heart is within you now and forever

        Còmhla a-nis, còmhla gu deireadh an t-saoghail……….Together now, together until the end of time

        Bho a-nis gu deireadh an ama bheir mi gràdh dhut le mo chridhe uile………. From now until the end of time, I will love you with all my heart.

        Mo chridhe……… My heart

        Mo ghràdh………. My love
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        Welcome to Arrhythmia, Texas—a shared world series built on humor, heat, and happily-ever-afters.

        This small Texas town is totally off the grid. It’s not on any map you’ll ever see!

        And why, do you ask? Because it is teaming with growly, snarly, snappy Monsters, that’s why!

        We’ve got a Lone Wolf Sheriff, a Dragon Warden, a sassy Necromancer who just opened a Hellmouth, and a whole flock of Witches, Shifters, Vampires, Gorgons, Yetis, Bigfoots (or is it Bigfeet?), and more!

        This town is just one supernatural catastrophe away from announcing that Monsters really do exist to the whole dang human world!

        We’ve got bats in the belfry, spooks in every closet, ghosts roaming the cemetery, spells gone awry, and every full moon there’s a pack of Coyote Shifters streaking through Main Street.

        The one thing every citizen can agree on is that without your fated mate, life sure is lonely. But the odds of finding yours here? Slim to none.

        See, there’s nothing normal about the hearts in this town…and we like it that way!

         

        Grab all the books here:

        Valentine for the Bad Dragon by Julia Mills

        Valentine for the Lone Wolf by C.D. Gorri

        Valentine for the Boss Bear by Melanie James

        Valentine for the Doting Demon by TJ Bell

        Learn more about Arrhythmia Texas Hearts here: https://www.monsterromanceauthors.com/
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      “So, you’re really going through with this?”

      “Yes.”

      “But…”

      “But nothing.” Spinning on the balls of my feet, I tried– and got about halfway–to keep from giving my much younger, incredibly petulant, really lovable, and extremely intuitive sister an arched eyebrow and pointed look. We’d had this discussion over and over.

      “And you…”

      “I do not need your help, Lydia,” I stopped my inner Necromancer.

      “Well, ya’ damn sure need something.”

      And with that, she was gone, slamming the mental shields that separated her psyche from my mind with a resounding BAM! If the train stayed on this track– the one heading for an inevitable crash– I was going to need a whole bottle of ibuprofen and a couple of margaritas.

      I needed to head this shit off at the pass. There was no time for any of this crap. Iona was trying to stare a hole through my forehead, and I was burning daylight. Time to put up or shut up– and I had never shut up a day in my life.

      Maybe Lydia was right. Maybe I hadn’t completely explained all the intricate details of my plan of attack to my little sister. I mean, I tried. I think I tried. Yes, I tried. I just… I mean… Well, okay… I thought about it. And thought about it… And…

      Well, it wasn’t because I didn’t think she could handle it. Hell, she’d handled things as a little girl that had damn near killed me as an adult. It damned sure wasn’t because I doubted her abilities. My baby sister was stronger, smarter, and had the quickest wit in the whole great state of Texas. Not to mention, she had a damn good head on her shoulders.

      I had to face the hard facts… The problem wasn’t her. The fly in the ointment was me.

      Sadly, I was flummoxed, gobsmacked, and had been rode hard and put away wet over the last month or so. I had no frikkin’ idea what my problem was. All I knew was that for the first time ever, I simply couldn’t find the words to tell Iona what I was about to do.

      Well, that ship had sailed. It was time to put on my big girl panties, get over myself, and just let the words flow.

      Inhaling deeply through my nose, the index finger of my left hand snapped up in the ‘hush’ position when Iona, the aforementioned little sister, opened her mouth to speak. Counting to three, I pointedly exhaled to let her know that I was trying with all my might not to be a screaming, crazy person while I summoned all my hard-fought control and the gumption to fake what I couldn’t muster.

      Finally able to speak without sounding like a total bitch, I forced a little bit of something that I hoped resembled a smile onto my face and explained, “Look, I know none of this makes sense to you.” Roughly brushing a stray red curl off my cheek, I held back the grumble that was trying to work its way out of my throat and motioned to the bed. “And that’s my fault.”

      “Mhm…”

      “Alright, Miss Missy,” I teased. “Enough of the attitude. Come on. Sit down. Let me try to explain.”

      Watching as Iona, the little sister I had raised from the very young age of five, plopped down on the edge of my bed with an audible harrumph, I winked and let the words flow. “I know you don’t remember much about momma.”

      “Not as much as you, but some.” She nodded, sadness darkening her bright green eyes. “I remember that she always smelled like roses and fresh-baked bread, hummed her own little tunes when she rocked me to sleep, and without fail, kissed me on the forehead and whispered, I love you, every time I was anywhere near her.”

      “Yeah,” I nodded. I felt my smile turning into a strange but wonderful mixture of sad and happy, as wistful images of the past, the happy times with my mom, floated through my mind. “She was an awesome mother, and an even better person.”

      “I know,” Iona breathed, her right hand unconsciously rubbing the spot on her chest right over her heart. Looking up through her thick, dark lashes, she quietly added, “I still dream about her almost every night.”

      “Me too.” I nodded. “I wish you’d had more time with her. If not for that decree that says when two Necromancers Mate, they can only have one child every hundred years, the three of us would’ve had so much more time together.”

      “Stupid Necromancer rules,” Iona huffed, rolling her eyes as the toe of her black with red hearts high-top Converse worried with the edge of the throw rug in the middle of my room.

      “Yeah, something like that,” I wholeheartedly agreed with an emphatic nod. Damn straight, I agreed. No, sadly, I did not have time for a philosophical conversation about the inner workings of The Powers That Be and thus, the Supernatural world. I also had not one iota of energy for a discussion about Fogarty T. Petersen, the Grand Poobah of all assholes I referenced before, and the fact that I was somehow sure his nasty bloodline was why the rules had been made.

      Oh yeah, and the fact that he was my father was something I might never come to terms with.

      “Well, I’m not Mating another Necromancer,” my little sis grumped. “All the fucked-up rules drive me crazy. If I wanna have a child with the man I love, then I’m gonna have a child with the man I love. Point blank. Period.”

      It was time to be the voice of reason, a job I hated almost as much as cleaning toilets. “Well, the rules were necessary back…”

      “… in the day because there were so many stupid, power-hungry Necromancers creating so many problems, raising people from the dead, opening Hellmouths, digging up dead horses–figuratively– and the like, that The Powers That Be said, ‘fuck this shit’, snapped Their collective fingers, and bingo-bongo, a whole new set of rules were etched into the Fabric of the universe.” Cocking her hip, she pushed her left foot out to the side and loudly tapped her toe on the hardwood floor before sassily grunting, “Heard it a million times. Still don’t agree. Why not just snap those same all-powerful fingers and poof the idiots who can’t seem to play nice out of existence?”

      Trying with all my might not to laugh, because it was not the time for laughter, I lost the battle and snort-chuckled, “Well, they don’t usually ‘poof’ people out of existence. It’s not their groove. Ya’ know what I mean?”

      “Yeah,” she huffed with an incredibly serious roll of her eyes.

      “And like I’ve said before, implementing the Rules of Necromancy was a little more complicated than a snap of Their fingers, but ya’ know what?”

      “What?”

      Giving her a wink, I kept right on going, “You’ve got the gist, and that’s good enough.”

      “Thank the Goddess!” Throwing her hands up in what she called her ‘hallelujah move’, Iona dropped into a dramatic bow and added, “Cause I love you more than a quad-shot, crème Brulé latte with extra whipped cream and oatmeal Scotchy cookies on the side, but I would shove sharp pencils into both my ears if I had to listen to the History of Necromancer one more time.”

      “Alright, Sweetpea. I got you.”

      At the use of her childhood nickname, Iona raised her head. Eyes twinkling and a grin on her face, she chirped, “You haven’t called me that in forever.”

      “Yeah,” I snickered with a nod. “Remember when I called you that in front of Missy and the other girls?”

      Eyes instantly wide, her lips pursed in a perfect circle, she breathed, “Oh, shit.”

      “Mhm, oh shit is right,” I chuckled. “You lost your ever-lovin’ mind. You came bustin’ through that front door like a runaway freight train and told me that I was never ever never to call you that again. You said that I had embarrassed you, and…”

      “Yeah, yeah, yeah, I remember.” Waving her hand like she was shooing away gnats at a picnic, Iona’s shoulders bounced as she silently chuckled, “It wasn’t my finest hour. Can I claim temporary insanity?”

      “Sure!” Bursting out laughing right along with her, the best tension reliever I knew of, I just had to tease, “Puberty is a bitch during the best of times, but with Magic like ours, it’s a bastard with a hemorrhoid.”

      “A bastard with a hemorrhoid?” Iona was laughing so hard that her words were little more than a wheeze. “Th-That’s a-a new one.”

      “Girl, I just call ‘em as I see ‘em.”

      The chime of Momma’s antique grandfather clock out in the hall told me that time was quickly ticking by, and I needed to get on the road, but I couldn’t do that until I was sure Iona was okay. I couldn’t leave until I heard her say she understood I had to do what I had to do, that it was incredibly dangerous, and that I needed her to stay home and be safe.

      “Look, here it is,” I matter-of-factly stated. “This is the speech I have been rehearsing in my head since the moment I figured out what I had to do.”

      “You’re kidding, right?”

      Drawing an imaginary X on my chest, I swung my right arm up with my palm facing my little sister. “Cross my heart and hope to die. I solemnly swear, I have literally been practicing what to say to you for at least a month.”

      “Holy shit!” She gasped. “For the first time in his-to-ry, the great Bernadette Elizabeth Fogarty didn’t have all the answers? She didn’t instantly have a three-pronged approach with a slide show and handouts with ready-made notes for future reference?”

      “I am not that bad.”

      Doing her best Scarlett O’Hara imitation, complete with the back of her hand on her forehead, she added extra oomph to her Southern accent and teased, “With the Great Goddess as my witness, I never thought I’d see the day. My sister, the Princess and Heir apparent of the Heatherton Legacy, is fumblin’ through life like
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THE DRAGON GUARD

We soar the sKies
Free to a certain extent,
As long as we stay hidden
From prying human eyes.

Our scales differ in color
Our defensive weapons,
Tails, horns, talons, and all,
Are never the same.

We are one with nature
We blend in with nature
The wind helps us soar high in the heavens
While the earth grants us healing strength in our hour of need.

We are one with the world
We are the guardians of our Kin
When evil conspires to maim and furt
We are protectors of this human race.

As majestic animals of fairytales
We share our beings with great men
They walk in honor and the grace of Fate,
Fate that we cannot deny.

Copyright © 2016 Melanie Williams
- This Poem is based on the Series, The Dragon Guard, by Author Julia Mills.
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