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			Prologue

			Trenton wasn’t sure what he was going to do with such a large house, but he decided bigger was better in this family. Laughing to himself, he walked around the kitchen once more to try and figure out what he could dick around on the price. As he was thinking of making an offer, Harris contacted him.

			Don’t make an offer on it. I’d not even want the place after the things I’ve found out about it. He asked her what she’d found. Two things I’ve been able to find out about the house is that it has about ten grand of unpaid taxes on it. They’re going to try and make you be responsible for them. Also, the house, as you know, has been on the market for a while. I just found out the reason for it. Apparently, at one time, there were about seventy bodies buried all over the land, and they believe some are still there. At some point—and I’d more than likely think the real estate office knows this—the government will go in and seize the house and lands to look around again. Perhaps even going so far as tearing the house down to look under the foundation. 

			Aren’t they suppose to tell you that? She said they might hint at it, but she doubted they’d be that forthcoming. I see. So I’m walking away from it. I might take you up on the offer to having my house finished that I’ve been working on. At least it would be something I know all about. 

			It’s been worked on now. I knew as soon as I figured out the hidden things of the one you’re in now that you’d say that. And I agree. It’s better to know what you’re getting into rather than lose it all over some problems that come around all of a sudden. He thanked her. When you meet your mate, Trenton, things are going to go much smoother. I know that things have been for me and the rest of the family. Even your brothers are much calmer than they were before, I’ve been told.

			I’m hoping that’s the way things work out for me. I could use a little calmness in my life for a change. Not that I think I’ll have it when I meet her, but you never know. Besides, everyone has children or is going to have them, and I’m not going to take the chance of not having someplace for them all to live when they get here. I’m not saying it will happen, but I’m more of a be prepared sort of person. She laughed with him. To be honest, I’m excited about having a mate. Someone to be able to share a life with.

			It is a wonderful feeling. 

			He told the realtor that he didn’t want the house and left her standing there, trying to convince him that this was the perfect house for him. Trenton got into his car and left her standing there begging him, really begging him, to purchase it at a lower price. 

			All right. I’ll let you get back to being the only bachelor in the family.

			Instead of going back to his home to see what was going on, Trenton made his way to the schoolhouse that was going up. It was a huge project they were all doing, and he was happy there would be a place for the kids to have a safe environment. After having a look around there, he made his way to the old schoolhouse to see how the renovations were going there.

			The classrooms were being fitted with a bathroom and shower. There would be two women per room unless they had other children. Then the family would share the room. He also liked that they were putting a kitchen in the rooms. While only a refrigerator and a microwave, it was going to be nice for a person to have a small snack or two when they wished it. 

			“Hello, Mr. Marshall. Have you come by to see what we’re doing?” He told Mr. Kyle that he was just being nosy. “Not a bad thing. Come on, let me show you what we’ve done with the kitchen and dining areas. I think your grandda had a good idea when he suggested the few things we’ve done. Makes it seem less sterile if you ask me.”

			He was happy too. Instead of having long tables, as had been in the room for eating, there were small tables scattered all around the room. He could see them with tablecloths on them. A nice little candle. It was almost romantic, Trenton thought. There were larger tables, Kyle told him. Mostly, he’d bet, for a family. Even as he was being shown the kitchen area, Trenton knew his grandda had had a hand in designing this space as well.

			“He said there should be a couple of open fridges for the people coming in late. The kitchen will be open for the three meals, of course. This way, anyone can come in and get them something to eat without having to go out.” There were large places for drinks and such as well, he was told. “That there wall will have windows that show a garden. Anyone that wants to work in them—I’m told it’s a nice stress reliever—can do that too. That grandda of yours, he sure is a smart fella. I hope you guys know that.”

			“I did know that, but I think we still underestimate him a little. I love all these ideas.” There were others too. Things that would make the place look less and less like a refuge and give it more of a homey setting. “I think this will be a good safe place for women in trouble, don’t you think?”

			“Yes, sir. I do. I knew this girl once—that’s all she was too, a child. She got herself in a family way, and her parents kicked her to the side of the road. No help from them, nothing to do with her. About six months into her being in that delicate condition, someone killed her while she was living in a box under the bridge. A car did it—came right up on the curb and ran her over. Killed them both. You know what? Those parents of hers, they didn’t even show up at the funeral. Said she’d made her bed.” Trenton asked if they’d done it. “Not really, but they might as well have with them tossing her out. Poor thing. If she’d had a place like this, both of them would be all right today. Sad world we live in if you ask me.”

			He agreed with him. As they toured the rest of the place, he was shown what the plans were for the outbuildings. There were three of them—not huge, but big enough to use as a classroom, a skills-building, and a place to do laundry and such. There was also going to be a heavy-duty fence around the entire compound that would keep most anyone out. Those that made it over the fence would meet up with the pack that would be roaming the lands both night and day.

			Trenton made his way back to his place just as he realized he was getting hungry. Stopping by the deli, he got him a thick sub, as well as a cold drink. Sitting out in the unusually warm day, he was enjoying the day a great deal better than he thought he might have when he woke up this morning.

			He’d had some terrible dreams. Few of his family knew he’d suffered from night terrors for his entire life. None of them, during the day, were anything he thought should have bothered him. But at night, he’d wake up with a scream coming out of his mouth and his entire body drenched in sweat. Trenton wondered what a mate would think about that.

			Heath joined him at the table he was sitting at with his own sandwich and drink. “I thought I saw you. I was going to take this home to eat, but if you don’t mind, I’ll stick it out with you.” Trenton told him he was already joining him. They both laughed. “I’ve two games finished up. The one I was working on for dementia patients is ready for testing, and the other, a children’s game to help with counting money, is going on the market soon. If I don’t have another buyer wanting first dibs. The sucker has only just been finished, and I have people fighting over it.”

			“Well, that’s not a bad thing, is it?” They talked about everything, but not really anything at all. He did tell him of the ideas that Grandda had on the building they were working on and how much he loved them. “Also, my house is being finished up. Might as well be prepared, don’t you think?”

			“Yes. I’d say so.” They were finished eating, and he asked him where Paige was. “She’s working on something for Harris. I stay out of those conversations as much as I can. They’re not at all nice to each other, and I don’t want to get in the middle of anything. I think Shep does the same thing when they’re together. I noticed he wasn’t home either when I dropped Paige off.”

			“They are a little intense.” Boy, was that an understatement. “I was thinking about the holidays last night. This will be our first without Mom. I don’t know how to feel about it. I think I’m going to miss her ten times as much. She loved the holidays so much.”

			“She did. But I have a feeling she’s going to be right there with us.” Trenton nodded, too emotional to speak. “I love you, Trenton. Very much. I think I need to say that to all of you more often.” 

			He agreed, and when they stood up to go their separate ways, they hugged tightly and for a long time. Trenton needed that. More than he’d come to realize, he needed to feel arms around him. He, too, was going to do it more often. Yes, he thought, he was going to hug more often, even if it was just a quick one. 

		

	
		
			Chapter 1

			Painting the front door wasn’t on her list of things to do today, but her aunt wanted it painted, and she could no more turn her down than she could not eat. Once she’d removed the door, Aunt Sally hung a curtain over the entrance and sat on the porch to watch her.

			“Libby, there are better ways to paint that door than using a tiny little brush, don’t you think? I think I might have a makeup brush bigger than that sucker.” Aunt Sally pulled out her knitting and began clicking her needles. “You told me you were going to the hardware store. Is that why you were going there? To get more supplies?”

			“It was. But I’m going when I get this first layer of primer on this. I need to get some tape and plastic too. It’ll need to be hung up before the sandblaster gets here in the morning. Are you still going to go to the hotel with me tomorrow night?” She said she was. She’d been packed up since yesterday. “Good. We’ll have a good time. Have a nice dinner—”

			“Excuse me.” 

			Libby heard her aunt say, “Oh shit,” but she didn’t leave her out there alone as she usually did when the next-door neighbor showed up. “Excuse me, but what are you doing?”

			“I’m building a boat. What does it look like I’m doing?” Margaret Post, president of the homeowners association that butted right up against her aunt’s land, was forever coming over about one thing or another. “What do you want now? I think we’ve established that we’re not going to abide by your rules. And you’re trespassing again.”

			“Yes, well, we’ll see about that too. You can’t just paint your door any color. It will reflect badly on the houses next to this place. Why do I have to keep reminding you what a nuisance you are to me? Also, I thought we agreed that you were going to take your trash cans to the back as soon as they’re emptied.” Libby told her she’d not agreed to anything she had suggested. Nor did she have any intentions of doing so. “I’ll have to fine you then. I’m sick to death of you people trying to bring down our property values when I’ve worked so hard to get them looking so well. Now, what color do you think you’re going to paint that door? I demand that you let me pick out—”

			“Purple.” Aunt Sally cackled; it was the only way to describe her laughing. Other than calling her a braying jackass. “And we’re painting the house in rainbows, all over the place. Shutters will be black too. Oh, I like that idea. Thank you, Meggie. It’s good to know you’re good for one thing.”

			“It’s not Meggie for the millionth time. It’s Margaret. And you will not be painting this house in rainbows, or so help me, Sally Hendershot, I will own this property. I’m not playing around. Now. As I have said before, you must follow the rules that I’ve given you several times, so you are in compliance with the HOA I’m running. We’ll all get along a great deal better if you were to just sell out and let me buy this…this ranch, or whatever it is you have here, and move on. But since you won’t do that, not that I’m giving up, then we’ll have to learn to work together. And in that, you are going to have to follow the rules I’ve set forth.”

			“No.” Libby went back to work on painting the primer on the door. Meggie asked her what she meant by saying that. She didn’t even bother turning toward her this time. “No. It’s an easy word, one I don’t think you hear all that often when you’re going around spouting things off that have no consideration to the people that you might be talking to. However, my aunt and I are not a part of your HOA. Your rules do not apply to us, and if I wanted to paint this house in camouflage, there is shit you can do about it. Now that I’ve told you, for the millionth time, that we’re not going to ever be following your arbitrary rules about how we live here, you should get your skinny little ass off this land before I call the police. They’ve dealt with you before and have suggested that I put them on speed dial for the future. What the fuck, woman? You don’t have any say-so here, so get the fuck out of here. Now.”

			“This isn’t over.” Libby said she didn’t think it would be, but for now, it was. “Sell me this land. That’s all you have to do. Sell it to me, and I’ll never bother you again.”

			“No.” 

			She might have stood there longer if the police hadn’t pulled into the driveway. Meggie was telling the police that she’d only come over to have them take their trashcans to the back. That didn’t go over well with them any better than it had with her. Telling her to get off the land, Aunt Sally said she wanted to put a restraining order against the old bat. Meaning Meggie Post would be in trouble once again. 

			Meggie was run off, and Aunt Sally said she’d be ready to go when she was. Finishing up the painting, she put her things away and whistled for the wolves that hung around the property. Since the door wasn’t hanging, she wanted to make sure the house would be safe while they were gone. 

			Not that Libby thought anyone would rob them. But Meggie might get it in her head to do something drastic and burn the place down around them. So Hank, one of the many wolves that called this land home, laid on the front stoop, where he would be when they returned. He was about the best determent from people getting onto their land than anything would be. Especially when he stood up and bared his teeth at someone.

			As soon as she dropped Aunt Sally off at the police station, Libby parked her bike and made her way over to the hardware store. It was getting just a little too cold for her to be riding her bike back and forth, but there was nothing else. Unless she was able to get the forty-year-old truck to get going, and even that was iffy if it continued to run once it was going.

			There seemed to be a lot of people hanging around the place, but since she knew just what she wanted, Libby headed to the back to get some paint and much needed brushes. They would deliver it all for her if she asked. This time she thought it might be a good idea when she noticed how much stuff she had needed. Oh, to be able to just let things go for a couple of days.

			They had no intentions of painting the door purple. It would be green, but not purple. The house was going to be painted when the sandblaster was finished, and it was going to be a lighter shade of the green on the door. The shutters, the old kind that would actually fit over the windows in a storm, were going to be painted the same green as the door. The house was going to look fantastic when all the outside work was finished up.

			The inside had been finished up about a month ago. It had Meggie in a terrible state to see what things were going on when all the crews showed up. The woman had had a burr up her ass since she’d been elected president of that cult she was running over there. And she thought that Libby and her aunt should have been grateful that she was guiding them down her path. The stupid cow.

			Libby didn’t really think it was a cult, but they were an odd group. The rules she’d given them several times over the last six months had things on it like the grass had to be mowed to be only two inches high at any time. In addition to the trash cans being taken back, there were other rules, like no cars in the driveways without written permission from her. No pools. No animals running wild. Also, there was a rule about not allowing anyone to feed the wildlife, which included the birds. Aunt Sally had agreed with her when she said to fuck with that shit.

			In their back yard, Aunt Sally had about a dozen bird feeders, and they’d planted flowers so they’d have butterflies coming around. It was a way for the two of them to unwind at the end of a day, and she was going to miss doing that when she was finished helping her aunt. She didn’t know where she was going to be headed, but she didn’t want to wear out her welcome here. Libby might need a place to crash someday, and she loved her aunt to pieces. 

			Libby had come to her aunt when she’d called her in the middle of the night six months ago, sobbing about how she was all alone out here. The housing development had been in place for about two years before then, and she’d had no trouble with the former president. But once Meggie was put in charge, they’d had nothing but issues from the very first day. 

			Meggie had shown up on their doorstep with the police as well as her attorney. Not inviting them in, they stood on the front porch while Libby looked over the paperwork that had been brought by them. After handing it back to the attorney, she told them they hadn’t been a part of the HOA and had no intentions of joining them. Meggie snickered, telling her that she’d not been privy to anything going on before she had arrived. Meggie told her that they were included in the HOA, as they’d been part of the purchase when the land had been for sale.

			“I don’t think so. This land has been in my family for nearly six generations. There has never been a sale of any of the land here in all those years.” Meggie insisted, and Aunt Sally told her to go away. That was only the beginning of the harassment that the two of them had gotten from the woman. 

			Going back to the police station, Libby found that Aunt Sally was finished up as well. Once they decided to have some lunch before heading back, they settled in a little deli that seemed to be taking on a new life. As soon as they were seated, a little girl, no more than about four or five, came to hand them menus. She was the owner’s daughter and as cute as a button when she smiled at someone. Asking her if she was going to take their order, the little girl blushed and ran back to the back room where she’d come from. 

			As they were looking over the menu, a woman suddenly appeared by the table. When she sat down next to her aunt, Libby asked her what she wanted. It seemed a reasonable question since she had barged into their lunch.

			“My name is Rebel Marshall. You don’t know me, which I’m sorry about, but I’ve come to warn you about Margaret. She’s a peach, isn’t she? Anyway, she’s going to be getting onto your land while the sandblasting is going on and poison your waterway. You might be asking yourself why that should matter to me, but it matters to a great many people. The faeries have come to love you both for what you do for them in planting flowers and such, and they asked me to come here to warn you.” Aunt Sally asked her if they were the little people she saw when she was watching the flowers. “Yes. They said you could see them and told me that you’re a wonderful person, along with your niece.”

			“They’re very handsome with their wings and sparkly outfits.” Libby asked her aunt what she was talking about. “The little people. Oh, I never told you about them. I didn’t want you to think I’d gone off the deep end with that. But I see them. Sometimes, if I’m really quiet, they’ll come and sit on my lap. Can they talk?”

			“Yes, but in their own language. I can make it so that you can converse with them should you want me—”

			“Okay, wait a minute here. Let’s just back up a minute or two. First of all, how did you get here? I’m assuming you didn’t just pop in here, did you?” Rebel nodded and said she had. “I see. I’m willing to wait on that for a minute or two, but you said that Meggie is going to poison our water
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