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        Will fear cause the death of all she holds dear?

      

        

      
        She wears his mark but hasn’t laid eyes on him for more than a decade.

      

        

      
        Back where he belongs, this Dragon’s finally ready to claim his Mate, but can she ever forgive him for staying away for so long? Or for bringing death to her doorstep?

      

        

      
        Will the mark she wears and the love she feels convince this strong-willed Veterinarian to forgive the only man she’s ever loved?

      

        

      
        Marked by her Dragon and loaded for bear, Macy Lindon’s about to get the surprise of her life, and Dragonkin will never be the same.

      

        

      
        Fate Will Not Be Denied, but all bets are off when an enemy hellbent on revenge has these Fated Mates in his sights.
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        Vibria..........Female Dragon

        Tha mo chridhe taobh a-staigh thu a-nis agus gu bràth..........

        My heart is within you now and forever

        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 ghrá……….My love
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      “Stop rolling your eyes. You know I’m right. This is a bad idea. Maybe your worst to date. Probably ever. Most definitely, this year.”

      “I’m not rolling my eyes. You are never right. And this isn’t even the worst idea I’ve had today,” she snorted, just barely keeping the laughter out of her voice.

      "Yeah, well, I still think…."

      “I know. I know. You think that you should come with me, right? I'm well aware. It’s not like I’m new here.” Turning around, Macy pretended to glare at her best friend. Of course, it didn't help that the guy also just happened to be married to her sister. Dadgummit, he knew all her tricks – even the ones she’d forgotten.

      But that didn’t matter. This was a battle of sarcastic wit, and she wasn’t about to lose.

      Working hard to school her expression, Macy raised a single eyebrow and gave the next words out of her mouth an extra large dose of her famous Southern sass. “Know how I know that’s what’s rollin’ around in that melon of yours?”

      “‘Cause that’s what’s always rollin’ around up there,” he mouthed as she said the words. Of course, he added a sarcastic eye roll and pointed at Macy’s head, then stuck out his tongue just to try to make her laugh.

      It was so hard to keep a straight face, and dammit, Dr. Lou McDonald knew it. He was her brother, not just in-law, but in every way that truly counted. Moreover, the loveable goofball - originally from New York, of all things – possessed a quick wit that rivaled her own and a crooked smile he knew how to use.

      It also helped that he’d fought tooth and nail to get into Texas A&M’s veterinary college when everybody else said he couldn’t do it. And it damned sure sealed the deal when he crashed into her heart at first-year orientation with a wink, a grin, and a snappy comeback.

      Yep. It was a fact she’d come to terms with long ago - Lou was one of the best guy’s she’d ever met.

      Of course, they both thought about romance from the get-go. What eighteen-year-old doesn’t? Talk about raging hormones – colleges should find a vaccine for that shit. But it only took one, single, horrible date lasting less than thirty minutes before it became obvious that they were meant to be friends.

      No. Check that. She and Lou were meant to be family for life and leave romance far, far out of the picture.

      And that meant she could tease him mercilessly, pick at him like he was lint on her black dress pants, and laugh at him when he screwed up. After all, that was love, right?

      Working hard to keep a straight face, knowing damn good and well Lou was concocting one hell of a comeback, Macy slowly nodded. Refusing to look away, she tried – unsuccessfully – to intimidate him with a furrowed brow and a robust frown. Then, reaching forward, she laid her hand on his shoulder and tilted her head to the side.

      Pausing even longer just to be a snot, knowing full well that her silence was driving the man who just happened to be married to her older sister stark raving mad, switched the arch in her eyebrow from one to the other. Counting to three, the muscles in her cheeks hurting from the effort it took not to laugh out loud, she waited until her brother-in-law had literally opened his mouth to speak before jumping in with a snappy retort that had him wheezing with laughter.

      “But we both know, beyond all shadow of a doubt, that your pregnant wife – aka, my big sister - will kick your ass and skin me alive if you're late for dinner one more time." Holding up her index finger to keep him from interrupting, Macy snorted. "I've already been properly threatened with bodily harm and a crappy burial in a shallow grave in the middle of the desert where the vermin will dig me up and gnaw on my bones if I keep you one second after six. Furthermore, I had to swear on a stack of bibles, all my back issues of Today’s Veterinary Practice, and every book written by the great Claude Bourgelat and my personal hero, Elinor McGrath, that I would do nothing to make you late getting home until your soon-to-be-born son is at least ten years old.”

      “Whatever,” he pffted. “Rox was just messin’ around. You know your sister. She’s all huff and puff, no blow. She’ll understand. She knows how important our work is. Hell, she’s the one who’s been keeping up on your progress like it’s one of those murder mystery shows she loves so much. She knows better than we do that it’s been six damned weeks since you started tracking the wild animal we’re all calling Big Foot.”

      More like eight, but who’s countin’?

      “This is a huge deal. He’s in a whole other league. Those paw prints look positively prehistoric. They are gargantuan.”

      Sure, they're big but gargantuan? Yeah, that's right. I said it. Trying – unsuccessfully – to be humble. I can see it now, Dr. Macy Lindon, DMV lecturing at the finest colleges, universities, and…

      "What if he's a whole new species?" Lou's question pulled Macy from her most recent flight of fancy. "Maybe he's a Shifter? One of the elusive Dragons – not the regular Dragon Shifters like the MacAllens…."

      “You know, there’s something seriously wrong with you, my friend. Sayin’ that the MacAllens are regular Dragon Shifters? That shit could get you turned into a pile of ash in these parts,” Macy snickered, not surprised when Lou kept right on going like she hadn’t said a word.

      “From all the stories your dad used to tell us. What if he is…

      ?”

      “Ummm, stop right there, Yankee Man,” she teased, finally getting her brother-in-law to take a breath. “First of all, why’s it gotta be male? You never heard of girls with big feet?” Lifting her size ten boots, Macy teased, “My momma and daddy didn’t make no tiny-toed daughters there, Buster. Hell, you're married to my sister and about to have a baby with her. I sure hope y'all have already put back loads of extra money for all the super-sized shoes you're gonna have to buy." Shaking her head, she snorted as she kept right on teasin'. "That kid is gonna go through boots like diapers – and his boots better be Lucchese or nuthin' at all, Bub."

      “Shut up, you know what I mean.”

      "Yeah, I do, and you're stalling. It doesn't matter if whatever's leaving those footprints is purple with pink spots, just one of the MacAllen Dragons or the second coming of the Goddess herself. If your happy ass isn’t sitting at the table with a smile on your face at six-thirty on the dot, we’ll both be dead with a capital D.”

      Once again, holding up her finger as Lou opened his mouth to interrupt for the umpteenth time, Macy kept going, "You know as well as I do that Roxanne Lindon-McDonald does not mess around. No way. No how. Not ever. Not in all of Heaven or Hell or the great state of Texas does she play – especially when it comes to you having your happy heiney at the table for dinner. Nor will she understand.”

      Waving her finger back and forth just because she knew it irritated her brother-in-law, the Vet kept right on going. “As you well know, her hormones are all over the place right now. Understanding is not a virtue she’s possessed any other time in her entire life, but now? Eight-and-a-half months into her first pregnancy? She couldn't give two hoots if she was an owl sittin' in a tree."

      Throwing out her arms and leaning forward, she refused to stop until Lou was doubled over with laughter. “At this point in time, she couldn’t give less of a shit how important our work is. We could be findin’ good homes for all the little puppies, kitties, lizards, and birdies in the whole dadgum world, and she would not be impressed. Bless her heart, the only thing that matters to my amazing big sis is you being where she wants you to be when she wants you to be there. Period.”

      Snapping her fingers along with a sharp nod of her head towards the door, she added like a Drill Sergeant, “So, hop to it! That beautiful pain-in-both-our-asses is about to give birth to your son, my wonderful nephew, the child who will become the best defensive lineman ever to be drafted by the Dallas Cowboys in the history of football, and nobody’s gonna keep Rox from gettin’ what Rox wants. Not you, and definitely not me. I like my head on top of my shoulders where the Great Goddess intended.”

      More nodding for added effect, and Macy opened her eyes wider. Lifting her hand off Lou’s shoulder, she immediately deposited it on her hip, then ended with an incredibly satisfied, “Mm-hmm, you know what I’m talkin’ ‘bout, Bub of mine.”

      Clearing her throat and clicking her tongue to be sure her point was crystal clear, she continued by making her southern drawl even more pronounced. "Let me mansplain this for you because I think you might have forgotten the World According to Rox, m’kay? Picture this. You will call. She will answer with a sweet, “Hey, Hon. How you doin’?” Then, your wife - the love of your life - and my one and only sister will say it’s okay when you tell her that you are runnin’ late. She will even be all lovey dovey and shit and tell you she loves you with all her heart and then some before she hangs up, ‘cause she does. Never doubt that. God knows I’ve had to hear about your wonderfulness for more years than I care to remember.”

      “As well she should, and you should take note of that because, after all, I am quite a catch.”

      Ignoring his comment, the goofy grin on his face, as well as the silly snicker, Macy forged on. “You know as well as I do that you will get the patented Roxanne-sweetness-love-and-light smile when you finally walk through the door. She’ll give you a kiss on the cheek, pat your shoulders, then ask if you want her to heat up the leftovers.”

      Making her nod more emphatic and forcing her eyes open as wide as they could possibly go, Macy continued to spell out exactly what her sister would do, because messing with her brother-in-law was even more fun than Monday Night Football with all-you-can-eat wings and five-dollar pitchers of beer. "Then, about thirty seconds into the two-minute timer on the microwave, your loving wife, aka my beloved sister, in case you've forgotten who I'm referencing, will go from sweet, adoring Roxy to a screaming, crying, raving, overreacting pregnant lunatic. Furthermore, she will want to rip out your heart and serve it to the dogs on her best china with your fingers for hors d'oeuvres and your toes for dessert.”

      Giving up on her pretense of being serious, Macy chuckled when Lou guffawed with such enthusiasm that he literally had to sit down before he fell down, but she wasn't done yet. "Oh, and at the same time, she's gonna be tellin' you how much she loves you. That you're her one true love, and she's sorry for being Mommazilla, but she just can't help it. She's gonna regale you with the roller coaster of emotions she's experiencing because the pregnancy hormones have taken over her body and her mind.”

      Inhaling deeply, her own laughter making her words run together because the truth was so much funnier than anything she could ever make up, Macy couldn’t go on. Just picturing the scene she knew had already occurred several times since Rox found out she was pregnant was better than all the reruns of all their favorite TV shows she’d ever watched with her mom, dad, and grandparents.

      It didn't matter that all her relatives -except for Rox – had passed in a fire when she was a teenager. They lived in her heart and soul, and she cherished the time she'd had with them.

      “Sad, so damned sad. But true. So, fucking true,” the tall, lanky, bespectacled ex-New Yorker, now adopted Texan, howled. "She's gonna kill me then murder you, and the judge and jury are gonna say it was justifiable homicide because we knew better than to push our luck with a woman in the last two weeks of her pregnancy. Her attorney will argue that she gave us fair warning and we're to blame for not listening. The newspapers will splash her pictures all over every front page from here to NYC, and public opinion will be that you and I were the worst people on the face of the earth. They will liken us to the amoebas on the fleas on the asses of every pig in the whole state of Texas.”

      “Oh, hell, yeah, and she won’t need OJ’s defense team. There won’t be a man or woman alive who’ll find her guilty. It’ll be all our fault, hands down, no question. They will even scatter our ashes on a coyote dung heap in the middle of the Chihuahuan Desert. Then put up a sign reading, 'Here lie the two stupidest people ever to wear boots, birth calves, and fix arthritic horses’ knees in the entire southern United States.”

      "You know it," he gasped, working hard to get his hilarity under control and failing as bad as she was. "But I blame your dad. From every story y'all have ever told me about him, he's the one who gave y'all the hot Latin blood. God knows you're both always fired up about one thing or another. Now, for Roxy, it's mixed with baby hormones. Shit fire, nobody stands a chance, especially you and me."

      “How many times do I have to tell you that we’re Mexican, not Latin?”

      “You speak Spanish, don’t you?”

      Laughing so hard she had to lean her hip against one of the many stainless-steel counters in the clinic to stay upright, Macy snorted, “Yeah, but so do you. So, what languages we speak means next to nothing. Because, well, no offense, your SPF 50 sunscreen needed to walk out the door skin sorta negates the chance that you're anything but Caucasian."

      “Yeah, but we’re talking about the Lindon family tree, not mine. Your sister is hot and fiery and not afraid to put it all out there. She has a single-minded focus in everything she does. Hell, that's how we got pregnant, so…."

      “Ewww. Yuck. Yuck. Yuck,” Macy shuddered, frantically shaking her head as she slapped her hands over her ears. “Stop! Stop that shit right now. I know where babies come from. Don’t you dare say another word. I’mma have to bleach my brain to get rid of the images of you and my sister having… having… having...”

      “Go on,” he laughingly teased. “Say it. Say it. You know you want to. You know how much you love to explain things. Come on. Come on. Do it. Do it. Tell me all about the birds and the bees.”

      “Noooooooo!”

      Up out of the chair with hands extended, fingers wiggling like a handful of nightcrawlers, and a glint in his eye that meant he was up to no good, Lou’s hands latched onto her wrists. Playfully trying to wrestle her hands off her ears, he taunted, “What’s wrong, Macy? Why ya’ hiding those ears. You’re tough. You’re strong. You’re a doctor. You can do it.”

      Laughing so hard she could barely breathe, Macy squealed, “No. Stop. I won’t do it. You can’t make me. My brain will explode and leak out my ears, and my precious little nephew will only ever know his amazing auntie as a drooling mess in a wheelchair he goes to see every other Sunday and on holidays in the home for crazy vets.”

      Throwing back his head before giving an evil laugh, Lou roared, “Sex. Sex. Sex. I had sex with your sister. Many times. And I’ll do it again. We made a baby. We made your nephew. Nanny-nanny-boo-boo- I made a baby with your sister and might just do it again and again and again.”

      Giving up the fight, laughing so hard her sides hurt and tears ran down her face, Macy let her head fall forward while breathing so hard it was worse than when she tried – and failed - to run a half marathon to raise money for the local ASPCA in college. “You’re a cruel man, Lou McDonald. A cruel, cruel man. You know I’m a visual thinker. You’ve just doomed me for life. Those images are burnt into my brain. I’ll never ever be able to have sex again.”

      “Ha! Fat chance. You’ll see that… that… umm, what did you call him? Oh, yeah, long, tall, drink of water?" Nodding like a bobblehead on the dashboard of a Ford F-250, he cackled like the goofball he truly was. “Yup, that was it. That was what you said when your eyes nearly fell outta your head, and I thought I was gonna have to call 911 to get you breathing again." Slapping his leg as his shoulders bounced and he howled with laughter, he did his best Barry White imitation, "You'll see that long, tall drink of water, Jack Thorntree, and it'll all be over but
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