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“This book has so much life. Amber Anthony knows how to bring characters’ inner demons to the forefront and challenge their every move. That is what makes a good author. From Adam being the Master Dom of kink and Willow on her massive journey of self-discovery Blood Dragon is shifter crème de la crème.... Only Amber Anthony, I tell ya.” – I.C.- NDP Book Review

“Fantastical world-building makes for the perfect backdrop in this thrilling adventure. Richly woven scenes provide a lovely tapestry for the drama to unfold. I could honestly hear the roar of dragon wings and witness the beauty of the rolling hills of Scotland. My head was spinning by the time it was all over. I would love to see Blood Dragon on the big screen. To sum it up simply: I love this book!” – AMD, USA

“Tall, blond, and dangerous, he stole my heart with his reluctance and then his bull-headedness.

This story took me from Scotland to Ireland to Chile with some of the most colorful characters I've seen in a romance.

Yes, the romance sizzles right along with the snappy patter. I couldn't put it down, and I have gone back to it as my go-to BDSM read.” -L.R. USA
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To the animals we love, 

magical and mortal.
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A

dam Lachlan was irritated. He got to the Dublin Airport on time, but the security line moved glacially, and even the number of travelers in the Pre-Cert line shuffled in place. When he handed his passport and new boarding pass to the security agent, he realized his seat assignment was altered. He went to considerable trouble and expense to be sure he had the bulkhead seat on every flight. His muscular six-foot-six frame didn’t travel well even in first-class accommodations.

Placing him next to a woman from the age of twelve to death, inevitably found him prodded into a conversation on a wide variety of topics. He prided himself on not letting his good looks do the heavy lifting. He wanted to engage with people. He wanted to know their stories. He simply didn’t want to do it while trapped in a metal tube thirty-three thousand feet in the air. In his work, he interacted with women all night long. He hoped today he’d sit next to an eighty-year-old foreign gentleman who did not speak English.

Adam found the mortal world fascinating and stimulating in a way his world could never match. He’d amassed a fortune, studied at the finest universities, become a shipping magnate. As the need arose, a lawyer affiliated with the Underground Railroad. Excitement called him to be a successful gold prospector in California. Introspection sent him to study and become an esteemed psychotherapist. Most recently, as Master Dominant for the Consort Group International, it was the role he liked best. But that was true for most of the occupations he’d held until he had to shed that identity and move on.

Once through security, he loped toward the gate agent. The middle-aged man was straight out of Irish central casting. His fiery red beard and mop of unruly hair topped a diminutive, stocky body.

Great. I have to deal with Darby O’Gill.

It was one more line to stand in before he could address the problem with his new boarding pass.

Adam pulled his original from his breast pocket. “You can see here.” He pointed a long finger at the seat assignment. “I’m supposed to be One A. I paid for this assignment online. When I checked my bag, they gave me this new one.”

Adam towered over the increasingly sour gate agent.

“I regret to inform you; seat One A was sold to an earlier purchaser.”

“Very well, I’ll take any seat in row One.”

The agent sniffed and looked at Adam’s name on the screen. “Dr. Lachlan, all of the bulkhead seats are sold.”

Adam felt his ire building. He took a deep breath to calm himself. He knew, from years of training, conflicts were never resolved with anger. The gate agent predictably had something of a Napoleon complex. He wasn’t going to bend without a very good reason, so Adam attempted logic. “Why would your website sell it, if it were not available?”

“Unfortunately, mistakes can be made. We could place you in an exit row in coach. They have a bit more leg room.”

Adam blinked. He gestured at his height and stuck out a long leg. “Do I look like I’d fit in a coach-sized...”

* * * *
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ONE BUSHY RED EYEBROW rose as the gate agent’s lips turned downward. At the adjoining gate desk, a strikingly tall woman halted her typing and craned her neck to look at Adam. Her tongue skimmed her bottom lip before she spoke.

“Angus, would you escort this guest to baggage?” The woman placed a hand on the gate agent’s keyboard and insinuated herself into the helm. Angus reluctantly receded from his position of power and headed toward the guest in the wheelchair.

“Welcome to Ireland Air, sir. I’m Siobhan, the shift supervisor.” She retucked her scarf further into the deep V-neck of her figure-hugging uniform, and her voice was breathy when she spoke. “How may I help you?” She visually ate him up.

His penetrating aqua eyes were framed by waves of golden hair falling just below his collar. A genuine megawatt smile enlivened handsome, symmetrical features. His bright white shirt collar encircled a long, strong neck. The muscles of his shoulders and arms were elegantly contained in a tailored tweed sports coat, and not an ounce of bulk showed at his trim waist.

He presented both boarding passes along with his quirky smile. His deep, rich baritone pled his case. “You see my problem. Can you help me out?”

Siobhan played with a loose curl from her updo and nodded. She tapped at the keyboard, while alternating sneak peeks at his broad chest. “Give me a moment, please, Dr. Lachlan.” She picked up the microphone. “Paging passenger Willow Greer, to the gate desk. Willow Greer, please.”

* * * *
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THE STANDING CROWD split as the lithe, young woman approached the desk. She was gamine, with dark, playful eyes and long thick lashes. Her frame was athletic, but every curve was exactly where it should be. Willow’s dress and manner sang with a delightfully coltish grace. She glanced at Adam, and he swore he felt the breeze from her eyelashes. He was enchanted.

I’d give up any seat to sit next to her.

“You paged Willow Greer? I’m Willow.” Her doe-eyed gaze caught his and held just a moment too long.

Siobhan dove in. “Miss Greer, it seems your bulkhead seat was sold twice. As you can see, Dr. Lachlan would find most seats confining.”

“I can understand that.”

Adam expected a sweet-pitched gentle voice. He was excited to hear her words drawn out in deliberate, smoky tones. Willow looked him up and down.

“Could we entice you to exchange seats?” Siobhan continued. “You’ll still be flying first class, just not in a bulkhead seat. Of course, we’ll compensate you for your flexibility.”

I’d like to test her flexibility, Adam mused. “I’d be happy to pay any difference in price...” He infused his resonate baritone with all the charm he could muster. Willow eyed him with a devilish smirk.

“That won’t be necessary,” Siobhan interjected.

“I wouldn’t hear of it. I’m happy to exchange seats.” Willow turned from him.

He drew her back. “I want to do something to thank you. At least let me pay for an onboard drink or two.”

Willow smiled. “Thank you, but I don’t drink.”

Siobhan’s smile was less bright, sensing competition. “Very well, it seems we’ve resolved this situation.” Her smile vanished completely as she watched Adam admire Willow, and her face grew stony. “Please, let me issue your new boarding passes.” She handed them the new cards. “Dr. Lachlan, do you have a contact number at your destination, in case there’s a problem with your luggage?”

Adam withdrew a chromed steel card holder from his jacket pocket. He slid out two cards and passed one to each woman.

“I’m afraid my destination is remote, you may have to leave a message, but I’ll return your call when I get within range.”

“Very well.” Siobhan slid the card into her pocket and glanced at the irritated travelers behind Adam. “Next, please.”

“Thanks a lot.” Adam flashed another smile. He turned to thank Willow, but she was already gone. Looking over the chairs at the gate he saw one open seat next to Miss Greer. He focused on the play of light dancing over her short, dark hair and set off with long strides in her direction.

“Danny, watch out for...” A woman warned her four-year-old as he threw his ball across Adam’s path. The youngster barreled into Adam at his knees and the two twisted in midair with surprising grace. Adam scooped up the little shrieking child and handed him to the harried mother. “I believe I have something of yours.” With a look over his shoulder, he watched the seat he coveted become occupied. Rugrats! He thought in frustration. Did she sneak a smile at me? She’s only pretending to read...what is it? Backpacker’s Magazine? Would backpackers pack a magazine? With that question looming in his head, he made for the open seat across from her. He strode carefully, wary of any other toddlers, and dropped into the seat.

“Hello, again.” He nodded, and his golden blonde hair fell in front of his ears.

* * * *
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WILLOW RETRIEVED THE card from her pocket. She scrutinized the kid finish engraved calling card. Not a business card, a calling card. One nimble finger ran over the engraving’s relief. Ivory, kid finish with black engraved letters? She tapped the card on her knee. “Hello. It says here you’re Adam C. Lachlan, Ph.D. What’s your doctorate in?”

He smiled. “Psychology.”

“Do you practice?”

Adam looked at the airfield and back at Willow. “How would I expect to improve if I didn’t practice?”

Cute! Willow smothered a grin and turned the card around. “I didn’t see humorist listed.”

“That’s my hobby. With a face like mine, I have to make a lot of jokes.” Willow shook her head and slid the card into a safer place.

“Are you an avid camper?” He pointed to the magazine on her lap.

I would camp on the sun if I thought you would be at the same campground.

“It comes with the job.” She smiled shyly as she slid the magazine into her carry-on and her laminated University of Florida luggage tag revealed her name, Willow Greer, Ph.D.

“Are you a happy camper?” He stretched his long legs toward her.

She leaned forward. “Depends on the weather.”

“Well, this time of year in Scotland isn’t great. You need to come back when the heather blooms in September, the days are still quite long. It’s light till 7:30 or so.”

“If only my subject would cooperate.”

“And what is your subject?”

“Zoology.”

“That explains the camping...”

The gate agent’s voice cut in over the loudspeaker. “Ireland Air regrets there will be a ninety-minute delay in boarding flight 201 to Inverness. Please, do not leave the terminal, announcements will be forthcoming.”

Willow exhaled. “I’ve been sitting in this terminal all my life.”

Adam stood. “Why don’t you let me buy you dinner before there’s a stampede at the restaurants?”

“Sure.” Willow rose and caught up her carry-on.

“May I get that?” He reached for her bag and when they slipped away from the mass of complaining passengers, his hand gently guided her at the small of her back. “What do you like to eat?” His voice was whiskey deep.

“I’m mostly vegan, except for fish. Will that be a problem here?”

A guy his size no doubt eats steak and eggs every morning.

“I know just the right place. It’s a bit of a walk, but worth it.” He had a spring in his step as he kept to her shorter stride.

“I was dressed to dig right into work. I’m wearing my walking shoes.”

I’m good. I’m stinking grand. Is it my imagination, or is everyone watching us? The public looks at him as if he truly is that handsome.

“I recommend the truffle and kale rice or the seafood crepes. But you have to leave room for the half-baked chocolate cake with vanilla ice cream.” His aqua eyes danced at the mention of cake.

“What do you generally enjoy?”

Enjoy? He moves like he has about twelve percent body fat. Does he eat?

His reply was thoughtful. She could see him juggling a variety of favorites in his head. “We ate mutton constantly when I was young, so I judge a chef by his lamb. If it isn’t offensive to you, I hope they have a slow-roasted lamb shank saved for me.”

“I’m not one of those rabid vegans. It was a choice I made in college; it was cheaper, and I fought off the freshman fifteen. I wish I could visualize chocolate as meat. I could fight the cravings easier.”

No man wants to hear about a woman’s battle with her weight. ARGHHHH.

Adam guided her around a corner, and there was a provincial façade in the modern airport. The stained-glass sign advertised The Rustic Chef.

“Mallory.” He waved at the hostess as she returned from the kitchen hall.

Dear God, he knows hostesses in airport restaurants.

“Dr. Lachlan, good evening to you. Will you be joining us for dinner or are you just stopping to see what Kieran’s cooked up?” She tilted her smiling eyes at him.

He has an effortless charm.

“Dr. Greer and I have about an hour and wanted a delicious dinner, she’s never eaten here, and I thought we could turn a delay into something wonderful.”

He already has.

* * * *
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AS SHE SWEPT THE LAST piece of the half-baked chocolate cake into her mouth, the burly chef approached their table, wiping his chunky fingers with a clean kitchen towel. His voice was good-humored. “Was it worth the walk, Cale?” His kitchen whites were exactly that and the name embroidered in black over his breast was Kieran Russell. Adam rose and bent to embrace the man who was a head shorter. Their dialogue sped up, and their accents became undecipherable until the two of them stopped to chuckle.

“I’m sorry, Dr. Greer, Kieran, and I grew up together. While I was doing bad things with fermented fruit, he was butchering and cooking.”

The dark-haired man turned to Willow. “It’s my job to remind this oak tree of a man I knew him when he was a stripling. No wonder he ne’r uses his middle name, Cale, it was all we ever heard, he was such a prankster.”

She winked at the chef.

Saints in Heaven, everyone loves this guy. I’m having too good a time.

She surreptitiously checked her watch; they had twenty-five minutes until their flight would board.

Adam caught her glance and reached into his trousers. “Kieran, we’ve got to make a flight, what do I owe you?”

Kieran put his chunky fists on his broad hips. “You and your friend aren’t goin’ anywhere tonight. The news just posted a walkout. Pilots union walked first, and then the flight attendants struck in solidarity.”

* * * *
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THE WALK TO THE BAGGAGE claim area was exceptionally long. Adam let Willow pass him to hold a place at the luggage carousel. It gave him the best view. Her hips swayed, and her head bobbed to some internal tune. The carousel groaned as it started, and bags belched out. He paused to watch her bend over and retrieve a coat from her carry-on bag.

Okay, Sparky, slow your roll.

A newspaper shielded his trouser front as he shook one leg. He yanked at the handle on his bag and nearly stepped back on Willow.

“We have the same bags.” Willow pointed to the bag at her feet. “You see the Nature Conservancy tag? It’s the sole difference.” She pointed to a small luggage tag secreted under one of the handles. I appreciate the dinner, especially since it was made just for us by your friend. I hope this hotel,” Willow waved the hotel voucher, “isn’t horrible. I’ve got to do some finagling to get to Scotland for my sabbatical.”

He smiled disarmingly and hoped his next suggestion would charm her. “This sounds like a come on, but honestly, it isn’t. I know a resort, not far from here. I have some sway and could get you a deeply discounted rate while you make your plans.”

Willow flushed and gave a self-conscious laugh. “Can I get a cab there?”

“There’s a phone at the tourist desk, goes straight to the resort. They’ll send out a car. If my presence is too intrusive, we can ride separately.”

Her brow rose suspiciously. “What’s the name of this resort?”

* * * *
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ADAM STOOD AT THE TRANSPORTATION desk and used his cell phone. His best friend picked up the call directly. “Rick, did you hear about the airline strike? I’m coming back until I can make other arrangements. I’ve got a favor to ask...”

* * * *
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STANDING AT THE PASSENGER pickup area, waiting for the resort shuttle, Willow looked up to the man who was quickly becoming her infatuation. “It’s absurd to take separate cars, Dr. Lachlan. I can see this is all on the up and up. The brochure is breathtaking. I’ve never stayed at a castle.” Willow watched the shiny black SUV roll up to the sidewalk accented by a stylized coat of arms painted in gold on the hood. The chauffeur stepped quickly around the limo and checked his phone. “Picking up Dr. Greer and Dr. Lachlan? My name is Charles.” They nodded, and he held the door open for them to step up. The smartly uniformed man closed the doors and got them rolling toward Erne Castle. “There’s bottled water in the center console or a selection of whiskeys.”

Willow laughingly passed on the whiskey. “I can’t swallow another thing, thank you.”

Charles’ pleasant and understandable accent complimented his well-rehearsed script. “Erne Castle is the original home of the Fitzjarrald Dukedom. It is one of the oldest castle hotels in Ireland, situated in the rolling Kildare countryside, an hours’ drive from Dublin. The castle’s history dates to 1180. Today, the castle is proud to be renovated into a luxury castle resort with a fully equipped leisure center. We can make clubs available if you wish to play our 18-hole golf course, we also have a limited equestrian center, a pool, and a gym. Each guest room is uniquely designed, with a selection of rooms in the castle itself and some within the specially designed courtyard buildings. Do either of you have any special requests or questions?”

“No, thank you, Charles,” Willow demurred quietly, and from then on, Charles was silent.

* * * *
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THE WATER WAS SO WARM it felt like a lover’s caress. His toes dug into the sugar-white sand as he ran the length of the beach toward Willow. Adam noticed the forty-two-foot sailboat as she dropped anchor and rode the raft to the shore. Her skin was kissed by the salt water and the warm island breezes. They collided sensually as island birds twittered a love song.

“You waited for me.” Willow’s lips whispered into his ear as he bent to kiss her.

Adam felt the gauzy fabric tied at her waist. She was topless, and her nipples grazed his six-pack abs. The vixen grabbed at the waist of his board shorts, running her gentle hand up and down his front to bring him to life.

“I could take you right here,” Adam murmured as she untied his waistband.

“I could take you right here.” Her voice was husky with desire as she dropped to her knees.

Adam caught her before she could remove his swimsuit. “I want you in the water. I want to take you as the waves beat around us.”

She nodded and finished removing his trunks, and then dropped her gauzy wrap. Holding hands, they ran into the ocean. Waves invited them to wade up to their waists. She caught his ready erection in her hand as his fingers sought her waiting sex.

“I want to feel every inch of you...”

* * * *
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WILLOW SLID TO THE far side of the SUV, and even with its generous size, Adam appeared folded up while he dozed. It didn’t bother her; he’d been more than gracious today. She sent out emails about her new plans and caught up on the latest news. Periodically, the sleeping man beside her snuffled or sighed pleasurably. When the artistically lit castle came into view Willow’s heart fluttered. “Dr. Lachlan, we’re here. It’s...it’s more than I expected.”

* * * *
[image: ]


“YOUR ROOM, DR. GREER, is on the fourth floor, our bellman will take you up. Our dining room opens for breakfast at six, and there’s a menu to hang on your door if you would prefer breakfast in your room.” The welcoming desk clerk slid the key to the bellman and handed the folio to Willow. Clutching it to her chest, she sent Adam a parting smile and followed the bellman into the elevator, retrofitted to appear as if it was original to the twelfth-century castle.

Willow’s spectacular brown eyes widened, and she gasped at the room. Shades of pale blue shone through the thick area rug over the wide-planked floors. Her gaze traveled up the periwinkle walls where framed, inked scenes of Irish countrysides hung. The canopied bed invited peace and rest, swathed in ivory and a light water wash of cerulean satin. Once the bellman gave directions for the TV, clock radio, and steam shower, he made a small bow. 

Willow was mesmerized by the luxury accommodations and impeccable details at every turn. Slipping the bellman what she hoped was an adequate gratuity, she kicked off her shoes and ran from point to point. When she came down to earth, she unpacked. Even if she was only here for one night, she was going to live in every square inch of this room.

* * * *
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THERE WAS A DISCRETE knock on Adam’s second-floor door. He expected a bellman with the beer he’d requested. He opened the door to see his friend, Rick Hiatt, head down, rocking on the balls of his posh loafers. Well-manicured hands held a six-pack of Guinness. “Delivery for Dr. Lachlan.” He stuck his head into the room. “Is there a Dr. Lachlan staying here?” Adam stepped back and let his long-time best friend into the room. “What’s with the title, Sparky?” Rick put the beer on the desk and made himself at home. After all, his international conglomerate owned the resort.

“Yeah, I have a title, I don’t advertise it as a Dom, doesn’t mean I never use it. I should get a little respect. After all, I am paying for this room.” Adam defended.

Rick stroked his chin and arched a brow. “Why did you use your company credit card on your room?”

“To keep up the façade, I’m a guest. Hey, we get the points!” Adam poured a Guinness into a glass and sat across from his friend.

“I saw your traveling companion arrive. Dr. Greer. Are you suffering from some malady that you now travel with a physician?”

“Primarily, you know for a fact dragon shifters don’t suffer from human maladies. She’s a zoologist.”

Rick pondered the ceiling for a second. “Funny, she doesn’t look a bit like Jane Goodall. Does she study dragon shifters in their natural habitat?”

“You better hope she doesn’t study vampires, especially vampires who own BDSM clubs across the world.”

“Is that even a thing? Seriously, she is heaven on two feet. When did you plan on getting those feet of hers in the air? Am I intruding now?”

“That is not appropriate, Mr. Married Vampire. You can’t live vicariously off me.”

“Oh, bugger off, Sparky. Just because you’ve got us all on the down-low, don’t play Dr. Manners with me.”

“Look, I only wanted to strike up a friendship with her. She’s smart; she’s a good conversationalist and...”

“She’s built like a brick house.”

“Doesn’t mean I’m going in her direction.” Adam played with the wedding ring he wore.

“Dear boy, you need to park the ring.”

“I can’t do it again, Rick. I’ve watched too many of the women I love die in front of me. Shifter longevity has a downside.”

“We could turn you.” Rick’s hands flourished. “Imagine a fire-breathing dragon with fangs.”

“Thanks, buddy. I’ve already got fangs.” Adam paused between sips to consider the possibilities. “You could turn her, I mean, with her approval. But then this fire and ice thing is going on. Nah...I like my women alive.”

“Fielder’s choice.” Rick shrugged. “So, what exactly are we hiding from her?”

Adam paced as he drank. “Oh, everything...”

Rick affected a German accent. “I vould loff to psychoanalyze you...” He dropped the accent. “But I’d rather ride the hell out of this. You’ve just met the doctor? No psychosis, no hostilities, no guilt complexes yet...”

“Who’s the psychotherapist here?”

“I’ve been out in the world a good deal longer than you, dear boy. You weren’t at the Gaoler when Dr. Bonner studied Dom/sub interactions for use in game theory.”

Adam grinned. “You know everybody, why haven’t you found me a shifter woman?”

“I like you more when you’re lean and hungry, but back to the woman on the fourth floor. What’s up?”

“There’s a pilot strike going on. After we have a couple of good days together...” He gave Rick a stern look, “just as friends—could Matt fly us over to Inverness?”

Rick’s lips curled into a devilish smile. “Ah, it’s good to have friends with resorts and helicopters, isn’t it?”

Adam popped off his shoes. “Yeah. I know you thought it was good when your dragon shifter friend flew over the Irish Sea to rescue your wife. I’m glad my vampire friends can keep their fangs and whips in the closet for a couple of days.”

Rick rose and straightened his tie in the mirror over the desk. “Anna said the other day—” The room phone trilled. The men looked at each other. “My room, my phone.” He caught it up and smiled. “This is Adam.” Rick’s vampire hearing didn’t require him to hover.

“Oh, Adam, I feel like I’ve died and gone to heaven!” Willow sighed. Rick dropped his fangs and chomped his teeth together twice. Adam frowned and motioned him away.

“You like the room?” Adam’s face flushed.

“Have you been in the bathroom? I just took a steam bath in my bathroom! Then I took a cold shower, you know, like they do in Sweden?”

Adam’s voice dropped to sultry. “I’m imagining you there...”

Willow was silent. Rick threw up his hands.

Willow cleared her throat. “Well, before we go to bed...” Adam’s eyes closed as his cock saluted. Rick’s smirk told Adam he’d never live this down. “Dr. Lachlan, I want to thank you for bringing me here. I would never have found this place on my own.”

“Please, call me Adam—we’re sleeping under the same roof tonight. I’m glad you find it satisfying.”

“Please, call me Willow.”

Adam closed his eyes and turned away from Rick. “I’d be happy to. Will you join me for breakfast, Willow?” Rick circled Adam and grinned at him, he made a heart shape with his two hands and pumped it in front of his chest. Adam spun away, tangled in the phone cord.

“Do they eat as late as 9:30? I’m a little lagged.”

“We can get breakfast at 9:30 at night if you want it. See you then?”

Willow yawned. “Sure. I want to hit the sheets. G’night.”

Rick leaned into Adam and elbowed him. “I know what you want to hit.”

“Stop it! Give Anna my best, and then you can give her some of you, too.”

“Alright. I can rattle some chains, make Dr. Greer think her room is haunted. She might need your comfort...”

“Go, now, Rick. From here on out, you are Mr. Hiatt.” He pushed Rick toward the door.

Rick held his place in the door frame. “But I’m Mr. Hawt in everyone’s heart. I hope you don’t sleep too hard.” 

Adam gave him a push. “Out. Now. Before I call the manager.” Adam got the leverage to close his door.
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W

hen Rick bought Erne Castle and brought it into Consort Group International, he was buying the home he was born in, the year of our Lord 1513. Rick and his business partner Matt Brenner, both vampires, began in 1922, Los Angeles, with a speakeasy where mortal donors traded their blood for the sexual rush of the vampire’s bite. By 1934, when prohibition was a thing of the past, the speakeasy developed into many BDSM clubs and resorts all over the world, becoming C.G.I.

The back-service elevator doors opened, and Rick proceeded to the security area of the undead sector of the club. If one L.A. vampire required several donors, the world vampire population required legions. Rick and Matt’s clubs, resorts, and more, now served the needs of vampires and mortals alike, netting them billions in the process. Rick, Matt, and their wives were about to take advantage of the perk of feeding fresh whenever they desired. There was a time; he remembered uncomfortably when vampires killed their victims to eat. Now, they thrilled their victims to eat, and everyone was satisfied.

Rick accessed the palm print panel at the door and entered the informal feeding room. Everything in this room was designed for comfort, both mortal donor and vampire. Sensual, soft fabrics adorned yards and yards of horizontal lounging space. Muted lighting, restful colors, and conscientious attendants made the experience enjoyable in every way, not to mention the unparalleled orgasmic thrill of a well-delivered bite. The vampires had their choice of donors, famous for blood pure with balanced diets and clean living. It was a win-win for everyone.

Rick smiled and nodded at his new bride and fledgling, Anna, and headed over to the area in which she, Matt, and his mate Cat, waited. “Good evening, everyone! I hope you aren’t fainting from hunger.” He bent to kiss Anna’s forehead. “You, Cupcake, are one radiant fledgling. No one would believe six hours ago you were mortal.”

“You fed me quite a bit upstairs; I’m not truly hungry.” Anna sat prettily, her luxurious titian hair flowing over her ivory shoulders.

Matt held his own fledgling mate in his arms. “Your initial fresh feeding should be just a snack.”

Cat nodded in agreement. “You’re fortunate you have an intellectual understanding of all this.” She gestured around the room.

“This time, we want you to learn the sensation of the bite and how your donor reacts.” Rick touched the mark of her turning feed on his wrist. “If your bite is anything like the one made on me, they’ll be in heaven! I’ll treasure your mark forever.” He kissed her cheek.

Matt shrugged. “You’re killing my appetite. Where is my friend, the big bad vamp?”

Cat elbowed him. “Stop it! Be nice. This is a celebration.” Matt laughed and nuzzled her neck.

Rick’s gaze was direct and sincere. “As a sire, I’m kinda choked up to see how our family has grown.”

“Yeah, yeah, old man. Let’s get this dinner started. I’m hungry.”

At Matt’s nod, the attendants led their donors into the room. Anna smiled at her male donor and sat beside him on the chaise. “So, Fitz, what kept you?” She picked up her donor’s arm and scented it, as Rick had taught her.

“I was doing something for Adam.” Rick sat with his giggly, slightly inebriated donor and couldn’t help but smile at her antics. He looked at his wife.

“Adam? What’s he doing back? We just dropped him off at the airport.” Anna studied the road map of veins in the donor’s muscular forearm.

Cat licked her well-tanned donor’s wrist, “Where did you acquire such a fine tan this time of year in Ireland?” She looked back at Rick without waiting for a reply. “Oh, I did catch the news just as I was getting up. There’s a pilot strike. I’ll bet that’s why he’s back.”

Matt winked at his donor who blushed profusely. He stared at her neck for perhaps a second too long, but licked her palm instead, making her gasp. 

“I can always take him over in the chopper.”

Rick lowered his donor’s arm, which caused a disappointed sigh, and announced, “Actually, he brought a stray home with him, Dr. Willow Greer, and asked if he could keep her for a couple of days.” All the others stared at him in shock. “I think the young man may be in love!”

Fangs, that a moment ago had been ready to sink into flesh, instantly retracted, leaving their donors bewildered. “What?” Anna asked incredulously.

“Yep. Adam wants a couple of days with this woman. You know, just a little vaca...”

The impatient murmurs of their donors drew the distracted vampires back to their dinner. “In twenty-five years, I’ve never known him to spend even a night with a woman for romance,” Matt observed.

Rick sank fang into flesh, and his donor gasped. He paused. The donor’s eyes flew open. “Oh, there are two floors between them. He claims it’s all platonic.”

Matt’s donor squealed in pleasure when he bit and drew steadily.

“What did he smell like?” Cat asked keenly. “Did he smell like sex?” Her donor groaned with need and absentmindedly, she bit, eliciting an immediate high. “Umm, this is damn good A Positive.” She glanced at the donor who was already approaching ecstasy. “Did you have a Guinness tonight? You taste like chocolate.” The donor lay back, replete.

Rick paused again to answer, teasing his donor, delaying her orgasm. “Nope. No sex, but plenty of pheromones. Matt, you look like a hungry boy tonight,” Rick surmised watching him take his limit from one donor and call for another.

Matt moved to another seat. “I irrefutably believe in love at first sight.” He winked at Cat.

Anna looked suddenly appalled. “Oh, I spilled some of my dinner.” She waved at the attendant. “Anton, may I get a clean-up over here, please?” She looked at her donor. “I hope I didn’t get any blood on your clothes.” The man leaned into the corner of the conversation chair with a satisfied smile.

“I think he’s okay, Cupcake,” Rick observed wryly.

The quartet rose to have their after-dinner drinks up on the patio. Rick considered the unusual turn of events that led Adam back to them. Adam served as the Master Dominant in their flagship Los Angeles club, the Gaoler. Rick and Matt tried to draw him out at various times to discuss his business-only policy regarding sex. The most they could get from him was his long life, possibly spanning thousands of years, made emotional attachments with mortals too painful. When they’d suggested vampire women as an alternative, all they got was “not my kink.”

“Did you scent anything different about her?” Cat pursued.

Rick shook his head. “I only saw her from afar.”

Anna whirled around. “What if that’s it? What if she’s a shifter?

Rick rolled a fine cigar between his thumb and forefinger and then cut the end of a Cuban for Matt and himself. “Even in my five hundred years, I’ve heard of shifters, just like I’ve heard about elephants at the zoo, but seeing one...”

Rick lit his cigar, and Matt took up the discourse. “Right, you don’t just run into one every day. We don’t know their secret handshake.”

Rick spoke as Matt accepted the lighter. “Intellectually, Adam shared with me that he was a shifter, but until the massacre at Barranquilla, I’d sure as hell not seen a dragon shift. Adam said he hadn’t shifted in two hundred years.”

Anna shook her head. “It’s impossible to imagine what powerful and majestic creatures dragons are until you see one. I’m gonna ask again. Do you think it’s possible she’s a shifter?”

The group stared at each other in thought.

* * * *
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THE DAY HAD CERTAINLY not gone as he’d expected, yet Adam wasn’t entirely disappointed with the outcome. These last few months felt like a trial by fire in many ways, with unexpected happenings and strange turns of events. Meeting Dr. Willow Greer was perhaps just another one of those. Still, he hadn’t found himself enticed by a woman in over half a century. What was it about this doe-eyed sprite? He sighed with exhaustion. Perhaps tomorrow would tell.

* * * *
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BARRANQUILLA, COLOMBIA

Ten Months Ago

The Lust for Life resort. Vampires out of control, engaging in the most horrific acts. Humans were torn apart, their tortured eyes pleading for help. Adam was unable to answer their pleas. The mob would have torn him apart as well if he had not shifted. He could not save the mortals, but he could save himself and his best friend, Rick Hiatt. Adam’s flesh warmed to ombre shades of carmine and gold. His spine undulated and lengthened. Each leg turned outward as it muscled and formed claws. Clenched hands rested at his hips as wings extended from his back. Muscular arms lengthened into front legs, brawny and long, each ending in three vicious claws. Great curved horns grew from his skull, and his neck lengthened. Adam’s gaze swept the ballroom as his mace-like tail unfurled. Mighty leathery wings, tested their flexibility and completed his transformation into a Blood Dragon.

With a definitive stomp of one great foot, he arched his dragon neck, crouched low, and with his snout, rolled Rick onto his broad, armored back. Massive feet plodded over the dead toward the balcony. Fierce claws balanced on the precipice. Then, with a bunching of his powerful haunches, he leapt into the sky. His wings caught the air, beat against the downdraft, and soared above the treetops. His shifting had been blessed deliverance.

* * * *
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DAMN FOOL! Adam thought. The next time I check into a hotel, I’ll remember to close the blackout drapes! Adam rolled over and squinted at the clock—07:49 A.M. He clutched the pillow over his head and rolled away from the offending sunlight. He wanted to roll away from the dream. It replayed in a loop until about five minutes ago, it seemed, turning over and over. Even this comfortable bed did not put him back to sleep. He was awake.

Stretching and scratching and looking at his naked body in the mirror, he grinned.

What a waste of morning wood! I could be upstairs ravishing every square inch of that goddess!

He dug for his jammer swimsuit and prepared to do laps in the twenty-five-meter pool. He slid into his resort robe and grabbed his locker key.

How much sexual tension will I have to work off this morning? About seventy laps worth. Enh!

He found the pool pleasantly deserted at eight in the morning. Adam took a racer’s stance and dove crisply into the pool. Around the fortieth lap, he reflected, my pace isn’t too bad for being almost a thousand mortal years. There are perks to being a shifter. He burst out of the water and caught his reflection in the mirrored wall. It was good to be a shifter in his prime.

Even with his exertion, Adam noted the water was a little too cool. He’d have to speak to the maintenance staff. He grabbed up his towel and began to dry off, noticing his ring became loose in the cool water. He worried it with his thumb. After five love matches, all of which ended in mortal death, he resolved to wear his last wedding ring as a deterrent to the bolder lasses who pursued him. In his mind and heart, he determined never to fall in love with a mortal again. His current incarnation as a Dom fit him perfectly; it allowed a certain intimacy and often sexual release, without requiring emotional commitment.

Willow probably saw my ring. No wonder I’m getting mixed signals. It’s better for her if I keep my resolution, but how can I say I’ll never fall in love with another mortal when there are challenges like Willow Greer?

Adam groaned with frustration when he realized he had a breakfast date in less than an hour and no suitable clothes in his locker. He might as well wear his robe back up to the room and get ready there. As long as he was the first one up, he’d take a manager’s walk through the lobby to make sure everything was ready for the new day. He was, after all, an officer of the corporation, and Rick and Matt couldn’t have their eyes on everything twenty-four/seven. He saw the day shift as his time. He envied his vampire friends. Within the last year, he’d watched them court, marry, and turn mortal women into vampire immortal mates.

Unfortunately, this would not work for Adam, you were either born a shifter, or you weren’t. There was no ‘turning’ involved. Could he entice one of his own dragon women to join him in this wide, wide world? Maybe, but probably not. Dragon folk were extremely reticent about coming into the mortal world.

* * * *
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SHE HADN’T HAD THIS dream in a long time, Willow thought, as she let the warm rainwater shower soothe her. It was simply a reliving of a series of high school and college encounters that left her insecure about a string of bad romances. Her latest wounds from a crush-gone-bad propelled her into choosing her solitary sabbatical in Scotland.

She liked Adam. It would be effortless to fall into those amazing aqua eyes and those strong arms. He was insightful, charming, funny, and even-tempered. Great qualities in a man, but she would walk away, she thought sadly. The fantasy could not outweigh the risk. Besides, he was wearing a wedding ring, and what was that story? No, far better to enjoy a platonic day while she arranged new transportation to Scotland, and then say goodbye forever.

Nevertheless, she, who rarely wore cosmetics, dragged out the smoky pencil liner. There was peach blush, and she slathered on a heavenly layer of coriander body lotion she found in the bathroom. Lastly, she dug out a slightly uncomfortable pair of jeans she would never wear in the field. She’d bought them because they made her ass look great. She pulled on her favorite cashmere sweater in deep cranberry. Yeah. She examined her reflection in the mirror.

I look good. Why am I doing this?

Playing with fire, her conscience taunted.

* * * *
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ADAM WATCHED THE ELEVATOR door open from across the room.

Oh, man, Rick was right. Heaven on two feet.

The space between them went silent; he listened to his own heartbeat faster the closer she came. Suddenly, he was tongue-tied.

“I almost missed you! Are you hiding in the corner over here? Ducking the house detective?”

“I wanted to have a long look at you as you got off the elevator and walked toward the dining room.”

Willow blushed and glanced down, her long lashes fanning her cheeks. “Oh, you silver-tongued devil, I think you’ve been kissing the blarney stone!”

“Ah, ah, ah! You earned the compliment; take it.”

Willow paused; her face went neutral with shock. “So, what’s for breakfast?” She asked, flustered.

“Well, since you’re vegan, let me tell you about their fabulous scones with wild strawberry jam...”

“Emm. Sounds delicious! I’d kill for some coffee!”

“Comin’ right up.”

The coffee arrived, and Willow’s eyes got round when she heard him order steak, three eggs, and a side of bacon. She followed his recommendation for scones, yogurt, and wild strawberries, but looked at him seriously after the waitress left. “You keep eating like that; you’ll have a heart attack before you’re forty.”

Adam waved away her concerns. “I come from a long line of carnivores with high metabolisms. Don’t worry about me.”

“I’ve been enjoying the room so much; I haven’t turned on the news. Has the strike ended? If not, I need to book a ferry ride.”

“Speaking of transportation, I have a line on a helicopter tomorrow. It’ll take us right to Inverness, no charge. Of course, we do have to wait.”

“Free of charge? How can that be?”

“Oh, it has something to do with their Grand Opening week. It’s part of the Resort’s services.”

“My, they certainly are comprehensive...”

“You have no idea.” Adam drained the last of his coffee. “The concierge would be happy to get you a cramped ferry seat next to a crying baby. You’ll only have to stand in line with everyone else who can’t fly out...” He watched her reaction from over the coffee mug.

“The crying baby was the over-sell.”

“Too much?”

“Yeah, kinda.”

“Okay. Your choice. Which one do you want?”

Willow gave him a sly smile through her lashes. “I do hate sitting next to crying babies...I choose the helicopter for five hundred, Alex.”

“Your Jeopardy question is, what is more convenient than airline strikes? You wanna get out of here? I’ll show you around the resort.”

* * * *
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WILLOW STARED OUT AT the placid blue sky with nary a wind. She turned as he exited the restaurant. “Wow! What great weather for February!”

Adam looked out the picture window. “You know, you’re right. Do you feel like a walk? We may spend all the rest of our time inside if the weather report is accurate. You have a warm coat?”

She gave him an incredulous look. “Adam, I’m going backpacking in Scotland in February. Of course, I have a warm coat.”

“Just asking.” He led the way to the elevator. “Why don’t you go up and get your gear and I’ll meet you back here in five?”

* * * *
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AS WARM AS THE DAY looked from the inside, despite the sunshine, there was still a damp chill permeating her bones. Willow pulled on her gloves, and her hands were comfortably warm, but she kept them inside her pockets as they walked along. The temptation was too great; they might end up holding hands as they strolled.

“There’s the pond,” Adam pointed. “It used to be part of the moat, which they got rid of centuries ago.” A huge black and tan behemoth of a dog sprinted past them on his way to heckle the geese on the banks.

“That’s a brave dog. Most of them are afraid of geese. They can be mean.”

“Oh, Player’s pretty brave. He loves to chase, but I’ve never seen him catch anything.”

Willow gave him a suspicious look. “You know an awful lot about this place. Why do I feel these are not details you picked up in the brochure?”

“I spend a lot of time in Dublin, and I enjoy places off the beaten path.”

“Didn’t you say this was their grand opening?”

Adam rubbed his thumb between his brows. “Did I say that?”

“Yes.”

“Um...I might have something to do with the restoration of the resort.”

Willow gave him a skeptical glance. “As a psychologist?”

“No. More as an amateur historian.”

Her skeptical look continued. “What don’t I know?”

“I imagine we could write books on the things you don’t know.”

Willow shrugged and turned away. “Okay, keep your secrets. None of my business.”

He capped her shoulders with his hands and turned her back toward him. “Oh, don’t be like that. The owners are friends of mine, okay? It’s been a fun project. Everyone should do something a little out of their comfort zone now and then, don’t you think?”

His aqua eyes were mesmerizing, and all Willow could do was stare. He’s going to kiss me, flashed into her mind. I really want him to...I really don’t want him to... She watched his perfect lips come closer, and then his gaze searched hers, he hesitated and then withdrew.

Gesturing over to the pro shop he asked, “Do you like golf?”

“No!” Willow’s answer was a little too quick, and she wasn’t sure which question she was answering, so she clarified. “No, I’ve never been interested in chasing a little white ball. I like golf courses though; I always imagine myself galloping over those luscious hills.” She bit her lip at his odd look. “But...but...that would be wrong, of course. The golfers wouldn’t appreciate that...”

It was Adam’s turn to be skeptical. “Right. Okay, if you like to gallop, do you like horses? Would you like to go for a ride?”

“Yes, I do like horses. The brochure said the stable was not finished yet.”

Adam gestured in a different direction. “It’s not, but we a have a few horses. Enough for you and me to go for a ride. If we can find a horse big enough for me...”

* * * *
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THE STABLE WAS WARM, obviously heated for the horses, well-lit, and well ventilated. Everything was spotlessly clean, but the two horses the large stable currently housed were stamping in their stalls. Willow could tell they longed to be out in the sunshine today. She caught the look of surprise on Adam’s face when she marched directly up to a huge Clydesdale gelding and breathed gently into his nostrils.

“What...”

She held her palm out. “This is how horses greet each other.”

“And you know this because you’re a zoologist?”

“I know this because I’m an equestrian.”

“Oh. A woman of many talents. I haven’t ridden in ages.”

She turned to him. “And you want to go riding with me in February?”

He shrugged. “Well...”

“Why don’t you see if you can find the groom?” She suggested over-brightly, and Adam took off to hunt him down.

Willow took the time to introduce herself to the mare in the next stall. She opened her mind and heart to the communication she learned before she could walk. She’d been talking with horses since puberty.

She turned to the Clydesdale, who could easily carry Adam, looked at his nameplate, and telepathically asked, “Mephisto, do you ever carry people on your back?”

The gelding tossed his head and sent questioning pictures. “Saddle? Bridle? Man?”

“Yes, like that. You saw the man with me. Would you and...” She looked at the small mare’s nameplate. “Princess, like to go for a nice walk in the sunshine with us? No running, unless you want to, just a nice walk?”

Princess head-butted her gently. “Yes, I think it would be fun, too. But Mephisto seems a little grumpy. What’s that about, buddy?” Pictures flashed to her from Princess. “Oh, I see, they weren’t gentle with you, were they? I promise those things won’t happen with us. In fact, I doubt they have a saddle that would fit you. What if we ride bareback and amble along and enjoy the day? No whips, no spurs, I promise.”

Adam returned with the alarmed groom who spoke up instantly. “You can’t ride that brute! That animal’s a menace even in his stall.”

The tension between the animal and the man was palpable. Willow ducked into the stall. “What are you talking about?” She demanded, as hostile as the horse supposedly was. Both men reared back at her reaction. “This horse is as gentle as a lamb.” Mephisto nudged her amiably and nickered softly. “Get me his bridle. We’ll have a nice mellow stroll in the sunshine.”

“He’s got no saddle.” The groom protested.

“We won’t need one.”

Adam swallowed. “We won’t?”

Willow laughed. “No. If you can ride a bicycle, you can ride this horse with no problem.”

“What about you? Who are you gonna ride? Or are you going to gallop alongside me?”

She narrowed her eyes at him. “No galloping. A nice walk. And Princess deserves a little time out in the fresh air too.”

Willow did an easy vault from the groom’s hands onto Princess’s back, but mounting Mephisto was a little more laughable for Adam. There was no mounting the Clydesdale from the ground, but a mounting block got Adam up and over. Adam didn’t look too sure about all this, especially with the groom muttering about the horse being a killer, but Willow swore to him, “all will be well.” And she was right. The worst was when the horse stretched down low for a tempting bit of grass, and Adam nearly tumbled forward.

Willow laughed and admonished Mephisto. “Oh, Mephisto, be careful, remember, the man is a beginner.”

“You tell him.”

“Well, he hasn’t been out in a while because they’re scared of him. He wants some green grass, but he’ll plant himself and give you a warning before he reaches again.”

“Unh huh. And you know this because...”

“I told you, I’m an equestrian. I have a way with horses.”

“Really? Why don’t you show me? Do something an equestrian would do.”

Willow looked at him in shock and realized she’d gone too far. She needed to rein it in considerably, or the jig would be up. “Something an equestrian would do? Okay.” She turned Princess, rode into the field, and did a
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