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        Falling off her Dragon the first time hurt like hell - but gettin' back in the saddle just might be the death of her.

        Everything was great. She had an award-winning brew, her Palomino Harras was thriving, and she was having a great hair day. Talk about having it all – Brandywine Gabbard was living her best life and lovin’ every minute of it. At least, that was her story, and she was stickin’ to it.

        Who knew stopping Paulie the Pooka from absconding with the newest recipe of No More Dragon Ass Cider from Brandywine Brewery would land her and her Mate - who shall remain nameless - in Purgatory? Who knew Pookas were the booze delivery men of the Underworld? Who woulda thought the Copacabana was the hoppin' place to party in Hades?

        Now, all the beer-guzzling bad guys are out for blood, she has to work with the man who broke her heart, and some gorgeous chick dressed in vintage Chanel claims to be the Omnipotent Being known as Fate - but She can't help a sister out because that would be breaking the rules. Some days it just doesn’t pay to get out of bed.
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        FALLING OFF HER DRAGON

      

        

      
        Mo chroí……….My heart

        Mo Piuthar-Màthar……….My Auntie

        Se do bheatha………You are welcome

        Gille gaolach……..Dear Boy

        Mo ghra………My Love

        Mo shileadh………..My Filly

        Tá tú mo ghrá eternal………. You are my eternal love

        Ta' mo chroi istigh ionat………. My heart is in you

        Grá mo shaol………. Love of my life
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      “Laurel, Everleigh, and I all think it’s a great idea. So, I volunteered to be the one to tell you,” Bette happily sing-songed.

      “And what is this great idea?” Dillion asked. Pausing to concentrate on flipping the pancake he was making, he waited until it was safely back in the pan before asking, “Are we taking a group vacation? If so, we’ll have to clear it with the Mistress and make sure she knows where we are in case something comes up. Oh, and….”

      “And you are rambling on while you’re cooking and not letting me get a word in edgewise,” Bette laughed. “Usually, I love it, and today’s not really any different. It’s just that I worked on this little speech for an hour, and I want to get it out before I forget or lose my nerve. Not sure why I’m so nervous, but I am so, ya’ ready?”

      “Of course, my love.” Putting the last flapjack on the plate, Dillion walked to the table. Kissing Bette on the head as he set it down, he added, “I’m listening, and I promise to keep all my questions till the end of your presentation.”

      Giggling like a schoolgirl, something that did his heart good, Dillion just couldn’t get enough of his Mate. Living with her, building the life they were always intended to have, was nothing short of a dream come true and he was happier than he ever imagined.

      Taking a seat beside Bette, he served breakfast as she sweetly announced, “The girls and I want to have a combined Mating Ceremony and a huge reception. We’ve got it all planned. You and your brothers won’t have to do a thing.”

      “Nothing?” He teased. “You do know that it is customary for the Drake to plan the Mating ceremony, don’t you?”

      “Well, what about us or your brothers and their Mates is customary?” She chuckled.

      “Touché, mo ghra. Touché.”

      Getting to her feet, she danced around his chair then sat in his lap. Giving him a kiss that curled his toes, make his heat beat double time and had his pants getting tight in the crotch, she wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered in his ear, “Please, Dragon Man. Can we have a party?”

      Turning his face to hers, he kissed her soundly. How was he to deny her anything? Why would he ever want to?

      Pulling away just enough to look in her beautiful blue eyes, he winked, “Of course, we can have a party.” Another kiss and he added, “Like I’ve always said, happy wife, happy life.”

      “Now, I really like the sound of that,” Bette chuckled. “Oh, and there’s just one more thing.”

      “Anything for you, mo chroí.”

      “We’re gonna invite Darek’s Mate, Brandy. The girls and I think playing Cupid just might be fun. You and I both know he’s just draggin’ his feet and bein’ a grump. Getting him back together with his Mate is just what Mr. Crabby Dragon needs, don’tcha think?”

      Damn near swallowing his tongue, Dillion coughed and wheezed. Taking a sip of water from the glass his Mate handed him, the Dragon finally got enough breath back in his lungs to sputter, “And that’s where everything just might go to Hell in a handcart.”
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      “No, you didn’t!”

      “Yes,” she unashamedly admitted, a smile curving the right side of her mouth as she cocked her head to the side and batted her eyes. “I most certainly did.”

      “You, Brandywine Elizabeth Gabbard, threw a bottle at your Mate - in front of God and everybody - right here in this very brewery?”

      “No,” she deadpanned in return. “I threw three full bottles of my newest and award-winning cider at the head of the dirty, rotten, no-good, pain-in-my-ass, lily-livered Dragon who walked out on me damn near seventeen years ago. Then I picked up an empty wooden crate and tossed it at him because he had the utter nerve to show up with some cockamamie story about Fate being a real person, having brothers he never knew, and being some kinda stupid scaly superhero.” Huffing the blond bangs off her forehead, she scoffed, “As if I was born yesterday.” Snorting yet again, she added, “And I only did it in front of God and Paulie the Pooka. I’m thinkin' the Big Guy understands, and as for Paulie – well, he can just pound sand right out there in that desert.”

      Arms outstretched with her palms facing front to do something with her hands instead of pulling out her hair, she hurried on, "And don't even get me started about that little shithead.” Propping one fist on her hip, she swiped at the air with the index finger of the other. “He had the gall – the unmitigated gall - to show up in Horse form. Not Palomino, mind you, but an ebony Stallion, nonetheless. Like I was gonna fall for that. The little butthead thought he could sweet talk me outta my recipe for….”

      “No More Dragon Ass Cider?” Bonnie chuckled.

      “Yep, that one.” Brandy gave a sharp nod. “Then, as if he hadn't already danced on every frazzled nerve I had left, that putz of a Pooka got all pissy and told me to ‘watch my back’ when I ordered him to go right back to Hell and make his own darned cider.”

      “Well, at least you got rid of him. Those Pookas can cause a helluva lot of trouble when they don’t get what they want.”

      “Yeah, well, I’m somehow sure I haven’t heard the last of him.”

      “You think?”

      “I do." Dropping her fist from her hip and talking with her hands, Brandy explained, "Not two minutes after I shooed his swishing tail back to Hades, the phone in the office started ringing. So, of course, I had to run to get it. ‘Cause like an idiot, I gave everyone the weekend off to celebrate our win at the Annual IPA Awards to spend their bonuses."

      “That’s not being an idiot,” Bonnie lovingly corrected. “That’s being a great boss and an even better person. Your family has always taken care of their people. It’s why y’all make the best damn hooch in the world – it’s brewed
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