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“WE KNOW THAT THE SACRED ground is in Stacy Macken’s hands in Bitter Thorn Grove.” Cyreth looked down at her copy of the report, but in a moment, she pushed it away. Probably knew everything about Stacy, by heart. “She knows she’s Ruth Macken’s descendant.”

“I suppose so,” Aaron said. Why did he feel like she scolded him?

“She’s running a history center in the city named after her family properties. She knows the building stands on the sacred ground?”

“If she does, she didn’t bring it up in our conversation,” Aaron said.

“So what’s the problem?”

Aaron tapped his copy of the druid’s report. “This is the problem. Cyreth, you’ve wiped out everything there is to know about the wars, from Lilly throughout history.” He nodded to the bank of computers to the far side of the room. “Without it, Isaac may be the only link we have to prove how important her part is, in our war.”

“Do you really think she needs it?” Cyreth asked. “She’s a Macken.”

“In a new age. She believes the old philosophers are dead.”

“What of the old gods?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “We haven’t gotten into deep conversations. But I know from watching her in that center she knows more about her family than most of her cousins do.”

“Does she?”

“I think so. You should’ve seen her face when I told her I had people in my family from Old Bitter Thorn Grove. By the gods I worship, I thought she was going to grill me about her ancestors, right then and there.” Aaron rose and paced to the computer consoles, reading the information displayed there, and not seeing it at all. “Hiding the history from her has been a mistake.”

“What if the media get hold of it?” Cyreth asked. “Somehow, I doubt they’ll believe our war is an urban legend. We don’t need another poet writing about the ‘latest battle of Mag Turied’.” She rubbed her wrinkled forehead tiredly.  “The ensuing panic won’t help us.”

Aaron glanced toward the windows. A light dusting of snow fluttered across the gloomy central Florida sky. He shuddered. It wouldn’t do to yell at Cyreth. The druid was only trying to do what she thought best. Still, it irked him. “I’m not speaking of the populace, I’m talking about Stacy. Our blessed steward.”

“If we’d told her the truth before, would that stop Balor and his men?” she asked, twitching a silver bracelet around her old, tattooed wrist. “They may’ve found her sooner, as well. We could’ve led them to her.” Her bracelet seemed to annoy her and she took the bangle off and laid it out on the table before her. She twisted its sides into a figure-eight. A shield decorated with tri-pointed spirals lay face up. “Maybe when she was an infant? Then what?”

Aaron opened and closed his hand. He didn’t want to picture what the world of the last thirty-seven years might’ve been like without Stacy in it.

“I thought so,” she said. “No, I think we’re doing the right thing.”

“Maybe,” Aaron said, “it will help her help us.”

“And who will help her keep the knowledge where it belongs? Do you or do you not know what historians do when they get excited: write—”

He pointed to her and knew she couldn’t deny what he was about to say. How many nights had he passed listening to her lengthy tales? “And talk, I know.”

The druid’s nose twitched. “Do you think she’ll keep the story of our war with Balor out of the media?” she asked. “In this day and age, when everyone thinks they have a right to know everything?”

Frustrated, Aaron snatched a copy of the deed off the table. Whoever had drafted it wrote, BITTER THORN GROVE HISTORY CENTER across its top surrounding the words in a border of thorns drawn in Celtic style braiding. “Fine,” he said, meeting the old druid woman’s gaze. “I suppose I can only hope, this time, we’ll end this damned war for good.”

Cyreth nodded. “May the Bright Lord and Lady make it so.”
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​CHAPTER ONE
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January 22nd, 4 p.m.

STACY TAPPED THE pen against the documents, leaving barely visible black marks here and there on his note.

I think our family was right about you, Stacy Macken. Keep this number handy. It may be of use to you soon. Meanwhile, if you have any questions, please call.

Aaron Fielding

Re-reading his note, she assumed he meant the number he’d written at the bottom, a sequence resembling a foreign phone number.

Their conversation wouldn’t leave her mind and she knew she needed to call him. Silly as it seemed. She plucked up the receiver and tapped in the digits.

The line rang and she waited.

Who was this Aaron Fielding? Was he another buyer hoping to persuade her to sell the Bitter Thorn Grove History Center to him? Given that ridiculously large tip he’d handed the clerk in their gift shop today, he could afford it. With her beloved history center facing foreclosure, she’d consider almost anything to save it.

Unfortunately, the city didn’t want the place. The city fathers claimed they understood its importance, but not enough to approve her request for more money. The arts council already thought they spent too much every year.

Too much? The historical records alone were priceless.

A curse escaped her lips and she clenched her skirt in her fists. If this call offered her an out, it’d be worth it.

Everything depended on what plans Mr. Fielding had for the center. She wouldn’t give up Bitter Thorn Grove History Center to someone who might plow it under to build another shopping mall. It wouldn’t bother her if it were for a better cause, like a new branch of the hospital or an elementary school. For that, she might agree.

On second thought, maybe she could talk him into loaning her the money she needed, if nothing else. Was that why he’d come by?

She needed time to clear her head and think. Air. Quiet. She pushed away from the desk and pulled her coat from the back of the chair. Peering out the window into the dark night, she noticed frost dusted the glass. Disgusted with her whole day, and the unusually cold winter, Stacy changed her mind and tossed her coat down.

When had Florida’s winters ever been like this before? This cold was setting record lows for the Gulf Coast and the weather around the country was even worse. Some argued the world was moving into a new Ice Age. Something told her they might be right.

Family legend said it had happened before.

Working on the bank’s proposal wasn’t enough to distract her from her worry. Stacy gave up trying to get any work done tonight. She needed something to take her mind off Aaron, the weather, and especially the family legend.

Peering out the office door into the center’s main hallway, she could see a member of the staff attempting to straighten a new portrait of the mayor. Off in the distance, the guard’s footsteps echoed through the halls. The squeak of a door drew her attention away from him, and she spied her assistants, Hannah and Melody, carrying an empty pedestal toward the storeroom.

“How’s it look, girls?”

“We just locked the front doors, but there are still a couple of students milling around the courtyard, slurping up coffee,” Hannah said.

Stacy checked her watch. Six o’clock already? “Good. Anything else?”

“Nope,” Melody said. “That’s about it.”

Stacy nodded then strode into the main gallery, past statues of a few founding fathers, paintings of historical incidents, and cabinets displaying the city charters and noteworthy proclamations. Slipping through a door at the far end of the room, she entered the courtyard.

Despite the chill air, Stacy spied a few tattooed men and women gathered around a small table, discussing a class while nursing cups of coffee. One woman sitting with them had silvery gray eyes that shone like beacons. Hard to miss.

Stacy stared at her a moment longer, trying to figure out the nature of the color. Putting the woman’s eye color down to a set of extremely cool contacts, she smiled and gave the woman a jaunty salute then reached out for the empty glasses lining the next abandoned table. 

Uncomfortable, Stacy strode to the far side of the courtyard to escape the woman’s scrutiny. Something told her to look back.

The woman with the startling eyes stood right behind her, glaring. Her eyes glowed like quicksilver.

Creepy!

Miss Silver Eyes smelled of patchouli, musk, and some other strange scent Stacy couldn’t identify.

She leaned close to Stacy’s ear, and her voice sounded raspy when she spoke, “We will have this ground. This harshad time, Stacy Macken, the ground is ours, and they will never dance again.”

Harshad? How did she know about harshads? Had the long-awaited war truly come, then?

Stacy stared as impossibly long incisors slid down from the woman’s gums like snake fangs. Miss Silver Eyes clamped a hand around her upper arm. The woman’s steely gaze, the ruby and alligator’s tooth earring glittering in her right earlobe, and the dark threat mesmerized Stacy.

“You won’t if I have anything to say about it.” A cool male voice brought the silver-eyed woman up short and the fog lifted from Stacy’s mind.

Aaron Fielding stood before her dressed in casual jeans and a gray, cable knit sweater. He seemed right at home here among the students, and yet somehow he also stood apart.

The air shifted. Stacy could have sworn his leather coat, for just an instant, took on the shape of a golden eagle’s wings.

A high-pitched whine scraped from the silver-eyed woman’s throat. Taking Aaron in, she cocked her head. A bemused smile spread across her face, as if at some private joke.

Aaron retrieved an item from his coat. At first, Stacy thought the object might be a baton. A hint of blue light flickered between his fingers, barely there; almost hidden by the glare of the courtyard lights. Then the object changed shape and substance, wood to steel. The innocuous baton became a sword.

“Now, wait!” Stacy jumped to her feet and caught the baton before it bashed the woman’s face in.

Aaron grasped Stacy’s upraised hand and thrust her behind him. “For your own good, don’t interfere.”

Miss Silver Eyes screamed. Steel glinted from her fists as she rushed headlong at Aaron.

He raised the weapon while muttering something in a foreign language.

An explosion of light split the air. A blue starburst flashed at the edges of Stacy’s vision. Cringing and blinking in the brightness, she saw that the woman, hands outstretched, had gone utterly still.

Stacy frowned as she studied the woman, wondering what happened.

Aaron turned back to the silver-eyed woman, grasped her arm, and whispered in her ear. Her feet began to move, one step, then another, as a zombie might—unseeing and stiff in posture. Aaron kept a hand on her back, leading her to the entrance. He opened the gate and shoved her through, then slammed it shut with an Irish curse. He proceeded to mutter something, tracing a finger along the gate’s edge.

His words reminded Stacy of something out of Chaucer. Azure light danced around the gate’s perimeter.

Aaron turned to face her. “This should never have happened,” he said.  “Forgive me, Stacy.”

Surprised to see his medallion glowing with a soft reddish-golden light and his eyes an unearthly shade of green, Stacy gasped.

Aaron shook his head. “We were lax in our vigilance, and this intrusion never should’ve been allowed.”

His gaze came back to hers. The glow in his eyes was gone. Had she hallucinated?

“I give you my solemn vow that I’ll do everything in my power to see it doesn’t happen again.”

Shaking, she recalled the fables she’d heard all her life about women and fated love with mystery men. Was the tale just the stuff of silly bedtime stories? Was Aaron merely defending her from an attacker as any gentleman might? Or did his purpose spring from something other than chivalry?

Taking her hands, he tried to soothe her. “These grounds have been violated,” he said. His expression melted into a solemn frown. “And we’ve work to do to restore the safeguards. If you’ll come with me, we can get down to the business of ensuring that.”

Safeguards? Stacy couldn’t believe her ears. Work to restore the safeguards? 

Oh, God. Oh, God! Why now? Would that her whole life could’ve passed without having to hear those words.

Yet, she knew what he said was true, and reached out to him. Stacy’s breath caught in her throat as he raised her hands to his biceps. His expression held a combination of intensity and passion. Her heart raced.

His voice, a mixture of seduction and gravel, rumbled through her. “Hold on tight. I don’t want to lose you along the way.”

The lights at the corners of the courtyard flared. Digging her nails into Aaron’s arms, Stacy squinted. They glided upward, and she looked down, disbelieving what she saw. They floated above the floor as if they’d become no more than a puff of smoke.

The puff thinned, stretched out in the light, blinding her as it blended along the spectrum. A thin whining sound screamed in her ear. She shot along its frequency, until she felt she was one with the universal energy pulsing through her, until all she saw turned to white darkness that seemed to go on forever.
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Given the way Stacy reacted back in the history center’s courtyard, Aaron doubted she would’ve willingly climbed into his car. She’d been so frightened and wary—with good reason. Harbingers were methodical killers—dumber than dirt but highly efficient.

Landing just inside her bedroom door, he scanned the room. Seeking signs of intruders here too and finding none, he set Stacy gently in her bed. He pulled the shades shut to keep the morning’s sun from creeping in. When she shifted in the bed, tugging the thick blue blanket over her chest, he swept a lock of hair from her forehead.

Bright Lord, she’s pretty.

The Tuatha dé Danaan hadn’t had to worry about such a special woman in five hundred years. Now that he had the honor of helping this generation’s Macken daughter, he worried about being up to the task. He feared he’d forgotten something, or might, and put her in greater danger. Despite all the years and all the battles behind him, he was unsure of his ability to handle what was to come.

First explanations first. She would wonder how she got home. How the devil would he explain that to her? “Well, Stacy, you see,” he could hear himself saying, “we’ve had a long time to develop things and ideas you’d only call—” No. That wouldn’t do.

He growled in frustration as he shut the door behind him.

She wouldn’t have been safe on her own, tonight, maybe not ever again. If he were lucky, he might have the time to give her the explanation she would undoubtedly demand. If he weren’t... He didn’t want to think about what would happen if he and his allies ultimately lost the war. They couldn’t allow that evil bastard, Balor, to win. Not again.

He stepped into her living room, pausing at her bookcase. He recognized some of the titles, Warrior Women in Pop Culture and its companion, Druids through History, Pop Culture and Media. The History of the Mabinogion. Well-known titles by an expert in the field of Celtic mythological and historical research.

Aaron smiled appreciatively. Maybe this wouldn’t be so hard. Maybe she would understand the story he had to tell. Yet, the Harbinger had frightened her. He snorted remembering his reaction the first time he saw one.

The kitchen light popped on as he passed through the door. He took a few more tentative steps into the room. A small green light embedded in the light switch cover blinked. The inside light had a motion detector.

What will they think of next?

He focused on the bulb above. Seeking the light’s source, he grasped a hold of its insubstantial currents, slipped out of her apartment, and sped along the city night’s low frequencies until he homed in on his destination.

The Harbinger still waited, riveted to the spot where Aaron had left it in the history center’s parking lot. It snarled and hissed as he circled at a safe distance—its human teeth gone, replaced by gleaming, razor-like fangs. Bits of clothing lie in tatters on the pavement and the monster’s former lithe, dusky-skinned body was now covered in pond-scum green scales. Evil, silver eyes glowed as it spoke, “Where’s your little plaything, warrior? She spread her legs for you yet?”

The muscles in Aaron’s jaw tightened and he clenched his fists. The question didn’t warrant an answer, at least not one that didn’t require his blade buried in the fleshy part of her throat. Aaron tamped down his anger and refused to respond. Because he needed answers, he restrained his natural instinct to kill the beast.

He circled once before he withdrew his harshad from his coat. As it slid forth, it took on the shape of a chain with a thick, black metal manacle hanging from the end. A flick of his wrist sent it around the protesting beast’s neck where it locked tight. The beast stilled for a moment, then turned its attention on the chain, hissing and gnashing its teeth at the links. All to no avail. The chain bound it tightly. Aaron’s annoyance quirked his lips in a rueful twist. How sad that after all these millennia they still fought, battling for mankind’s continued existence.

“Do you really think I’d answer your questions, Harbinger?”

Ropes of saliva dripped from its fangs and sizzled like acid as it hit the asphalt below its talon-tipped paws. Smoke wafted up from the welts left in the pavement and Aaron stepped back. He wound the end of the chain around his fist, and with a tug, disappeared into the green beam of the halogen streetlights.

The radiance spread out, coalesced.

The Harbinger’s beastly snarls and screams drowned out the usual hum. Aaron ignored his prisoner’s unholy racket, focusing on the changing frequency of light, the fluctuating wavelengths of incandescent and fluorescent, seeking the natural mixture of sun and moon that marked his destination. He grasped onto starlight as the city lights waned along the dirt road.

Meandering back from civilization, a driver would’ve taken several minutes to find the sprawling property. For Aaron, mere seconds elapsed before he reached the entrance. A long iron fence barred visitors from wandering onto the property uninvited. A blue, glowing starburst emblem stood sentry in the gate’s overhead lintel. Aaron dropped to the ground before the gate. His prisoner tried to skitter away, but halted when the starburst’s analytical blue glow turned in its direction.

Aaron spoke. “Pulvis et umbra sumus.” We are dust and shadow.

His words, coupled with the timbre of his voice—and many other things he didn’t fully understand—triggered Lord Goibniu’s ingenious mechanism. The starburst’s glow shifted to pale green. Aaron stood back, wound the chain around one hand, and waited. The locks turned, tumblers rumbling loudly, and the gates pulled back with a soft screech of metal. As soon as he wrestled the Harbinger safely through, he hit a keypad inside the gate and it slid shut.

He spotted the stables, a running paddock. He could hear the horses whickering from their stalls. One light shined from the northern peak of the stable roof, and one from the two-story house in the center of the property. After a long walk down the drive, he approached the house, noting six more cars parked in front. He led the beast up to the porch.

Inside the house, more locks turned. The door’s worn brass handle rotated. The beast beside him made a dash at the door, jerking Aaron out of his stance. Cursing, he dug his heels in and gave a hard yank to its chain. Those behind the door hesitated.

“All’s well, Cyreth,” Aaron called out. “The bloody beast has remembered its manners.”

After a brief second, the door opened slowly.

A woman seemingly in her late-sixties, her age revealed by the lines on her face and the light sprinkling of gray in her red curls, peered out at him through thin-rimmed glasses. Narrowing her eyes, she scrutinized the animal he held at bay. She flicked her head to the right.

“I’ll unlock the back door.”

Aaron nodded and rounded the side of the house. As he approached the rear porch, a flare of green light sprang up from the ground. He paused and when the light dissipated, he stepped over the watermark it left in the dust. His beastlike companion growled and snapped its jaws. Aaron gave the chain a sharp tug and took the porch steps two at a time.

The back door opened and the beast dashed for it, dragging him along behind. Cursing, Aaron regained his footing and gave another hard yank. This time the creature yelped, and went still.

The old druid woman stepped onto the porch and crossed her tattooed arms as she surveyed the pair. A tired sigh escaped her lips. “Where did you find it?”

“Remember the Bitter Thorn Grove History Center we discussed?”

Her auburn brow went up. “You found her there?”

“Unfortunately.” He nodded. “It got there first and had a chokehold on Miss Macken by the time I caught up with them.”

Cyreth sighed in disgust, took the snarling beast’s chain, and herded it inside and to a door near the kitchen. Ignoring the sounds of eating, cooking, and conversing, Aaron opened the door for her, allowing Cyreth to wrestle the beast through it into the darkness.

He followed the druid down the long hall. Halfway through, another glowing green seal blocked their path.

Cyreth spoke a phrase in Gaelic and the seal parted revealing a room lit in fluorescent lights. Around the perimeter of the room ran a console whose screens showed grids featuring various scientific readings. Star charts, weather maps, seabed information, and maps decorated with peaks, dots, and lines of hot pink, yellow, and blue charting the frequency of seismic activity filled the displays. Several people worked at the brass-keyed keyboards and as he passed, Aaron greeted a few.

At the far side of the room, a cylinder of glass rose up to the ceiling, and it was to this that Cyreth led the snarling beast. As she laid her delicate hand to the glass, lines of golden light began shooting up and down the cylinder. The tube cracked. The broken sheet peeled back, and Cyreth coaxed the monster inside. As soon as the ridged tail passed through, she snapped the lead. The chain unlocked from the beast’s neck and coiled up in her palm where it resumed its former shape. Satisfied, she handed the weapon over to Aaron. He slid it back into his coat and crossed his arms, glaring at the Harbinger.

The monster turned and jumped for the entrance as the glass sheet slammed back into place. The glass smacked it in the nose and the monster yelped.

“Speak, you bloody thing!” Aaron snapped at it.

The beast stretched its forelegs up the glass and seemed to writhe in agony, finally transforming into the dark-haired woman.

Cyreth stepped up to the cylinder and tapped the glass. “Now, do behave. If you’re courteous to me, Wicked One, I promise I shall remain courteous to you.”

In answer, the beast snarled.

Aaron gave a silent prayer for patience and pulled his harshad halfway out of his coat, reminding the beast that he could make it suffer.

“You’ve lost this round, Wicked One. I’d listen to her, if I were you.”

The beast’s dark eyes went round with sorrow. “Let me go, old lady,” it begged in a sad, lilting voice.

Cyreth and Aaron looked at each other. Aaron crossed his arms and stared at the beast, not fooled in the slightest. If the beast lamented anything it was being caught, Aaron was sure.

“Maybe I shall, if you cooperate,” Cyreth said. She paused, studying the caged brute. “Why did you visit the history center?”

“Where?”

Aaron tsked. “You know where. Answer the question.”

“For whatever reason you brought me here, I assure you you’re mistaken.”

“Then answer the question.” Cyreth began a slow circuit of the cylinder, and Aaron could only imagine what she saw with her ancient, Druid-trained eyes. Evil, pure and simple, dripped from every pore of the vile monster’s being. Though he could see the evil in its eyes and aura, Cyreth had learned to see deeply into a being’s soul. He hoped one day to have that same gift. “What were you there for, Wicked One?”

“They have a wonderful little café attached to the place. Their food is to die for. Would you like a taste?”

The beast’s pointed tongue flicked out, glistening red and slimy as she licked the cylinder. At the touch of her saliva, the glass smoked as if dashed with acid. Aaron shifted his grip on his harshad and flung it at the tube. The blade curled out, solidified into a thin rod terminating in a sharp point. The point pierced through the wall without disturbing the glass and landed against the beast’s throat. A slight push and a lone trickle of blood streaked its skin.

“Step back, Wicked One, or I’ll take more than that!”

The caged beast snarled and hissed, screamed in three different tongues, ancient and modern, yet it refused to answer their questions.

Aaron sighed. It promised to be a long night.
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“We will have this ground. This time, it is ours. And they will never dance again. You, Stacy Macken, will give us what we seek.”

“My foot! I’ll tell you what I’m gonna give you: A knuckle sandwich, that’s what!”

That’s right. That’s what you get! Stacy’s cheek twitched in her sleep. That’s what you should’ve said. Go back. The dream rewound.

“This time, it is ours. And they will never dance again. You, Stacy Macken, will give us what we seek.”

“Bullshit. You’ll get this property, fist first.”

That’s it. Deck her, Stac!

As Stacy downed her first coffee of the day, showered, and checked the cable news stations for the morning traffic, she couldn’t piece together much more of the dream than a wish to protect her land... and something about a party and handsome man. Something about a war.

War indeed. When would her warrior arrive? Her family thought it had happened before. And to find such a man as her ancestresses had—heroes and valiant men, to hear the tales. Now that would be nice. Maybe someone like Aaron. She willed the thought away. She barely knew him!

She frowned at the television. Why did she black out last night? Fine time to pull a Shrinking Violet act. She should’ve kissed Aaron while she had a chance. What a fool I am!

By the time she reached the Bitter Thorn Grove History Center, she was deeply annoyed, and scolded herself. Can’t even score in my dreams.

The number Aaron left with her seemed to burn a hole right through her leather bound agenda. Every time she looked at the agenda, she felt his number staring back at her. Her mother would never believe a real live knight had saved her. Who would’ve thought such men still existed? The whole evening seemed surreal, and as she booted up her office computer, she wondered what she’d been drinking. If Janeus and Miller’s lawyers called on her now, she thought there’d be no hope of keeping the history center. They’d petition the courts and take it away on the grounds she’d gone crazy.

Her assistant Erika popped through the office door. “Good night last night? I didn’t see you leave.”

Stacy blinked. Hadn’t she locked up with her last night?

Erika tossed her sunglasses into her purse, pulled her coat off, and peered into a picture hanging on the wall to check her makeup. “Who’d you go home with?” Her eyes shifted to Stacy’s. “Did Jim or Harlin drive you?”

Harlin was a twenty-year-old college student they employed in the attached café. The young man always seemed to follow her around like a lovesick puppy. To poor Harlin’s consternation, Stacy didn’t go for them so young. She wished she had a younger sister to introduce the poor guy to.

She snorted incredulously. “Of course not. I drove myself home?” She couldn’t hide the question in her voice.

“Drove what? You took the bus to the meeting at the bank yesterday.”

She’d forgotten about that. How did I get home? Stacy pinched her eyes shut trying to remember. The question made her shudder. A memory of something with claws and sharp teeth flashed across her mind. “Mick gave me a ride home,” she assured her friend.

The look Erika gave her said she didn’t believe a word. Stacy thought she might ask the helpful security guard herself, just to be sure. Fortunately, there was no time for further discussion. Her events assistant, Jim, ducked in the office door. “You have a visitor.” 

When she saw who stood near the light sculpture on the southwest side of the main gallery, she had the urge to pinch herself. Aaron Fielding had returned. Good. Maybe she could drag him into the office, lock the door, and finish where her dream kept leaving off.

She shook her head. No, no. Bad businesswoman. Don’t seduce the patrons.

Why not? screamed another little voice in her head.

She cleared her throat and assumed a casual stance as she greeted him. “Did you have fun last night?”

His light red brow quirked. “Yes, definitely. But it seems I left something behind. Have you seen a—” He held up his hand, thumb and forefingers drawn together an inch or so apart. “A small plastic alligator head? I had it on my keychain yesterday, I’d swear. Yet, when I got home, gone.”

“Did you check with your office?”

“I did, but my janitor said he hasn’t found it.”

His janitor?

“So I thought it might be here.”

“Hang on.” She turned to the office hallway and noticed he followed her. Shrugging off the question of why he thought it was here, she led him inside where she pulled a cardboard box from a closet, setting it on her desk.

“If anyone found it, it’ll be in there.”

He tugged the box close, searching through the contents as she returned to his side.

“Oh, by the way, an interesting thing happened here last night,” she said in a hushed voice. “I don’t remember much of it, but it triggered an intriguing dream.”

“This is something I’d be interested in?”

“I think you might.” Her gaze remained steady, seeking any signs he knew she’d caught him. “You took center stage in it.”

“I did?” There was no question in his eyes. Nothing. His statement was simply a question to urge her to continue. If she saw anything there it was a flash of interest. The way his gaze traveled across her face reminded her of the look he’d given her last night. The one she couldn’t stop thinking about. The one that set her heart racing. Mischief glinted in his eye, and pushed her blood pressure up.

She nodded, and let out her breath. 

“I hope it was a good dream,” he said, his voice tinged with that interest she did and didn’t know how to justify.

Tamping down her growing need for this man, she bit her lip. Hard. Could she claim a headache and rush home for a cold shower?

More pressing thoughts crowded their way in though.

“It was a strange dream, to be sure. I had a freaky encounter with this incredibly strange woman, right here in our courtyard.” She waved a hand in the direction in question. “And you nearly beheaded her.”

“Did I?” He pondered the lost and found box absently. “That is some dream. I’m glad to see I made an impression.”

She frowned. “That wasn’t the dream.”

He set the box aside, folding his hands and giving her his full attention. “Wasn’t it?”

“No, the dream consisted of you whisking me away on some wild trip through the lights in the parking lot. I can’t account for what happened between then and when I woke up early this morning.”

He said nothing and she frowned.

“I’m not stupid, Aaron. I remember what went on last evening.”

He still said nothing.

She smoothed her hand over the angel pin tacked to her collar. “I’m sorry. I’ve been a little distracted lately. The blasted bank has us in foreclosure and they won’t renegotiate.” She waved a hand as if batting the problem away. “I shouldn’t rattle on at you like this. I’m sorry to trouble you.”

His eyes twinkled and Stacy gulped. “It’s no trouble,” he said. If possible, his voice got even deeper with an edge of desire to it that curled her toes. “I must say you’re pretty enough to be forgiven just about anything.”

No trouble? Her brain, and her honor, headed south every second he stood across from her. If they lived in the sixteenth century, she’d consider begging her father to make a marriage contract with Aaron Fielding.

“Wish I could help with your troubles.”

“You could if you know someone who’d fund us for the next year,” she said. Would he know what she asked with her next question? She crossed her fingers behind her back. “Or a harshad’s worth of years.”
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January 23rd

Aaron’s breath caught in his throat when she spoke the request. Harshad? So the woman knew about harshads. Now, we’re getting somewhere!

He could’ve smacked himself. He had offered his help without imagining the consequences. Take it easy, he told himself. He could do this. He tapped his fingers together, pointedly not looking at her but taking in the cramped office.

Her desk stood in one corner near a back door. The computer waited for her input. To its left a phone sat within easy reach of anyone resting in the functional desk chair. To the left side of the office were two cream-colored filing cabinets. Above that, a map of Bitter Thorn Grove. The map’s style seemed circa early 1900s.

He turned his attention to her and said, “I might.”

Her back grew rigid and she stilled. Her hand poised gracefully against the desk. Her pose reminded him of an alert shepherdess—her sleek lines, and the graceful reach of her arm set out in fine relief. He wasn’t exactly truthful when he’d called Stacy pretty, and gorgeous didn’t even begin to cover it. She leaned forward a little. Her mint green sweater bunched, showing off her fine cleavage, a little patch he’d like to run his fingers over.

The breath rushed out of him. Don’t go there. For she was more than a pretty woman to dally with. Much more. He’d be damned if he said he didn’t want to entertain those fantasies. How long would she hold out against the effects of their obvious attraction to one another? He’d already been slain. He had to bite his tongue, remembering he couldn’t hide her away, keep her to himself, as he longed to do, until this was over. Not unless she realized the nature of what she felt.

Unfortunately, whether she fell for him or not, there was no hiding her from the coming battle.

“You know,” she said.

Her gaze shifted to his hand and to his face. Nervous. Aaron found the hesitation curious. “Everything okay?”

She nodded. “I wondered—” She gulped. “We never talked about how you—”

Something stuck in her throat and wouldn’t come out. Aaron folded his hands in his lap and waited. “How I what? Afforded that tip?”

“No. What are you?”

His eyes went a little wide in surprise. “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean. You’re a warrior.”

“In a way.” He tried not to squirm under her scrutiny and blurt out, “Yes I am, and guess what kind? A harshad warrior.” Instead he said, “I guess you could call a martial arts instructor a warrior.”

She grumbled something under her breath and turned her attention to his ring. “So, that’s what your ring means?”

She was quite edgy about something, judging by how rigid she’d gotten all of a sudden. He wiggled his finger. “This ole thing?”

“Yeah. It
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