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			Chapter 1

			Connor knew that it would take Aisling a few weeks to get there. She was moving slowly across the United States. The pull was there for her to pay homage to the new king, but, like he would more than likely do if he didn’t know Devon was a great king, she was dragging her feet. Which, Connor thought, was a good thing. Things needed to be in place for her before she arrived. 

			As yet he didn’t know what was going to happen when she got there. Nothing about her seemed to be out there for him to touch on, not even whether she was a nice person or bad. But being a dragon, he thought it was his duty to make sure that she was all right on her way there.

			Nothing terrible was going to happen with the dragon. She was—and this was all he knew about her—a dragon who had been hurt long ago. She’d been in a healing sleep for centuries, much too many for her to just be thrown into the modern world that they had now. He could almost feel sorry for her. 

			Dak, Aisling’s faerie companion, joined him in the house just as the men that were working on it left for the day. After explaining what was going on, they sat at the farmhouse table and Connor asked him a few questions. Dak, like most faeries, usually got things mixed up in his mind, and it rarely made sense when he was nervous. And Dak was very nervous.

			“I have done as you asked.” Connor asked him what had put him in a tizzy. “Sir. I am not in a tizzy. But I am nervous that we are going to be caught using a magical credit card that no one is getting paid from.”

			“Ah. Well, the one I gave you is attached to my account. They’re getting paid, Dak. I promise you.” The little creature looked so relieved that Connor nearly laughed at him. “Did you get an apartment for the two of you? If she comes here, she’ll be expected to stay. Not having to deal with the selling of a house would be better for everyone all the way around.”

			“We have one. It’s much too big, I think, but she is happy. I don’t understand this, sir. Why not have her just come here now to protect her? She is a good dragon. I mean, she’s had trouble before, but she was younger then.” Connor said that he knew that about her too. But things were not ready for her. “You keep telling me that. I don’t understand.”

			“I don’t either, to be honest, Dak. But I know that there are pieces to her life that have to be finished before she can come here. Why? I’m not sure yet. I can only see a little of her future. No more than a few weeks in advance. She must come here when the snow is on the ground to stay.” Dak said that might still be a month away. “I know. And again, I don’t know why. Sometimes I do, most of the time I don’t. But I do what my dreams tell me, and in this, she’s not to come here until the snow is on the ground for a while.”

			“I’ll slow her down a bit, sire. But she’s worried a bit about the king. What should I tell her about that?” Connor told him to tell Aisling that the king was a new father and was not in office. “Aye, I like that one. Yes, I’ll tell her that. She already felt the newborn being brought into the world.”

			“Yes. He’s the king’s firstborn, so he’ll be too focused on that to worry about her right now. Just tell her that you’ve seen the activity around the place, and know it to be true.” Dak said that he could do that. “Remember, Dak, there are beings out there that would wish to kill her. Keep her safe. And if she is in trouble that she cannot get out of, or if you can’t help her, you call to me and I’ll be there.”

			“I know that. But she’s very careful, so you know. I don’t think she wants to be caught unawares either.” Connor told him to be careful too. “Oh, I am. I been scouting around the towns that we’re in and eating up a storm, I tell you. I surely hope we don’t take all that you have, sire. I’d surely hate if that happened.”

			“You don’t worry about me, Dak. I have all I need and more. You just keep her well fed, and do what you’ve been doing about other places to eat. That’s the best way to keep people from recognizing her.” Dak told him how she’d taken a liking to pasta with chicken. “That’s good. I like it very much as well.”

			“You told me before; she’s not your mate. Are you sure?” Connor told him that he was positive. “There are a lot of dragons around. Is she by chance one of theirs? That would surely save her. Being a white dragon, she could be claimed by a dragon that isn’t her mate. Are you by chance looking to claim her?”

			“No. I’m sorry, Dak, but I am not. I have one out there. I just have to wait. As for her being one of the others’ mates, I don’t know that yet. I wish I could tell you that, but I just don’t know.” Dak said that was fine. His face was so disappointed looking that Connor nearly laughed at him once again. “You just keep watching over her, Dak, and we’ll know for sure when the time is right.”

			After the little man flew away, having found the answers to a few things that were bothering him, Connor went back to work. The house was completed, inside and out, but he loved to tinker around with the garden he was planning for the spring. As well as looking online for the perfect comforter and curtains for a few of the bedrooms. 

			The faeries had done a great job on helping him with the house. They’d put it together the way it would have looked back when the original house was built. But since he wasn’t a huge fan of curtains in the first place, he’d not had any certain look in mind. It had taken Devon’s mate, Kelly, to explain to him that anyone staying in the rooms might not be as free with their nudeness as he was. 

			Connor had a laugh about that every time he thought about it. Being caught one time swimming in the nude as a man when she’d come to visit had gotten him labeled as a man who went around naked all the time.

			Devon came into his home about an hour after Connor had placed an order. The Internet had been the biggest change in how they did things. It was wonderful to order just about anything you wanted under the sun, and have it delivered to you the very next day. Sometimes it would take more than one day, but it was great to have it quickly. 

			“Do you know this woman that is staying with us?” Connor said that he only knew her name, nothing more. “She’s a liar. And we’re pretty sure that she killed Davidson, Grandma’s friend.”

			“What’s his name? Full, if you have it?” Devon looked confused, then smiled. “Yes, I can send someone to look, as you well know.”

			“I forgot. Honestly, when I came over here it was just to bitch about her. Now that I remember you talk to ghosts, perhaps you can figure this out for me.” 

			After hearing Davidson’s full name, Connor called for Newt. Newt was the oldest of the ghosts. He’d been there since the house was nothing more than a few timbers leaning together to form a wall. He’d been beaten to death one day when his master’s wife had gotten mud on the heel of her boot. It hadn’t been Newt’s fault, but as he’d been the closest to the man and his wife, he’d been the fall guy. Newt had been all of nine years old at the time.

			“I need for you to go to the ghost world and see if you can find me a man by the name of Richard Marion Davidson. He’s a warlock, and the grand lady at the king’s house is his friend.” Newt asked if he could have a go at the book again. “Yes, we’ll work on that tonight. I want you to read as much as you want to, Newt. Find out what you can about the man. Even if he’s not dead, if someone knows anything about him.”

			Newt simply disappeared, and Connor turned to talk to Devon again. The smile on his face made Connor a little nervous. Then the woman upstairs, April, started wailing again. As Connor stood up, so did Devon.

			“You can hear her, of course, but you have no idea what it’s like for those of us that live here with her all the time. She is screaming and telling anyone that will listen that she’s been done wrong. While I’m not certain what her crime was that had her ending up dead, she’s surely pissed off about it.” Devon asked what had happened to her. “Best I can tell? Burnt, then beaten. Duncan, the man that lived here for a while, said that she was caught doing something while watching her master’s children. The missus back then, she burnt April to show him that she’d fallen asleep while caring for the children. Which I don’t think is the entire story. I have yet to be able to get anything from her other than that she’s been done wrong.”

			“You made it so that anyone that comes here can see the people living here with you, didn’t you?” Connor said he thought that was easier than having to explain to people why he was talking to himself. “Yes, I can see that. Why don’t you let me try? I mean, it couldn’t hurt, could it?”

			“No. Go right ahead. I’m done dealing with her, and about ready to send her on her way.” Devon was the only one of his friends that knew he could do that. Sending ghosts on their way was something that he’d learned before he realized that he could use them if necessary. Or, like in this case, figure out why they’d not gone on when their time here was up. “Just be careful with her. She’s angry. And angry ghost have the power to shove things when they’re really pissed off.”

			“All right.” 

			When Devon paused outside the door where she’d been staying, Connor thought that he was bothered by her screams. But all he did was straighten himself up a little more. Then he yanked the door open so hard it was pulled from the frame. Connor stood back and let him have his way with the young dead woman. 

			“What the hell is wrong with you? You’ll stop that caterwauling right now and answer me.”

			Caterwauling? Connor had to step back more from the door opening. His laughter would not help the situation one bit. But he was going to tease the big king by asking him who the hell he’d been hanging out with.

			~*~

			Devon was surprised when the noise simply cut off. Not only did the silence around them sound loud in the otherwise empty room, but the woman came out of the wall like she’d been hiding from him. When she came closer, he could understand why.

			“You’ve been burnt.” She bowed her head, and brought what was left of her hair to cover the entire left side of her face. “Don’t do that. I wasn’t meaning to harm you with my words, but to see the destruction on one so pretty.”

			“They called me a liar and then burned me.” Devon just glanced at Connor, but didn’t point out that he was there. “I didn’t fall asleep and let the candle burn me. I was awake when the mistress came in to check on me.”

			“Did she usually check up on you at night?” April told him that she and the master had been out, and April had been surprised by the late visit. “Tell me what happened that would cause your face to be burnt so badly. And you must know that the man here, the owner of this home, could have helped you in any way had you simply asked him to do so.”

			“I am ashamed of myself. I might well have asked him, but he is a big man, like you. But so was my master.” Devon asked her what else had kept her hidden away. “My master, his name was Connor as well.”

			“I see.” Devon could understand that. He lumped all teas, hot or cold, as nasty, simply because he didn’t care for the drink. But Kelly had shown him just recently that not all teas were the same. “Connor, Lord Connor James, Prince to the Castle Hillcrest, Dragon of Hillcrest Castle, would never harm anyone without just cause.” 

			Devon pulled Connor forward and moved around the opening to show her who he was. Not that she would have missed him each time he came up to scream at her to stop what she was doing. Bowing to her, Connor stood up. It was then that Devon noticed her body movements. She was terrified of them both.

			“Neither of us wants to harm you, April. But you aren’t making things easy on us when you scream and wail about your unjust treatment all the time. I have been up here several dozen times. Had you only spoken to me, perhaps I could have gotten you the answers that you wish.” She told Devon that she wanted her life back. “You know as well as I do that you’re never going to have that. And making yourself a pain in the ass about it will not allow you to live here with the rest of the household. Tell us what happened, and we can figure it out to give you some peace.”

			“I know what happened.” He didn’t comment on her shouting at them, but she seemed to understand that she was screeching at them. “The lady came in and found me reading a book. I was told that I could do as I wished so long as the child was well taken care of. He had only just had his nappy changed when she found me with a candle burning, and the book.”

			“Where did the book come from?” Devon didn’t know what good knowing that would do, but Connor explained it to both him and April. “Perhaps she was upset that you’d taken a book from the master’s library? Or that you’d stolen the book?”

			“I never stole anything. The book was my grandma’s. She’s the one that taught me to read and write. No, sir. She was mad because I could read. When she snatched the book from me, she told me not to try and be better than I was. It would get me tossed out if I did that. I told her that I could read well, and that I could do some numbers too when I had the time to figure them out. No, she didn’t like me being able to read.”

			Devon was aware that this had happened a great many times over the centuries. His own sire had done the same thing when it came to his darkies, as he called them. Educating them, his sire would say, was the same as giving them a gun to kill you with. Devon had never been that sort of person. April was light skinned, he knew, but she’d still have trouble from the master if she could read.

			“What happened that night?” April looked at them both, but looked at Connor when he spoke the second time. “We’re not here to harm you, April. But we can certainly fix some parts of what might have happened to you. Not giving you your life back, however.”

			“I miss my family. I miss my husband and my own children. They didn’t even bury me when the master had the foreman kill me. They wrapped me in an old sheet with more holes in it than not, and tossed me to the river. All I ever wanted was to work in the big house and have me some money for my kids. I didn’t even take any of their old things when I was told to toss them out. Never once.” Devon said that he was sorry. “Me too. I couldn’t see them anymore, because once I was killed off, they sent my family packing. I can’t see them anymore.”

			“I can maybe find them for you.” They both turned to look at Newt. “You just tell me their names, and I can do what I can to find them for you. And if you ask Master Connor nice, and no more making him mad at you, maybe he’ll let you go to them too.” 

			Hope. He could see it in her eyes and on her face. Hope was such a fragile thing, and this girl, this young woman, was placing all of hers on the word of a little boy who looked like he’d been nothing more than a servant at the house in a different time than April had been.

			“I’ll do that for you, but you must be more a part of this house than you have been. As Newt said, no more waking the household when you’ve a mind to be depressed about your lot in life.” She said that she would behave. “Even if he can’t find anyone for you, you’ll have to abide by what he tells you. He’s good at what he does, April. So if you don’t care for his answer and revert to what you’ve been doing to all of us, then I will send you along. With or without him finding your family.”

			“I promise.” 

			Newt took their names, but didn’t leave right away. Devon had almost forgotten that he’d been doing him a favor first. Connor told him that he’d talk to him in the living room. After telling April that she could stay wherever she wished, the three of them went back to the living room. The fire there was warm after spending time with the ghosts. Their bodies were like ice to be around, and their breath was often chilling too.

			“Mr. Davidson ain’t anywhere around that I can see him. Ain’t nobody seen him around either. If’n he was dead, someone would have seen the warlock, sir.” Devon asked him if he’d found his house. “I did. Right where you said it was. There was a scuffle there. Lots of broken stuff. Looked like someone was a looking for something too. The books are all over the floor and most of the drawers—the dresser kind, not the pants kind—was all pulled out.” 

			“Thank you, Newt. You have taken a great deal of worry from me.” Newt didn’t leave like he thought he would, but looked at Connor. “Is there something else?”

			“Yes, sir. There be a bit more. There was a woman of the female kind that was bleeding there. I can tell that. She’s got her some magic too, but not like the man does. Somebody’s been in the house since then too.” Connor asked Newt if he’d seen the man there. “No, I didn’t, but he’s been there. And just today, if my smeller ain’t broke. But he’s powerful hurt, he is. I can smell that on him too.”

			“But he’s not in the house. Do you think he’s close?” Newt said that he had a living friend that he could find to see that part. “You do that. And this living friend of yours—you contact him or her, and let me know what they want in exchange for doing this for me.” 

			“I don’t know rightly if she’ll do much of anything, sir. She’s a bit on the stubborn side. And old to boot. My daddy would have called her a mule, but I don’t say such things like that to her. Roxanna, she’s a bit touchy about being called that.” Devon asked him who had started calling her that. “I think she told me once that the dummy wasn’t around to do it again, and that’s all I need to remember. I do. Every time I see her having a fit about something or somebody, I come back at a different time. She’s nasty mean.”

			Asking him to please ask her was about all that Devon could do. He was holding onto his laughter as hard as he could at the expression on the face of Newt. This elderly woman was someone that he might like to meet. But only on her good day.

			After Newt left again to look for the family of April and to talk to his friend, Devon invited Connor to his home for dinner. The guy was too much of a recluse lately. Of course, he was just getting his house set up.

			“Nah. I think I’ll stay here tonight. The house is quiet for the first time since I moved in, and I think I might enjoy that for a while.” Devon laughed. “How’s Kelly? I meant to ask you that earlier.”

			“She’s wonderful.” Devon could feel his face warming. Just thinking about his wife made him feel all kinds of silly. Like a schoolboy’s first crush. “She’s taking the entire thing of waiting on the egg to open like she’s done it a million times. Jackson sent over a couple of the babies so she could watch the baby dragons interact. With the one that we kept and the other newborn, she’s learning a great deal. So am I, as a matter of fact.”

			They talked for a little while longer, mostly about the house and the ghosts that Connor had spoken to since coming back to town. They’d been friends for a great many years. And of all of his friends, he thought that Connor had had the least stable life in growing up. 

			His mother had lost her mind about the time that he and his sister had been born. Being an immortal and living so long could take its toll on a person. And since Lannie had been one of those proper wives to her dragon husband, she stayed quiet, out of his business, and kept his home perfect. Lannie had no contact with the outside world other than her husband. It had happened a great deal when someone didn’t go with the changes. Lannie hadn’t been able to.

			Then after the egg opened and Connor and his sister had been born, of the same egg, it had taken her over the edge of sanity quickly. Connor and Connie, Connor’s sister, had to raise themselves. Their father wouldn’t have a thing to do with them until they were old enough to have families of their own. But it had been much too late for making a family after that.

			Devon had always thought that was why Connor had enjoyed being around ghosts rather than people, even dragons. He’d been alone with them for far too long when he’d been younger. Devon asked about Connie then.

			“She’s doing well. Happiness seems to surround her all the time. She and her mate have two children now. All of them over the age of being called children, I guess. But I see Connie a few times a year. We keep in touch.” Devon asked him where she was living now. “Her mate, Barron Spencer, was left a castle from an aunt or something. They’re very happy in England, and I’m very happy for them all.”

			“Maybe since you have a home now, you could invite them here for Christmas. I would love to see her again. I know Spencer. He’s a good man too. Someone that I might well have chosen for her.” Connor said that he’d ask, but not to expect too much. “They’re settled then.”

			“Yes. You have no idea. They have about the most picture-perfect life of anyone I have ever met.” Connor laughed. “Whenever I talk to her, she’s forever telling me how lucky she is, and that I need to find myself a mate too. I tease her by telling her that there are no women around that treat me as well as she did.”

			When Devon was on his way home, he wondered what to do about Sara. She was going to have to be dealt with, and soon. But Bryce wanted him to hold off. To find out what sort of things she was going to have to pay for. Knowing that Davidson was still alive would thrill his grandma.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			Roxanna Hornsby, Rocky to everyone who knew her, was enjoying her time alone. It was difficult at times for her to get any rest from her daily work, much less having ghosts coming around for a visit or to have her solve a problem for them. They were not to bother her from eight in the evening until midnight. Those four hours were what made it so that she could chill out for a while.

			“My lady.” She turned to look at Newt and asked him what time it was. “I don’t have a time machine, my lady. You look sickly. Have you taken ill?” 

			“It’s a watch, not a time machine. I don’t look good because I get no rest no matter how many times I threaten people about coming here during my time.” He smiled at her. Newt and she had been friends for a great many years. Rocky liked the young boy. “What is it? Now that you’ve messed with my time, you might as well tell me why you’re here.”

			“It’s Sara, my lady.” She stiffened, and knew that Newt had seen it. “She has done something with Lord Davidson. We feared that he was dead, but no one on my side has seen him. The man who lives in my home now, he wishes for me to find someone that is trusty to go in and see what they can about his household.”

			“Who is this man that sent you to me? Why does he want information on Lord Davidson?” Newt, in his own way, told her what he knew. “This man is a dragon, and he is friends to the king of them? Is he really, or is that what he’s saying to get you to come here?”

			“Nay, he is friends with his lordship. Connor, he’s made it so that anyone that enters our home is able to see us. It’s very nice, I tell you, to be able to talk to someone again.” Rocky wasn’t a trusting soul, and Newt must know that. “I’m to tell you that if you want to ask him about it, you can talk to him on that talking box. The lordship’s grand-mammie, she’s friends with Davidson too. They’re all friendly and shit.”

			Clearing her throat, she saw Newt drop his head. “All right. So you wish for me to go into a warlock’s home, unannounced, and see if he’s there? Why not go yourself?” He told her that it wasn’t for the dead. “I see. So he had a spell to keep you guys out of his home. I might have to ask him for that when I see him.”

			“Would you go inside for me? You know that you’re the only girl I know that is kind to me.” She smiled at him, and told him to stop flirting. “No one takes me to task like you do. I will wait here for you. Sara is saying that he’s dead. Only you can tell me if he’s not.”

			She thought about what he was asking her to do. Rocky trusted Newt as much as she did any ghost, she thought, but she didn’t want to give away secrets that weren’t hers to tell. Getting up, she grabbed her jacket and moved to the door and out into the rain. 

			Walking around the block, she knew that talking to Davidson wasn’t nearly as difficult as people thought it was, at least not for her. Reaching out to the older man, she told him what was going on. She had known that helping him out was going to bite her in the ass.

			I know Anna. But as for her grandson, I’ve no knowledge of him. I knew his father, I guess. Horrid man, but I think I heard long ago that he was dead. Good riddance, if you ask me. Rocky told Davidson that she hadn’t. You’re very bitchy today. What has shit in your oatmeal? It cannot be me this time. I’m still not able to move much, and you never visit me.

			You are the bane of my trouble if I have kings of dragons and ghosts wanting me to find you. When all this time you’ve been hiding in my attic recuperating. I told you not to trust Sara. He said that he didn’t. Yet she was able to not only nearly kill you, but to almost get your books. What the hell is so important with these books when no one can read them so long as you’re alive?

			I was barely so when you found me. She said that she’d not found him, he’d been hiding in her car. So I was. Did I mention that your car smells of rotten meat? When was the last time you sprayed something around to combat the smell?

			Every time I have to dispose of a dead body, or a dying one, I spray around my seventy dollar an ounce perfume that I don’t have. He laughed. Damn it, Davidson, what the fuck am I supposed to do now? If I tell Newt, who is he going to tell so that it gets back to the bitch?

			Would it help you if I were to call Anna? She said she didn’t want one of his sex buddies coming around her home. You don’t have room to have sex in your own bed, much less the one that you have put me in. No, this would be Suzanna, grandmother to the king of dragons. I think I’ll tell her that you thought she was my sex buddy. I think she’d think you a hoot.

			You do that and I’ll ring up Sara right now and tell her that your sorry ass is in my attic. Which, I might add, is larger than my own bedroom. That way she can finish what she started. Davidson didn’t have a comment. That worried her. One thing that she’d learned about the big warlock was that he never went long without a good comeback. What is it? Something happening?

			I think you should come back to your home, my lovely. We have company. And I do believe that it’s the dragon friend of Anna. She said that she’d let him deal with it. I don’t think that’s a good idea. He’s currently shouting your name at the top of his lungs. He does not seem all that thrilled to be here.

			Tough shit. I’m out of here. 

			She walked around her neighborhood for the next three hours. She had no idea what time it was, because she’d forgotten her cell phone. Not that it mattered much. It was too late to call for shit anyway. 

			Thinking that it was late enough for her to get back to her place, she was just putting her key in the lock when the door was opened. Since she’d not expected anyone to be there, she went into defense mode and knocked the man back and onto the floor. Before he could get up, she tackled him to the floor again and held him there with a knife at his throat.

			“My name is Noah Farley. My wife is Bryce Farley, the Grand Witch. She tagged Newt so that we could figure out if you were trustworthy.” She told him that she wasn’t. “Really?”

			“Yes. I’m a murdering bitch that just loves to have her house broken into and dragon shit all over the fucking place.” He looked upward, and she knew that the witch was there. Her laughter rang all over the room. “What the fuck are you doing in my house?”

			“We came to see if you were in with Sara.” Rocky got up off of Noah and went into her kitchen. For the first time in a long time, she’d cut her hand on the blade. “Let me have a look at that.”

			Jerking her hand back from the witch, Rocky told her to go away. “As I’m sure you’ve discovered, Davidson is upstairs.” Bryce told her that he was on the couch. “If he can move that much, the three of you can get out of here and leave me alone.” 

			“You’re as nasty of a bitch as we were told. I like you.” Rocky cleaned up her hand and reached for the superglue to put the two pieces of skin back together. Bryce asked her this time if she could see to her wound. “I’d hate for you to get an infection from defending this...home.”

			“It’s shit, I know that. But it’s all I can afford. Well, for now anyway. Next month they’re talking about taking out the
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