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        All the planning in the world can't beat dumb luck.

        Or a missing Mate….

        Or an ancient curse….

      

        

      
        Being the youngest of the MacAllen Clan, Heath thought he had everything figured out. After all, wasn't he the one who had the Gift of Sight and could read everybody's mind without even thinking about it?

      

        

      
        Then Fate and the Universe kicked him right in the butt, and everything changed. He walked into Sam's Diner, looked into the eyes of a woman he'd known his whole life – and bam! He knew she was his One True Fated Mate, the one the Universe made for him.

      

        

      
        Never one to jump into anything, Heath did what he always did – he dragged his heels and waited for the perfect time to get down on one knee…

      

        

      
        But as his momma always says, 'A Dragon often meets his destiny on the road he took to avoid it.'

      

        

      
        Now, Maggie's gone. A Curse he didn't even know existed was activated when Arawn, the Celtic god of Death, and none other than the Omnipotent Being known as Fate – that god's Mate, stepped onto the steaming sands of the Chihuahuan Desert. And now, well, Heath is up Shi*t Creek without a paddle.

      

        

      
        Can he send a foe darn near as old as the Dragon King with whom he shares his soul back to Helheim? Can he save Maggie before she's driven mad? Can he kick Dumb Luck's a$$ and make the idiot pay for ruining his plans for an unforgettable proposal to his Mate?

      

        

      
        Nobody's got the answers, not even the Guardsman with the Gift of Sight. But two things are true:

        Fate will not be Denied, and Heath plans to show the forces of evil who's her Dragon and would give up his own life to save hers.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ORIGINAL LANGUAGE OF THE DRAGON KIN

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        WHO’S HER DRAGON

      

      

      
        
        GAELIC

        Mo chroí……….My heart

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

        My heart belongs to you forever and always

        Bho a-nis gu deireadh an ama bheir mi gràdh dhut le mo chridhe uile……….

        From now until the end of time, I will love you with all my heart

        Mo ghrá……….My Love
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      “That took way longer than I planned,” Colton grumbled for at least the tenth time in the last three minutes.

      “Yeah, you said that.”

      "Ten days – ten long, freakin' days, and we still didn't get all of 'em. How the hell did they get away? We were all there. Carrock, one of the oldest and best Guardsmen alive, even came down here to help. Hell, it makes no sense. Cheveyo's got the Res warded like Fort Knox with all the gold still inside."

      “Rightfully so,” Heath sighed. At the mention of their maternal grandfather, the Principal Chief of the Thorntree Wolf Clan and Tribe of the Cherokee Nation, and the man he admired almost as much as their dad, the Guardsman tried not to snap at his twin but couldn't keep the irritation out of his tone. “It is the birthplace of the Thorntree Timberwolves, not to mention….”

      “And that’s another thing,” Colton cut him off. “How the hell did even one Demon, let alone half a horde, get past the Thorntree Timberwolves?”

      “Because they….”

      "And Dare, Liv's Familiar, the biggest damned Wolf ever created with more Magic than you, me, and all our brothers combined, was there. It just makes no sense."

      “As I was saying,” Heath pushed out through gritted teeth. “The Thorntree Wolves, all of us, Dare, and every other person that was with us cannot be everywhere.” Snapping his mouth shut, he worked hard not to add a resounding ‘duh’ at the end.

      “Not one damn thing about any of this makes sense. And where did Liv go? We damned sure could’ve used that Valkyrie. She’s stronger than ten men, older than most Dragon Shifters, and has the intuition of the Goddess Freya. Not to mention, she’s got Power and Mysticism as old as time.”

      “You said all of that too – several times.”

      “Did you talk to Gage and Tree?”

      “No, I….”

      “I did, and they couldn’t figure it out either. Then J.D. said he found scorch marks over by the entrance of the old mine. What the hell does that mean?”

      "It means there was burnt sand at the entrance to Broken Arrow Mine." The 'duh' was still on the tip of his tongue, so he bit it to be sure it didn't slip out.

      “Let it fly, Lad,” the Dragon King with whom he shared his soul snickered. “Let it fly. Somebody's gotta shut your brother down, or he might spontaneously combust. The boy is quickly spiraling out of control."

      As usual, his brother kept rattling on without so much as acknowledging that Heath had uttered a word – or how hard he was trying to keep from smacking him in the back of the head. Some days, he wondered why he even opened his mouth.

      “And why can’t we just fly home? It would be so much quicker. There’s nobody around. Not a damn soul would see us. Besides, almost all of the Valentine and the Chihuahuan population are Supernatural. They know we exist. We know they exist. Who gives a flying fig if we fly or…?"

      Stopping without finishing his thought, something that rarely, if ever, happened, Colton's head snapped from side to side. Rubbing his chin with the side of his gloved index finger, he frowned. "Hey! Wait! Don't you think it's kinda deserted around here- even for the Desert? Where are all the animals? The wild horses? The…."

      “The tumbleweeds?”

      "Whatever," he shook his head and grunted. "It must just be my imagination. I need to get back to work. Yep, that's exactly what I need to do."

      “Seriously, Lad,” Finlo grumbled. "Put your twin out of his misery."

      "What do you want me to do? Hit him in the back of the head? Knock him off his horse? You know as well as I do that there's nothing and no one who can shut up the Mighty Mouth."

      “Well, you need to do something. He’s answering his own questions. And we both know it’s a slippery slope from there.”

      “Yeah,” Heath chuckled despite his frustration. “But Colt’s already at the bottom of that hill.”

      Of course, his twin had yet to take a breath and was still rattling on like a broken spoke on a bicycle.

      “I need to get my mind back on my cases and off Demons. I can’t believe Ranger wasn’t chomping at the bit to get back to work. And did you hear Donovan? The butthead said he and Lottie were headed off to Two Wolves II up in the redwoods. The frikkin’ Pacific Northwest, hundreds of miles from here. Can you believe they’re not even trying to stay close to home? Did he not hear that there are Demons on the loose?”

      "We don't know that they're on the loose. Scorch marks at the entrance of the mine probably mean they hid in there until they could find or open a portal back to Hell. It's what I would've done if a bunch of Dragons were looking to chop my head off, burn my body, and spread my ashes hither and yon. Besides, I don't think all of them together were strong enough to do anything but curl up and die in the darkness, and…."

      “I really need to get back to the office. I can’t even imagine the mess Chance has made.”

      And just like that, Colton stopped talking. Heath let out a cleansing breath. Riding along in silence for almost a full minute, he smiled as the Dragon King with whom he shared his soul, Finlo, growled, "Thank the Goddess, the boy is taking a break. He was winding up to take on the all-time record. He didn’t take a breath from Captain's Reef to Blind Chief’s Bluff – even when you commented or answered his questions. That was excessive, even for him.”

      “It sure is,” Heath readily agreed. “Makes me wonder if there’s a girl back at that office who's caught his eye. I mean, when has Colton ever been worried about getting back to work? Gettin’ out of work? Now, that I would buy. He can’t really be worried about Chance. According to Ranger, he’s a damned good Agent. Hell, maybe Colt’s met his Mate and doesn’t want us to know.”

      There was a pause. The Guardsman knew his Dragon King was sniffing the air to see if his twin's scent had changed, and it lifted his spirits like nothing else could. Somethings took the special Magic of an Ancient Dragon King being wielded by the soul of that Dragon King, to ferret out and getting the first whiff of a newly formed Mating Bond was one of those things.

      Letting the left side of his mouth – the one facing away from his twin – lift all the way into a grin, Heath mentally chuckled, “Thanks for that, Old Man. I really needed it.”

      “I know you did,” Finlo snickered, the sound like pebbles rolling around the bottom of a tin can.

      “Have I been that bad?” Not waiting for an answer, he went on, "Don't answer that. Sorry, Old Man. I know I've been a real asshole, especially these last couple of days. Guess I'm just tired."

      “And missing our Mate.”

      “Yeah, but she was pissed that I had to cancel our date. I’m pretty sure she didn’t put a candle in the window to guide me home.”

      “Oh, stop, Lad. Maggie wasn’t mad. She was just disappointed,” the Dragon King huffed, his original Scottish brogue getting thicker with every syllable he uttered. "Besides, she understands helping Family better than most. And we both know it wasn’t you leaving that made her mad. It was you telling her it was too dangerous for her to come along that pissed the lass right off. I swear, she was about to spit fire.”

      “Yeah, that might’ve been some of it, but I’m pretty sure she knew I was gonna get down on one knee and propose. Hell, the furniture was even delivered to my cabin the day before. She couldn’t have missed the eighteen-wheeler rumbling through town with Englewood Furniture painted on the side. All I had to do was get the bedding out of the dryer and get it on the bed. I even talked to Bonnie.”

      "And got a kiss on the cheek, a welcome to the Sampson Pack, and 'Thank the Great Goddess It's finally gonna happen' because you were respectful enough to tell her what you had planned," Finlo chuckled.

      “I was finally gonna mark Maggie Mae Sampson as mine for all the world to see. We should be planning our Mating Ceremony this very minute.”

      “Well, in case you’re wondering, Colton has not met his Mate yet.”

      “Way to change the subject,” Heath sarcastically chuckled. “And thank you for it. I could feel myself heading down the road into my own little pity party.”

      “Not a problem, but mostly, I checked on your twin’s scent because I’m nosey. After all the shit he’s given you about not making things official with Maggie, I had to see if he was doing the same thing.”

      Disguising his laughter as a cough, Heath lifted his gloved fist to his mouth. Then, to make sure Colton thought he was listening, he added an 'unhuh' and 'yeah'.

      “Have you reached out to Maggie lately?” Finlo asked.

      “You know I haven’t.” Heath snapped, then immediately added, “Sorry, Old Man.” Clearing his throat, he went on, “The last time I tried, my own voice was thrown back at me so hard it took an hour for my ears to stop ringing.”

      “The sooner we get back, the sooner you can get on your knees and beg and grovel until she’s smiling and giving you all the kisses.”

      And just like that, a vision of the lovely Maggie Mae Sampson flashed into the forefront of Heath's mind. Five-foot-two with the bluest eyes he'd ever seen, her smile could light up the desert on a moonless night.

      Her blond curls were nothing short of gorgeous and soft as the down on a baby duck's back. He especially loved the chunky streak of pure ebony right in the front on the left side. Damn it all to the heavens, if that silky mane didn't go all the way down to the waist of her jeans that fit perfectly over her beautifully curvy behind.

      Maggie’s body was like a back road Heath could drive with his eyes closed. All her curves had curves, and he wouldn't have had it any other way.

      He’d dreamed about making her his since the day he walked into Sam’s Diner and got smacked over the head by a Mating Call that felt like a two-by-four being swung by The Dagda. It was like he was seeing her for the first time. Her aura was a rainbow of all the most vibrant and brilliant colors that only got more intense as her soul called to his.

      “Why have we not felt this before?” He’d asked Finlo. “We’ve known Maggie Mae, and all the Sampsons, for as long as I’ve been alive. Centuries, Finlo, literal centuries. Why now? Couldn’t have a little heads up? A little the next time you go into the diner wear a suit of armor ‘cause you’re gonna get knocked onto your ass?”

      “The ways of Fate and the Universe are mysterious, Lad,” had been the Dragon King’s reply. “It matters not how many years we’ve lived, when the time is right, the time is right. It is not up to us to question Fate, Destiny, and the Powers That Be, only to live our lives to the fullest and follow the directives we’ve been given.”

      Drawn to her like a moth to a flame, Heath was across the room, leaning his elbows on the counter before he knew he'd moved. Of course, Colton yelled, "What the hell, Bro? Let's get a seat and order. I'm starvin'," at the worst possible moment.

      Heath’s head snapped to the side to mentally tell his twin to shut the fuck up, and when he turned back, Maggie had disappeared into the kitchen.

      "And some things never change," Finlo chuckled as Heath’s trip down Memory Lane was cut short by his twin’s bitching.

      "Something feel weird to you?"

      "Besides the fact that you've been quiet for over thirty seconds for the last ten days?"

      "Not cool, Bro," his twin shot back. "What are you tryin’ to say? It’s not like I’ve been…."

      "Yes, you have, and you know it," Heath shot back. "You have been chattering like a magpie about that job of yours at the DIA and how you love working with Ranger since the moment you walked into Mom and Dad's house. Which I get. He's the best. We all love him. He's one of us. He's a brother, no doubt about it. But damn, how many times can you say the same thing?"

      He blew out a breath that did nothing to calm his frustration. "As if that's not bad enough, you switch from that to bitchin' about how long it took us to handle that mess at the Res. Like it was ever gonna be some quick and easy job. I mean, come the fuck on, did you think we could handle a horde of rogue Demons like they were kids in nursery school?”

      “Well, I….”

      “Well, you weren’t thinkin’. And that’s my point. Oh, and don’t forget all the times you’ve told me how much you need to get back to the office and that you are just sure Chance has messed something up. Of course, he’s been there longer than you and trained you, but we all know that the great and wonderful Colton MacAllen is the best at everything.”

      “Now, that’s not what I….”

      “Yes, it is what you meant. You know it, and I know it. Hell, everybody who’s ever met you knows it, too.”

      “Dude, if you would just….”

      "If I would just shut the fuck up and let you run on and on like you always do then everything will be, okay?"

      “That’s not what I…”

      “Yes, it is. It is what you meant, and that’s cool. But damn, Bro. If you’ve said it once, you’ve said it twenty-five times – and that’s just today. Shit, all I’ve heard since we saddled up our horses and headed towards the Res ten days ago is what you need, what you don't like, and what an inconvenience helpin' out our family is."

      "And you haven't been sayin' a damned thing," Colton snapped, doing what he always did, going on the defensive when he knew Heath was right. "You just ride along over there with your mind goin' a hundred miles a minute. You should've opened your mouth and spoken up five miles back, but did you? Oh, hell no. Not the silent thinker - the twin with the brain. Nope, he's got to mull somethin' over and over till it's thinner than the heels of granny's socks. Like momma says, you beat the horse till it's dead and buried, then dig it up just to beat it again."

      "That's called beating a dead horse," Heath ground out through gritted teeth. "And I do not do that. Also, I was answering you, but you weren't listenin'. So, I shut up."

      “Yeah, okay, you live over there on Fantasy Island. I’m gonna stay here in reality and take my happy ass back to the ranch.”

      Acting as if Heath hadn't said a damn word, Colton kept right on going. "I was just tryin' to fill the silence. Maybe say something that would take your mind off your worries. It's not like I don't know you've got a bee in your bonnet that you won't let go. The buzz is about to drive me batty." He beat the side of his light brown Stetson, covering his head above his temple with the tip of his index finger.

      “Battier than usual?”

      "Ha. Ha. Ha," Colton grumbled, adjusting his hat and sighing. "I can't help that I got all the good looks, and you got a kicked-up ability to
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