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	Dear Reader,

	 

	I began these shorts exploring Con’s past mostly because I wanted to know more about him. And I knew you would, as well. I mean, really, who can resist Con, right?

	The Dragon Kings have come quite a long way since they first appeared in the Dark Warrior books and then the first novella to spin off the series – DARK CRAVING. I could never have guessed how far the world would come or just how deeply readers would love the Kings. I am forever grateful to each of you for the passion, devotion, and support you have shown these characters and me. 

	And you didn’t stop with the dragons. You eagerly welcomed the Reapers – and my favorite – Death aka Erith. The Dragon Kings are just getting started, my lovelies. There is a ton more coming from V’s book to Con’s – and beyond. (Yeah, beyond. Get ready!!)

	The Reapers are also just gearing up. They have their own enemy to fight. And just wait until DARK ALPHA’S HUNGER. You’re not going to be expecting any of it. Then there’s…well, I think I have to wait on sharing that bit of info. Trust me, though, you’re going to like it. A lot.

	I love the Dragon Kings. I honestly don’t believe there will be another series I love more than this one. The world keeps expanding and changing, while thrilling and shocking me with every turn. I hope that I get to continue writing in this world for many, many years to come.

	The Reapers have been tremendous fun to write. I love how their world interconnects with the Kings, and I have a feeling that it will be happening more and more. Can you imagine the Dragon Kings, Rhi, the Reapers, and Death all standing together to face an enemy?

	Yeah. Gives me chills, too. 

	In the first two Con short stories (Part 1 and Part 2) we discovered the gifts Death had given Con. They aren’t just meaningless gifts either. They represent a certain period in each of their lives, but more importantly, they embody something significant and vital to Constantine.

	The cufflinks grounded him. They reminded him who he was and what his brethren needed of him and from him. It focused him so he could see the path for the Dragon Kings more clearly.

	The pocket watch was a reminder that time moved differently for immortals. However, this piece actually held magic. What can it do? Erith told him exactly what it was meant for. And Con is smart enough to have figured it out. Has he used it? Well, that’s anyone’s guess, but my bet is that he has.

	Yet, these gifts also had meaning to Erith. She saw Con as no one else did. She also knew the burdens a leader bears. She understood the loneliness, the worry…the fear. Erith also recognized that Constantine was a true alpha. The kind who needed to figure things out for himself.

	With a little help, of course.

	By digging for the gold and crafting the cufflinks, Erith ensured that a piece of her always remained with Con. It might have rooted him, but it also had a profound effect on her. By making and giving a gift that she had never done before, it prompted Death to take a look at her own life and where she and the Reapers were headed.

	She also realized that she had a friend in Con. He might not know who she was, but their friendship was forged and fused as resilient and enduring as a weapon.

	Then there was the pocket watch. Their talk of time gave her a glimpse into Con’s daily life. She had seen the cautious steps he took to keep his Kings safe, and she wanted to point him in another direction. She also wanted to grant him a kind of power that few should know about and even fewer should be allowed to use. Yet, she didn’t hesitate to share it with the King of Dragon Kings because she knew Con wouldn’t abuse it.

	So will Erith leave Con another gift this time?

	Let’s dive into the third short story looking into Con’s past and find out. It’s time, my keen dragon followers, to discover another part of our beloved King of Golds!

	 

	xoxox,

	DG

	 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

	CONSTANTINE: A HISTORY PART 3

	THANK YOU

	DARK ALPHA’S DEMAND

	THE DARK WORLD

	STAY UP-TO-DATE

	ABOUT DONNA GRANT

	CONNECT WITH DONNA GRANT

	PRAISE FOR DONNA GRANT

	

	 

	
[image: 00003.jpg]

	The 2nd of September,

	human year 1924

	Dreagan

	 

	Two decades into the twentieth century (by human calculations – if only they knew the truth…) and the mortals are reproducing at an astounding rate. It was something we took note of soon after they arrived on this realm, but nothing slows them down.

	Not famine, not weather, not plagues.

	They are as resilient as they are invasive. And, though I hate to admit it, I have to admire them. Well, some of them. There are a select few humans who I would happily call friend. The great thinkers, the ones who see much more than the other narrow-minded imbeciles of their species. The artists whose minds see all possibilities and eagerly, hungrily look for the strange or peculiar in the normal world.

	Those, I believe, might be able to coexist with us. Unfortunately, they are too few and too far between.

	I have come to accept that our world as we once knew it is gone. Possibly forever. The magic is fading, something I thought would never occur. But I knew the moment I ordered the dragons sent away and the Kings to take to their mountains to hide that we gave up.

	None of my brethren would say it to my face. Except maybe Ulrik.

	 If he were still at Dreagan. 

	Regardless, I know the truth. We conceded the Earth to the mortals. But what else was I to do? Go back on my oath to protect the humans? Or allow more dragons to be killed by them? After all these millions of years, I can admit that I made the wrong decision. But at the time, it seemed the only solution. 

	The slim hold we have now is barely clinging. Our realm, our home was taken. It doesn’t matter who did what first or even how it ended. What matters is that the humans got what they wanted.

	I often dream of what might have happened had we turned them away that fateful day. Instead of feeling sorry for them that they were homeless and without magic, I should have ordered them back to whence they came.

	But more would have come. I realize that now. No matter how I look at it, we would have ended up exactly as we are. It might have been another King of Kings who allowed them entry, but the outcome would have been the same.

	How we proceed is the real hope.

	And problem.

	Every King wants their dragons returned. Every one of us dreams of the life we had before the humans. And we all pray that we will have it once more.

	Will we? I have no idea. I fear what will become of us if we cannot bring the dragons home. We all cleave to that possibility, which keeps us moving forward. But what happens when we discover that the dragons cannot return? Or worse, that they’re dead.

	I wake up in a cold sweat from nightmares where just that scenario plays out. It’s why I choose not to sleep much. Instead, I do whatever it is I must do to keep the Kings together. We’re a family. We are all we have left. And if we lose that, we lose everything.

	I have already lost so very much. 

	 

	Con closed his eyes as he thought about the one he’d once loved. It was too painful to think of her. To know what they’d had together.

	He opened his eyes and turned his thoughts back to the Dragon Kings.

	 

	How much more can be taken from us before we fight back? Before we do as Ulrik did and strike at the humans? My friend was right to attack them. Ulrik saw what I refused to. He didn’t care about oaths or keeping peace. He foresaw our destruction.

	And I punished him for it. I had no choice. No matter that I agreed with him, no matter that I might have wanted to join him. As King of Dragon Kings, I must always think of everyone and I have to set an example for the others.

	If only Ulrik would have stopped when I asked. If only the humans hadn’t betrayed us. If only….

	I should probably burn these journals. If any of the other Kings ever found and read them they would see that I don’t hold the answers, that I never know what the right course is. I’ve made so many mistakes, but my brethren are counting on me. I cannot let them down.

	I will not let them down.

	 

	Constantine, King of Golds

	King of Dragon Kings

	 

	 

	Con slowly set aside his pen. He looked over the page for a long moment before closing the journal. It was the last page of this one. Each time he finished a journal, he hoped he wouldn’t need to get another one. But he had to tell someone the thoughts that plagued him. 

	If he couldn’t burden anyone else, the only option was the journals. At one time he thought it was just the need to jot down his thoughts. Now he knew better. Now he knew the truth.

	Every secret, every thought and decision that he kept to himself slowly ate away at him. By releasing it onto the page, he freed his soul.

	And his conscience. 

	He stood and grabbed the book. Then he walked to the shelves of other journals and slid it into place. He tried to turn away, but each time he came to the spot, his gaze lowered to the wall next to the bookshelves. 

	Several moments passed as he fought to turn around, to forget what was there and return to his duties. But, like every other occasion, he lost the battle. Con squatted down and placed his hand on the wall. His magic kept it hidden, but with a touch, the secret door slid open and revealed his secret.

	Each of the journals within was red. And each filled with words that he could never say, and shouldn’t even think. They were thoughts and dreams of something...of someone.  They were plans for a future. They were unreserved truth.

	And heartbreaking reality.

	It had been a thousand years since he had reached for the top one to write in it. Each day he conquered the loneliness and what he lost without delving into the red journals, was a triumph.

	He might not be able to resist looking at them, but he hadn’t written in them. It was the small victories that mattered.

	Con stood and watched the door close, melding into the wall to become invisible once more.  He turned on his heel and walked to the windows. The land was drenched in darkness without a single shred of moonlight because of the new moon.

	Dozens of dragons flew around Dreagan. If Con tried really hard, he could almost believe nothing had changed, that the dragons still ruled. But reality constantly intruded upon his thoughts.

	He glanced at his bed, but instead of going to it, he returned to his desk and looked over the plans for expanding distribution of their whisky. Just as he had hoped and planned, the marketing of Dreagan scotch hit a chord with mortals. They loved the whisky and couldn’t get enough. The steeper price only made them want it even more. 

	Once he read through all the legal papers from Vaughn, Con signed them and set them aside for the morning. Then he unrolled the architectural plans for enlarging all the buildings as well as a new warehouse and oak casks to store and mature.

	If they were going to keep up with the orders pouring in, then they would have to grow rapidly. Just as Iris had once urged him, he was preparing to open a portion of Dreagan up to the public. Their curiosity was staggering.

	But he could control what they saw and what they didn’t. 

	On the plans was an additional building that he’d added. Right now it was blank space, but if his observation of the mortals proved anything, once they liked something, they would pay money hand over fist to get what they wanted.  Con had plans to sell special bottles of whisky in the space. Their own private shop. And who knew what would happen in latter years.

	Iris. Was it just happenstance that she had come into his life and urged him to find a way to open Dreagan to the public? Or was something more at work? He knew she wasn’t just any woman, but he had long given up looking for her.

	Same with Heather. If it wasn’t for the cufflinks from her and the pocket watch from Iris, he would have forgotten both of them. Perhaps that is why they had given him the gifts – so he would remember them.

	He could no longer remember what Heather looked like, but he did recall feeling as if she were a friend. That wasn’t something he was used to at all.

	The only thing he remembered about Iris was her smile. He’d known from the very beginning that she lied to him about who she was. Perhaps the fact she was such a mystery was why he continued to talk to her. What he did know was that she understood everything he had gone through. He’d heard it in her words, saw it in her eyes.

	He could have held her on Dreagan. He could have forced her to tell him her real name, but he hadn’t. Partly because it had been nice having someone to talk to, but mainly because he had felt no maliciousness from her.

	Two women hundreds of years a part, but both left lasting impressions. He wished he could still have them as friends.

	He was surrounded by others at all times, but more alone than ever before.

	And it wasn’t going to get any easier.
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	So much had changed.

	And yet so little had changed.

	Con waited for the train to come to a stop before he exited the first class compartment in Inverness.  Kendrick was already in the city to meet with an hotelier that wanted to add their scotch to sell to anyone visiting the hotel.

	There was no need for Con to be there, but he made the trip anyway. He trusted Kendrick completely. Con’s arrival was simply to observe everyone’s thoughts and reactions to Dreagan whisky. And he liked watching Kendrick negotiate such contracts.

	Kendrick had a way of coming into a room appearing a wee bit nervous and anxious. It was done on purpose. It set his opponents thinking they not only had the upper hand but could bargain for whatever they wanted. Kendrick allowed them that sense of confidence long enough to determine what their main objective was and what they were truly after.

	Then, in a blink, Kendrick dropped the act and revealed the true mastermind that he was. Con never tired of seeing the shock, dismay, and even fear on their faces. Some might think Kendrick’s tactics were underhanded, but the Kings learned long ago that mortals never played fair in anything – especially business.

	Con didn’t want to cheat the mortals out of anything, but he would do whatever was necessary to ensure that Dreagan whisky continued to build its reputation as the superior scotch. Their techniques continued to develop their brand into one that was exclusive for those who had the money and means to pay for it.

	It was a few hours before the meeting, which allowed Con to walk the streets.  His steps took him toward the indoor Victorian Market. He paused on Academy Street alongside the original 1870 entrance that consisted of three round arches. The top center arch had a bull’s head while the other two had rams’ heads.

	Con made his way inside and immediately raised his eyes, as he always did. The ornate Victorian cast-iron and wooden domed roof was splendid to behold. He might not particularly enjoy humans, but some of their art and architecture was magnificent.

	He slowly strolled by the individual shops, many boasting wares that couldn’t be purchased anywhere else in Inverness. Con had, on many occasions, purchased items at the market.

	A double take made him pause and look over his shoulder at a dragon statue. He started forward just as he was turning his head back around. He caught a glimpse of the top of a hat before him. Instinct had him grabbing the woman so he didn’t run into her as he sought to come to a halt.

	“My apologies,” he said.

	She laughed and lifted her face to him. Dark brown eyes met his as she smiled. “It is I who should apologize. I wasn’t watching where I was going. There is just so much to see.”

	Con stared at her a full minute in silence. She was pretty, the kind of face that stopped men in their tracks. Her voice wasn’t Scottish, but he couldn’t place where she came from. There was something about her that pulled at a memory. Iris kept coming to mind, but this woman had different colored eyes. Yet…Iris wasn’t human. Of that he was certain.

	When the woman raised a dark brow in question, he cleared his throat. “I must ask your forgiveness again. For a moment, you reminded me of someone.”

	“Do I?” she asked with a grin. “I hope it isn’t someone you dislike.”

	Con found himself smiling. “No’ at all.”

	“Good.” She adjusted her peacock blue hat that matched one of the main colors in her plaid wool sport skirt. 

	He watched as she moved her clutch from one arm to the next. Her off-white shirt complimented the dark locks he saw peeking from beneath the cap that were cut short, as was the fashion. 

	She stuck out her hand. “I’m Willow.”

	“Like the tree?”

	“From the flowers of the tree, yes.”

	He bowed his head in acknowledgement. “My name is Con.”

	“Is that short for something?”

	His gaze briefly lowered to the floor to hide his disappointment. If she were Iris who decided to use a different name, she wouldn’t pretend not to know him. Not after all they had spoken about last time. She would have told him who she was. “Constantine.”

	Her eyes widened. “That is a commanding name.”

	“I suppose.”

	“Where you headed somewhere in particular?”

	He contemplated her question for a heartbeat before answering, “No.”

	“I was on my way to have tea. Would you like to join me? It’s the least I can do for causing our collision.”

	Con wasn’t sure she was to blame. Yet, instead of declining, he found himself saying, “That would be nice.”

	Her face brightened. “Wonderful.”

	They walked side by side through the market to the teashop. Once they were seated, a woman brought over a platter of pastries, teacups, and a pot of tea. Willow didn’t hesitate to grab the milk and pour some in her cup. Without asking, she put some in his as well.

	Con watched her with amusement as she went about filling both their cups with tea. She put two cubes of sugar in hers and stirred as her gaze went towards the people walking the market. 

	“I could sit here all day and watch everyone,” she said. Her gaze slyly slid to his, a conspiratorial smile in place. “I make up stories about them. What they’re doing here, where they came from, and where they’re going.”

	“Are you a writer?”  he asked.

	She took a sip of tea and shook her head. “Heavens, no. I wouldn’t even know where to begin. Perhaps I should try it though. I do have all sorts of stories in my head, but I’m not sure they go anywhere.”

	“You won’t know until you try.”

	She lifted a shoulder daintily. “Perhaps. I’d rather keep guessing. You, for example. I look at your fine clothes and know that you come from wealth.”

	“That’s easy to deduce,” he replied and chose one of the pastries. 

	Her eyes never left his face as he plopped the sweet in his mouth and chewed. With her gaze narrowed slightly she tilted her head to the side. “Good point. You could be a titled lord. You have that superior air that most do, but…you’re also different.”

	“Different?”

	“Yes. I cannot place my finger on how, though. Care to share with me?”

	He laughed and drank his tea. “There is nothing to tell.”

	“I beg to differ. I think there is much to tell about you.”

	“I can do the same sort of trick with you,” he said, wanting to turn the attention away from him. “Your clothes are modest, but well made. You act and treat others as if you’re used to being in charge. That tends to come from someone of wealth. Do you dress down because you choose to? Or because you have no choice?”

	She clapped softly. “Well done. And all this time I thought I had some kind of special talent.”

	“Reading others is easy. The clothes they wear, how they carry themselves, and how they treat others can tell anyone what they need to know.”

	“Hmm,” she said and took a sip of tea. “I suppose. Unless someone intentionally disguises themselves.”

	Con immediately thought of Iris, but dismissed the idea that Willow was her. There was no reason for Iris to come to him as anyone but himself. She knew he was a Dragon King, his most guarded secret.

	“Did I say something wrong?” she asked.

	He quickly shook his head. “No’ at all.”

	For several minutes they sat in silence with Willow observing others and Con watching her. He didn’t know why he remained with her. He didn’t even know why he agreed to the tea. Yet, instead of leaving, he continued to stay.

	“Status means a lot to people,” she stated.

	“It always has.”

	Her head swiveled to him, her brow furrowing slightly. “You say that as if you know for certain.”

	“I do. Look through history.”

	She waved her fingers at a little boy who stared at her at a nearby table. It took him a few seconds, but then he smiled brightly and returned the wave. Willow then moved her gaze to Con. “If you want to talk about that, then we can speak about the wars men have fought.”

	“No’ always men. Celtic women fought and ruled alongside their men.”

	Willow shifted in the chair before resting her elbows on the table. “Tell me something about you no one else knows.”

	Her request surprised him, and even more surprising was that he wanted to answer her. Maybe it was because he suspected that Willow was in fact Iris, but he felt compelled to reply. “Sometimes I’d rather be alone, to forget the duties I must see to.”

	“I knew you were someone in power.” But her smile was fleeting. “I can understand such feelings. Do you ever get the chance to do that?”

	“No’ really.”

	“That’s too bad. Perhaps you should change that.”

	He nodded. “Perhaps I should. What is something no one knows about you?”

	She scratched behind her ear and drank the tea before she met his gaze. “That I changed who I once was to become something else, and I fear the past will one day catch up with me.”

	“It’s your past. You get to control it. You already have by changing.”

	She smiled, but it was forced and fleeting. “Sometimes the things we want to keep buried have a way of finding us again.”

	“Are you running from someone?”

	Willow’s lips softened. “I’m not the type to run. I stand and fight.”

	“I think you would.” Con looked at the clock on the wall and realized that an hour had already passed.

	“Please, don’t let me keep you from anything,” she said.

	He gave a shake of his head. “You’re no’, I assure you.”
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	Erith had intended to go to Con in the market as Iris, but right before she put herself in his way so he would run into her, she chickened out.

	She feared his questions. Worse, she was terrified that he would figure out who she really was. Every lie she had told him compounded until it felt as like bricks falling upon her. Still, she worked it so that they were having tea.

	As handsome as Con was with his wavy blond hair and penetrating black eyes, he was oblivious to the stares of other women – and men – who lusted after him. He looked more at ease than the last time she had spoken with him, but he still carried the weight of his position. And he always would.

	She wanted to cheer for him and the other Dragon Kings for deciding       to distill whisky as their revenue source and means of hiding in plain sight of the mortals, but she kept that to herself. For now. Maybe one day she would tell him how excited she was to see him not just living, but thriving.

	Even if the world of the Kings had changed so drastically.

	She felt his eyes on her. Con stared at her as if he was piecing things together. The short hairstyles of the time as well as the hat helped to disguise her hair, and she had used magic to change her eye color. But Con was smarter than most. She kept waiting for him to tell her he knew exactly who she was.

	His anger when he found out might very well undo everything she had strived to accomplish. All this time she thought she had been a friend to him, but would a friend lie? Everything she had told him had been the truth – apart from her name and who she was. The closest she had come to telling him everything was the time before when she told him she knew he was a Dragon King.

	She didn’t know who was older – her or Con. Not that it made any difference. He had his Kings to look out for while for many, many years, she’d only had herself. It was only in the last few millennia that she had the Reapers. They had changed everything for her. They had given her purpose, given her a family.

	The many times she had spied upon the Dragon Kings, she had seen Con struggle with the things that she hadn’t handled well. She wanted to prevent him from going down that road – and possibly destroying everything he had worked so meticulously to build.

	What kept Con going were his Kings. He was able to put his own needs and wants aside to focus on the Kings. One day, that would come back on him, but for now, he was needed. It wasn’t just the Kings who needed him, but every living soul on the realm. Because if Con ever lost Dreagan or another of the Dragon Kings, he would take the very path that had caused Ulrik to be banished.

	Erith didn’t know the future, but she knew the type of man Con was. He did what was right, even if it went against his own wishes. He had done it on two occasions already. When the time came for the third – because it would – she wasn’t sure which way he would go. He might surprise her and think of himself for once.

	Most likely he would continue on the path he had begun long ago. But she really wished he would do something for himself. Because he, too, deserved happiness.

	“Do you live in the city?” he asked.

	She poured fresh tea in her cup. “For the moment. And you?”

	“I’m here for business.”

	“Is that why you keep looking at the clock?” she asked.

	He shrugged his shoulders in his gray wool suit. “I doona need to be there.”

	“But you planned to attend,” she guessed. Her eyes went to his wrists and saw the dragon head cuff links. She wanted to smile at the sight of them, but she held it inside. All while wondering if he’d kept the pocket watch.
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	So much of Con’s time was spent thinking of the future and what directions to take as well as any possible roadblocks that might pop up that it took him a second to realize that he wasn’t thinking about any of those things.

	There had only been a handful of times where he his mind had been quiet. Two had occurred within the last four hundred years. One had been with Heather. More recently, there had been Iris. 

	“Who are you?” he demanded.

	She didn’t seem at all taken aback by his request. Willow met his gaze and said, “Just someone who happened to run into you.”

	“I think it’s more than that, lass.”

	A frown puckered her brow. “Why would you think that?”

	He pulled the watch from the pocket of his vest and set it on the table. “What does that mean to you?”

	For a heartbeat, she simply stared at it. When she reached for it, her movements were slowed, as if she was hesitant to touch it. Right before her fingers met the metal, she paused and lifted her eyes to him. “It’s beautiful, and appears to be an antique.”

	“It is. It’s also more than that.”

	“Like what?”

	No matter how hard he searched her face or any inflection of her words, he found nothing that would tell him that she was lying. And yet, his instincts told him otherwise. He retrieved the watch and returned it to his pocket. “You’ve never seen it before?”

	“You only showed me the outside.”

	The fact she didn’t answer his question made him doubt her even more. Asking direct questions would get him nowhere. He would need to be subtler about it if he wanted to learn anything.

	“I heard someone mention dolphins in Beauly Firth. Care to walk with me to see if we can find them?” he asked.

	Her smile was bright as she nodded. “That would be fantastic.”

	She reached for her purse the same moment he pulled coins from his pocket and tossed them on the table.

	Willow looked at the money then to him. “This was suppose to be my treat.”

	“Allow me. Please.”

	She considered his words for a long moment before she nodded. “Thank you.”

	“It’s my pleasure.” He rose and held out his arm. “Shall we?”

	Willow pushed back her chair and stood. They walked through the market together, pausing often when something caught her eye. She greeted everyone with a smile and listened as they tried to sell her their products. She bought some candy and a lavender scented bar of soap, while managing to decline everyone else with generous words.

	It wasn’t until they reached the flower shop and she touched every flower that he realized he had seen someone do the same thing. If only he could remember who it was. Being immortal made it difficult to remember everything. There was only so much room in his head, and a great many things he believed inconsequential he forgot. Now he wished he could dredge up the memory that teased him mercilessly without revealing anything.

	Willow smelled every kind of flower. Everyone and everything else was forgotten as she became enamored with them. When the shopkeeper asked her if she would like to purchase some flowers, she replied that she would never be able to choose.

	She gave him a fleeting smile as her gaze ran over the flowers once more. Then she turned away and began walking. Con caught up with her easily. He knew plenty who enjoyed the beauty and smell of flowers. He was one, but he had never seen anyone so absorbed by them before.

	“Are you a horticulturist?”

	“Not in the professional sense,” she said, cutting him a look and a wide grin. “But I love flowers. All kinds. I am very proud of my garden. Any time I come across a new plant, I add it to the others.”

	They left the market and made their way north to the bay. She said little, and while they walked in companionable silence, he noted that her gaze missed nothing. Willow was as eager to watch a young mother with a newborn as she was to observe an elderly couple bent with age holding hands.

	“You seem amazed with life,” he pointed out.

	She laughed softly. “And you do not.”

	He had to admit that he didn’t. Not after all that he had been through.

	“It would be naïve for me to say that I only see the good. I know there are wicked people out there who do unscrupulous things,” she said. “I choose to look at other things. From people just falling in love, to someone who has lost his way.”

	He looked to where she jerked her chin and saw a man leaning back against a building with his eyes on the ground. It appeared that at any moment he would shatter, that the only thing holding him together was his skin.

	“I can only see the corrupt,” he said.

	She pressed her lips together. “That’s too bad. Has it always been this way?”

	Con thought about the few friendships he’d had with mortals. William Shakespeare had been one. Michelangelo had been another. Men who were great thinkers and doers. “For the most part. There have been a few instances where the opposite has happened.”

	“So there is hope for you.”

	He jerked his head to her, but she was looking elsewhere. The walk to the inlet was long, but she didn’t seem to care. She didn’t slow once or appear tired. And when they finally reached the water, she scanned the surface waiting to see the dolphins.

	“Do you travel often?” he asked.

	She shrugged, not looking at him. “No. I prefer to remain at home, but sometimes that isn’t possible.”

	“Aye,” he murmured.

	Her head moved forward and back, angling to see if she might be missing something. “I have never seen a dolphin.”

	Con put his hand on her back and guided her to the right where the dock was. “Then we shall remedy that.”

	“For someone so cynical, you are being very nice.”

	He smiled and snorted. “I am cynical, but I like to believe I’m a decent man.”

	“You are.”

	There was no time to reply as Con approached a boat and found the owner. After a little haggling, Con paid the fee and helped Willow into the craft. He stepped in without aide and ushered her to the front.

	The way she gripped the wood with tight fingers caught his attention. “Have you never been on a boat?”

	“No,” she said with a nervous laugh.

	The sails unfurled and caught the wind, pulling the vessel away from the dock. The joy on Willow’s face as they picked up speed had him smiling. She enjoyed the small things in life, things that he had taken for granted long, long ago. 

	She caused him to look at such things with fresh eyes, and it reminded him that there could still be good things. Despite everything, he and the Dragon Kings had made a great life for themselves. Sure, they might have to hide who they really were, but it wasn’t difficult with their magic.

	Maybe the burden he bore could be lightened somewhat if he allowed himself to recall the simple things, to take in the beauty of nature, and maybe even admit that humans weren’t all evil creatures.

	The last one might take some doing, but he was fairly certain the other two could be done easily. And it began that day. Thanks to Willow.

	“You’re smiling,” she said.

	He looked down at her and realized that he was indeed grinning. “So I am.”

	“It looks good on you. You should do it more.”

	Just as he was about to reply, he saw something out of the corner of his eye. “Look!” he exclaimed and pointed.

	As the boat clipped through the water, a pod of dolphins had come alongside, jumping and swimming next to them. The awe in Willow’s expression made the entire day worthwhile.

	He didn’t care if she was Iris or someone else. He didn’t care if she had been lying about it all. It was the best day he’d had in ages. Not once had he thought about the fate of his brethren or the dragons. He hadn’t worried or tried to plan. He had simply been in the moment.

	And now he was experiencing one that he hoped to remember for thousands of years to come.

	“They’re so beautiful,” Willow murmured.

	The sleek dolphins jumped from the water, their bodies arched gracefully. The sight of a baby made Willow gasp as her hands clasped together at her chest as she looked on with delight.

	For the next thirty minutes, the dolphins remained with them, but as the captain turned the vessel around, the pod swam off. Willow sighed as she watched them until they were out of sight.

	“If I was brave enough, I would’ve jumped in the water with them,” she said.

	“You should have.”

	She shot him a smile. “I will one day.”

	“I’m sure you will.”

	“Thank you for this. No one has ever done anything so special for me before.”

	He frowned at her words. “I find that hard to believe.”

	“Oftentimes, it’s the small things that make a big difference. I’m rather... independent.”

	“I hadn’t noted,” he said with a hint of sarcasm.

	They shared a smile before she continued. “I have always been this way. It was by necessity rather than choice. When someone has to guide themselves through life, there are so many options to choose from. I like being my own woman.”

	“Is there no one else?”

	She shrugged. “For the most part, I am on my own. I’ve been like this so long I don’t know if I could have it any other way.”

	“I had a family once.” Con thought back to the days before the war with the humans. “It’s so long ago now that sometimes I wonder if it really happened or was just a dream.”

	Willow closed her eyes and lifted her face to the wind. “I stopped dreaming of my family a long time ago. I made the decision to look ahead – not back.” Her gaze opened as she turned her head to him. “Do you understand?”

	“I do, but I doona have that luxury. I must keep hold of mine.”

	“But you can still look ahead instead of to the past.”

	“Have you never heard that people who doona know the past are destined to repeat it?”

	She looked to the sky to watch the seagulls. “I have, and I believe it. However, I don’t think that applies to you. You seem like the type of man who never forgets anything.”

	That wasn’t exactly true. He still couldn’t remember who it was he saw touching the plants. But the past and his mistakes involving the humans – and Ulrik – were ones he would never forget.

	Or repeat.

	Con focused on the feel of the wind on his face since it reminded him of when he shifted and flew over Dreagan’s sixty thousand acres. He was conscious of the woman next to him and the fact that she had made him take a step back and reevaluate how he looked at life.

	After millions of years on this realm, that was a feat in itself. It was easy to bask in the hate and anger so that it began to swallow him from the inside out. That’s exactly what had been happening without him even knowing it. 

	Willow turned a mirror on him and forced him to see himself as she did. He hadn’t liked what he’d seen. If he wanted the Kings to find contentment, then it began with him. Because his reactions and emotions spilled over to the others. They had come so very far, and he didn’t want to ruin any of it.

	One day there might be a time when the humans were tired of this planet and left. There was even a chance – a very slim one – that the dragons and mortals could coexist. Con put his money on the former option. If he and the Kings could just hold out until the humans were gone, then the dragons could return.

	When he looked at all the years the Kings had hid and suffered in silence, they could continue as long as they had hope that the dragons would return. Meanwhile, he would find something each day that would either bring a smile to his lips, or make him stare at the beauty.

	Be it new life, a soaring golden eagle, or the wind over his scales as he took to the skies. As Willow said, it was the little things.

	When the boat drew alongside the dock once more, Con leapt to the platform and held out his hand for her. As soon as he had a grip on Willow’s hand, he pulled her to him.

	She turned and looked out at the water. “Thank you, Constantine. I will never forget this day.”

	“Neither will I,” he said.

	Her head turned to him and her lips curved into a smile.
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	“Neither will I.”

	His words gave her comfort, because she honestly believed that he would always remember. And if she were ever to come to him again, she would have to change up more of her appearance. 

	Unless it was time to tell him the truth.

	She dreaded the day she told him everything. He would either understand – or he wouldn’t. Erith really hoped he could forgive her. 

	“I have taken up enough of your time,” she said.

	He frowned and looked as if he where about to oppose, but he remained silent.

	“Good luck with the business endeavor, Con.” She turned to walk away.

	“Willow.”

	She stopped and looked over her shoulder at him. “Yes?”

	“Family isna always blood. It’s those you have around you, the ones you look to for friendship.”

	“Do you have a family then?”

	“A verra large one, in fact,” he replied with a crooked grin.

	She nodded as she glanced away. “I think I have one, too.”

	“Then you will never be alone.”

	Erith smiled. Each time she thought Con needed her, it turned out that she needed him more. He’d left his mark on her. With his compassion, his wisdom, and his friendship. In fact, he was the closest thing she had to a best friend.

	And he didn’t even know it.

	“Farewell, Willow,” he said with a tip of his head.

	“Farewell.”

	It was harder for her to leave than she expected. Con was easy to talk to. And she could be herself. She didn’t have to shut her feelings off as she did anytime she was near Cael or the rest of the Reapers for fear that they might discern all that she hid.

	Con accepted her just as she did him. He demanded nothing from her, nor did he want anything. He could have pushed to know who she was. She’d felt his impatience, but for whatever reason, he’d pulled back his questions. 

	She walked to the end of the pier and looked back one last time. Con was facing the water, his hands in his pockets as the wind ruffled his blond waves. She continued on until she was at a safe enough distance that she could teleport to the small isle in the middle of a loch.

	As soon as she walked through the Fae doorway, her magic discarded the clothes of the twenties and returned her to her black gown with full skirts. She shook out her long black hair and let it flow freely as she walked among her garden.

	She didn’t feel quite so lonely today. It helped spending time with Con, but it was the reminder that she had a family that cemented everything. 

	 

	~ ~ ~

	 

	Con rocked with the train as it rolled down the tracks toward Dreagan. He’d left Kendrick a note at the hotel to explain that he was returning a day earlier. After the peculiar meeting with Willow and subsequent hours in her company, Con wanted to be alone.

	She had given him much to reflect on. He’d been in a rather gloomy state for the past few months, and then an afternoon with Willow changed everything. He’d wanted to follow her but had stopped himself. He’d wanted to make her give him the answers to all the questions he had about her, but he didn’t.

	If she was Iris, then there was a reason she kept her confidences and came to him as a different person each time. He wished he knew what that reason was, and he suspected he would find out eventually.

	Immortals were a patient breed. Look how long the Kings had slept within their mountains until Con let them know they could wake. The thousands of years on Dreagan keeping others out had only reinforced that patience.

	He blinked when he felt the train begin to slow. Had they already reached his destination? A glance out the window confirmed that. He had never had a train ride pass so quickly, but then he had been deep in his thoughts.

	There was a knock on the door to his compartment. He bade them enter and found a conductor in the doorway holding a small package.

	“Good evening, sir. I was asked to hand this to you before you departed the train.”

	Con looked from the older gentleman to the parcel. Curious, he held out his hand for it. He barely noticed when the conductor backed away and closed the door. Con turned the package over in his hand inspecting the brown paper it was wrapped in.

	He pulled at the string tied around it and unfolded the paper to reveal a rectangular wooden box about the length of his palm without any markings on it. Lifting the lid, Con’s gaze landed on a fountain pen held in purple velvet. 

	When he lifted the pen from the box, he saw the top of it was white with six points, like a star. He ran his finger over the black casing with gold accents before he unscrewed the cap and saw the silver writing tip that was outlined in gold. It was utterly magnificent.

	He replaced the cap and set the pen in the box, wondering who might have sent this to him. His gaze caught a small card in the lid. He pulled it out and read, “Meisterstück 149 Mont Blanc.”

	If the instrument wrote as well as it looked, he would keep it forever. He lowered the card and then saw the note. It had been hidden in the lid. Con carefully unfolded the paper.

	 

	Constantine –

	 

	I know I already thanked you, but words didn’t seem enough. This new pen is all anyone can talk about since it became available. It looked as bold and commanding as you. When you use it, I hope you think of me. 

	Your comment about family is something I should have seen myself, but I have spent so long mourning the thing I didn’t have that I couldn’t see what I have. It is easy to feel alone in a crowded room. I spend most of my life doing just that, but knowing you has made it a little easier to bear.

	 

	Willow

	 

	He folded the note and put it in with the pen before closing the lid as the train came to a stop. Con put the box in the inside jacket pocket and exited his compartment. It was a bit of a walk to Dreagan, but he didn’t mind. Con could have told any one of the Kings that he was returning early and had someone there waiting to pick him up, but he’d decided against it.

	Not even when it began raining did he regret his decision. He turned from the road and crossed land instead, jumping fences and bypassing houses. All the while, he noticed the small things like the last blooms still clinging to life despite autumn fast approaching.

	He passed a crumbling ruin of a home, crossed streams, and scattered herds of sheep until he reached Dreagan. As soon as he passed through the invisible barrier he looked up. Anytime there was a storm, the Kings took the opportunity to fly in their true form.

	Dozens of Kings soared through the air, turning, gliding, and diving. Their roars masked by the thunder.

	Con watched them for a bit longer before he removed his clothing, folding everything nicely and used magic to send it to his chambers at the manor. Then he shifted. He spread his wings and shook out his head. With a leap, he caught a current and flew higher before releasing a loud roar.

	In response, the Kings all turned toward him and answered with a roar of their own. Con was with his family. Even when his blood family had been alive, the Kings had been his focus. And they always would be.

	 

	~ ~ ~

	 

	Con was smiling when he pulled out the new journal. He opened it and turned to the first page as he lifted his new pen.
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	I was reminded today that the little things matter. No one should forget such a thing, and yet I did. For many decades. 

	If I’m honest, centuries.

	I hope I never forget again. I’m not sure if the woman I met today – Willow – is the Iris I wrote about over a hundred years ago. At first I wanted to know, but then it didn’t matter. I know Iris is my friend, and I believe that Willow is as well. 

	So many believe that friends come and go, that it’s family that matters. However, sometimes it’s friends who become your family. That’s what the Kings are to me. They’re my brothers, the ones I would – and have – done anything for. 

	I have sacrificed for them. And I would gladly do it again. That’s what family means. The fact that they all turn to me for answers and decisions does weigh heavily at times. So heavy that I fear I might buckle under the strain. Now I know that I not only have a family, I have a friend. Iris.

	And possibly Willow.

	Whether I see them again or not, I have something to remember them by.

	 

	Con looked at the pen and then the pocket watch lying on his desk. His gaze then moved to the cuff links. 

	 

	I have left off Heather, who gifted me the cuff links. Three women. Or is it just one woman visiting me several times? I think it is a puzzle I would like to figure out, because if it is one woman, then I want to know why she goes to such trouble to hide herself. 

	And if it’s three different people, then I have been beyond fortunate to encounter such amazing women who have definitely left a mark upon me.

	 

	Constantine, King of Golds

	King of Dragon Kings

	 

	Con shifted to the next page and drew a picture of Willow before writing her name beneath it. He was smiling as he put away the new journal. When his gaze looked at the many other journals, he recalled that he had drawn a picture of Iris, and perhaps even Heather.

	He knew exactly when he had met Iris because he put the whisky into production just a few days later. Just as he reached to pull the journal out, one of the Kings shouted his name.

	Duty called, but he would remember to look when he returned. He was determined to figure out if there was any sort of likeness at all between the three women.

	As he stepped out into the corridor to see what the current problem was, he did so feeling lighter than he had in quite awhile. His steps were long as he hurried to meet up with his Dragon Kings. Whatever problems awaited them, they would face them together. 

	As a family.

	 

	
THANK YOU

	 

	Thank you for reading CONSTANTINE:  A History Part 3. I hope seeing into the past and discovering how Con came to have the Mont Blanc pen that shows up in various books was fun. 

	 

	Please read on for an excerpt from DARK ALPHA’S DEMAND, the third Reaper book. You will find buy links to the entire Dark World at the end.

	 

	If you’ve not checked out my new www.MotherOfDragonsBooks.com website, please do. It’s all things dragons and the Dark World. You can find the reading order, characters listed by Dragon Kings, Reapers, Fae, Humans, and Druid, places, and things found in each of the series.
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DARK ALPHA’S DEMAND

	The Reapers Series, Book 3

	Light Fae Court

	Western Ireland

	 

	 

	Talin pushed open the thirty-foot double doors and entered...Hell. The court of Queen Usaeil was a gorgeous one. All around him Light Fae with their midnight hair and silver eyes, their beauty a trait of being a Fae, danced, laughed, and plotted.

	He paused steps into the massive room and surveyed the huge chamber. Everything glittered – per Usaeil’s demand. The decoration was white and gold, with splashes of vivid, breathtaking flowers of various colors everywhere.

	There wasn’t an inch of the Queen’s castle that didn’t bespeak of wealth and beauty. Add in the Light Fae, and the brilliance made it difficult to gaze upon.

	Even for a Fae.

	But then again, Talin wasn’t just any Light Fae. He was a Reaper – chosen by Death to be an executioner for all Fae. Except no one knew his true identity.

	If he wanted to ensure everyone lived, then they could never know.

	Talin walked through the crowd gathered in the hopes that Usaeil might make an appearance. The Fae, as a general rule, were a race of beings who cared only about themselves.

	There were a few exceptions – Rhi, for instance. But the Light Fae who once had a well-documented affair with a Dragon King was another matter entirely.

	The Fae around him now had no idea their queen pretended to be a very well known American movie star. So they wouldn’t know she was on location shooting her next movie and wouldn’t be in attendance that night. 

	Then again, the Fae didn’t care. Their thoughts were on something else entirely.

	Talin paused when the whispers reached. Reapers. They whispered the word as if speaking it would bring them to life. Their voices were filled with fear, panic. 

	Dread.

	And they should feel such emotions. Every Fae was subject to Death’s judgment, be they Light or Dark. 

	The Dark Fae preferred to use their magic for evil, which changed them physically by adding silver in their black hair and turning their eyes red. They fed off humans by having sex with them, stealing their souls in the process.

	Light Fae were those who grasped the magic they were given and only dallied with a human every now and again, though never killing one.

	That didn’t mean the Light weren’t judged. In some cases, Death was harder on the Light than the Dark. Balance. There always had to be balance. 

	As Talin listened to the scheming and constant conspiring, he could understand why. Those among the court were devious, calculating, conniving, and treacherous. It wasn’t always done to get in favor with the queen. In fact, a lot of it was done for marriages, business dealings, and even standing among the Light.

	Talin didn’t understand the need to have a social standing. The humans had all but gotten rid of theirs, but the Fae made up for it by structuring their entire race on such things. Though it had always been so.

	Since his arrival at court, Talin had been begged, bribed, and even threatened by families to marry their daughters. All of which turned his stomach. 

	The machinations to get a man to notice a certain woman made Talin wary. He’d seen the same trickery directed at him on several occasions.

	He quickly moved to the side of the room and up the four steps to one of a dozen white granite pillars. From this vantage point, he could see in almost every direction.

	Talin leaned a shoulder against the column and crossed his arms over his chest. He wasn’t sure why Death chose him to spy upon the Light court, but a Reaper didn’t question orders. 

	Well, that wasn’t entirely true. It happened only once, and it was a good thing, because it turned out Death hadn’t sent the mission for them to kill all half-Fae among the humans.

	Turns out, that order somehow came from an old enemy out to end the Reapers – and Death. The fact this new nemesis was none other than a former Reaper Death sent to the Netherworld for his crimes only made things more difficult.

	Talin had no idea what Death hoped he might find spying upon the Light court. All he’d discovered so far was that the Light somehow knew the Reapers were on Earth.

	No one knew who the Reapers were, or if, in fact, they were real. The Reapers were a story told to the young to scare them from turning Dark. The Dark, well, he wasn’t sure what they were told. 

	The fact was that there wasn’t a Fae alive – Light or Dark – who wasn’t frightened about the Reapers. Just the mention of them put the Fae on high alert.

	If no one knew if the Reapers were even real, why would the Fae somehow know they’d returned to Earth? It was a question Talin asked himself over and over again with no answer in sight.

	While he attempted to figure it out, he watched those at court. There were the ones who had prestige and position within Fae society. 

	Those few individuals walked around with a cocky smile in place, their heads held high as if they were above reproach. In their wake were others whispering and plotting as jealousy threatened to swallow them whole. That was the next tier of Light – those who wanted the top positions.

	These Fae never stopped plotting or conspiring. Their goal was to be on top, and they were going to get there one way or another. This group was by far the largest, with its own social hierarchy that made his head hurt each time he thought about it.

	The last group were those who managed to make their way to the castle by the queen’s invitation, some trade or bargain, or other such endeavor. These Fae were bright-eyed by the opulence and allure, and most didn’t realize they needed to guard themselves against all.

	With the right connections, these lowest of the Fae could manage to get into the second level easily enough. However, working their way through that hierarchy was trickier than maneuvering through a battlefield.

	“Hello, lover,” whispered a sexy feminine voice in his ear as hands wound around him from behind.

	Talin smiled, unable to help himself. He looked over his shoulder at Neve. She raised a black brow, her silver eyes searching his.

	Desire struck him quickly, making him instantly hard. Neve always managed to bring such a reaction from him every time he heard her voice, felt her touch, or look at her.

	In other words, simply her existence filled him with lust. It knotted tightly within him, demanding he claim her body. He drew in a shaky breath as he ached to taste her, to hold her luscious body against his.

	“You walked right past me.” She lifted her chin, her dark pink lips tightening subtly. “I should be offended.”

	Talin took her hand and pulled her around to face him. His skin prickled at the feel of her soft curves against him. His heart quickened when he breathed in her scent.

	How he craved this woman. 

	“But you won’t.”

	He took in her heart-shaped face and high cheekbones with skin that seemed to glow. Her ebony locks were pulled away from her face in several rows of braids before being clasped at the back of her head, leaving the rest of her locks to fall about her shoulders.

	Black brows arched over large, almond-shaped eyes that tilted up at the corners. Her lashes were long, and her lips full.

	The long slim column of her throat tempted him to lean down and nip at the delicate skin while running his hands over her delicious curves.

	She shot him an icy look before she let her eyes run up and down him. “Why’s that?”

	“You’ll forget all about it when I take down the corridor and into one of the many hidden alcoves.” He looked down at the bright pink gown that accentuated her breasts and small waist. Talin ran his finger along the swell of one breast. “I’ll tear off that dress and have you screaming in pleasure.”

	“You’re confident.”

	He met her gaze as he slid his finger between the plump swells of her breasts. “I should be. I’ve done it with you often enough.”

	Neve smiled and wrapped her arms around him and said, “Hmm. I like your thinking.” Then she gave a little pout. “You’ve been gone a long time.”

	“I’m here now.” He squeezed her breast before wrapping both arms around her. So far Talin had been able to dodge any questions she posed on his whereabouts, but Neve was getting more pointed with them.

	“Yes, you are. None too soon, either.”

	That made Talin cautious. There was always something going on at court. Hopefully this didn’t pertain to him or Neve. “What? Besides the usual?”

	“You haven’t seen it?” she asked with a frown.

	“Apparently not.”

	Neve took his hand and dragged him behind her as she meandered through the people until they came to a crowd gawking at something. 

	Talin maneuvered around her and shouldered his way to the front. Hanging on the wall was the front of a human magazine with a picture of Usaeil and a man through the window of a hotel room.

	The man was out of focus, but Talin knew who it was – Constantine. He was King of the Dragon Kings, and he wasn’t going to be happy about this.

	Talin wondered if Con and the other Dragon Kings had learned of this. More importantly, had Rhi? Talin looked around to see if he could catch a glimpse of Rhi. This was definitely something she would post in the middle of court.

	“Who are you looking for?” Neve asked.

	Talin kept his hold on her hand and moved them away from the crowd. “Have you seen Rhi?”

	“She always hated being at court, but no one has seen her in a long while. There was a rumor that she quit the Queen’s Guard.”

	He ran a hand through his hair. There was one person who would know if Rhi was responsible for this. Daire was veiled and following Rhi wherever she went, per Death’s orders. Death had a peculiar interest in Rhi that none of them understood.

	“Why are you asking about Rhi?” Neve questioned.

	Talin shrugged and dropped his hand to his side. “Rhi’s pissed at Usaeil.”

	“So you think she posted the magazine cover?” Neve asked with brows raised.

	He glanced back at the crowd and halted before he faced Neve. “Yes.”

	Neve licked her lips and took a step closer to him, her voice lowering. “Right now everyone is shocked about Usaeil’s escapades as an actor.”

	“She didn’t purposefully hide it. Did she?”

	Never lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “It explains why our queen has been gone so much. The fact is, that’s what everyone is talking about. Now. Soon, it’ll turn to the man she was photographed with.”

	“And?” Talin wanted to know if the Light thought it was a human or a Dragon King. 

	“Some speculate it’s a human. That doesn’t bode well for our queen.”

	Talin might not have known Neve for too long, but in the time he’d spent with her, he’d come to recognize she formulated her own opinions, thoughts, and answers without concern for what the rest of the court thought or did. 

	“And you?” 

	Neve looked him in the eye and said, “I have other thoughts”

	“Like?” he pressed. 

	“I believe it’s a Dragon King.”

	Several seconds passed before he reacted. “Why do you think that?”

	“I’ve never met Usaeil, but I’ve seen her often enough. She’s a queen, Talin. She’s not going to give herself to just any man, especially not a human.”

	“Even a queen has needs.”

	That brought a small smile to Neve. “She’s taken lovers within the court every few hundred years, but none know their identity.”

	“Then how do you know she’s taken a lover?”

	Neve gave him a flat look. “How do you know anyone has taken a lover?”

	“Point taken.” Talin started walking. He waited until they were outside the castle walls and strolling through the cold with dark, heavy clouds threatening rain before he asked, “Do you really think Usaeil would take a Dragon King as her lover?”

	“You mean because of what happened with Rhi?”

	He nodded. “Do you know the story?”

	“Every Fae knows that story. Or at least what we were told.”

	“Which is?”

	“I know Rhi was in love. I know the queen didn’t like the fact a Light in the Queen’s Guard was seeing a Dragon King. There are some Light who believe Usaeil was the one who caused the end of the affair.”

	“Do you?”

	Neve moved her hand in the mist that began to form. The cold didn’t bother the Fae as it did the humans. “No other Fae has been with a Dragon King before or since. It’s one of those unspoken rules.”

	“Is it?” he asked with a frown. “I didn’t know.”

	“How could you not? It’s because of Rhi. Usaeil might not have responded before or after the affair, but the fact she remained mute about it said more than if she’d made a speech.”

	“True. How does everyone feel about Rhi quitting the Queen’s Guard?”

	“So it’s true?”

	“Yes.”

	“Just the rumors have shocked the court. She’s been gone so long, many have assumed the rumor is true. They’re not necessarily afraid without her, but more uneasy. People trusted her. When Rhi gave her word, she carried through with it.”

	Talin put all this to memory to share with the other Reapers later. 

	“You know,” Neve said. “I almost feel sorry for Usaeil.”

	“Why?” he asked as he turned his face to Neve.

	She gave a shake of her head. “If Usaeil has taken a King as a lover, its only an eventuality before Rhi finds out. The vibrant, impulsive Rhi will go after her.”

	That was exactly Talin’s thought as well.
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	New York Times and USA Today bestselling author Donna Grant has been praised for her “totally addictive” and “unique and sensual” stories. She’s written more than seventy novels spanning multiple genres of romance including the bestselling Dark King stories. Her acclaimed series, Dark Warriors, feature a thrilling combination of Druids, primeval gods, and immortal Highlanders who are dark, dangerous, and irresistible. She lives with two children, a dog, and three cats in Texas. 

	 

	


	

CONNECT WITH DONNA GRANT ONLINE 


	 

	www.DonnaGrant.com

	www.MotherofDragonsBooks.com

	Newsletter

	Text Updates:

	text DRAGONKING to 24587

	Facebook

	Facebook Reader Group

	Twitter

	Instagram

	Pinterest

	Bookbub

	Amazon

	Goodreads

	Spotify Book Playlists

	 

	 

	
PRAISE FOR DONNA GRANT’S

	BEST-SELLING ROMANCE NOVELS

	[image: C:\Users\chend\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Line 4.jpg]

	 

	“Time travel, ancient legends, and 

	seductive romance are seamlessly interwoven into one captivating package.”

	–Publishers Weekly on Midnight’s Master

	 

	“Dark, sexy, magical. When I want 

	to indulge in a sizzling fantasy adventure, 

	I read Donna Grant.”

	–Allison Brennan, New York Times bestseller

	 

	5 Stars! Top Pick! “An absolute must read! From beginning to end, 

	it’s an incredible ride.”

	–Night Owl Reviews

	 

	“It’s good vs. evil Druid in the next installment of Grant’s Dark Warrior series. The stakes get higher as discerning one’s true loyalties become harder. Grant’s compelling characters and continued presence of previous protagonists are key reasons why these books are so gripping. Another exciting and thrilling chapter!”

	–RT Book Reviews on Midnight’s Lover

	 

	“Donna Grant has given the paranormal genre a burst of fresh air…”

	–San Francisco Book Review
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