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The Unbearable Lightness of Dragons

“Had me laughing out loud.... This book is full of humor and romance, keeping the reader entertained all the way through...a wondrous story full of magic....I cannot wait to see what happens next in the lives of the dragons.” —Fresh Fiction

“Katie MacAlister has always been a favorite of mine and her latest series again shows me why.... If you are a lover of dragons, MacAlister’s new series will definitely keep you entertained!” —The Romance Readers Connection

Love in the Time of Dragons

“Ms. MacAlister has once again taken a crazy plot and fascinating characters and tossed them with a lot of fun and a dash of mystery to create a darned good reading adventure. Who would have thought dragons could be so sexy?! Katie MacAlister, that’s who. Hail to the powers of the creative author.” —Fresh Fiction

“An extraordinary paranormal romance. Ms. MacAlister has created a wonderful world of dragons, demons, and other assorted characters.... The dragon men are hot and their mates know just how to stand up to these aggressive alpha males. Love in the Time of Dragons is a funny, romantic, and sexy novel. Once I started to read it, I couldn’t put it down. Katie MacAlister has another winner on her hands!” —The Romance Readers Connection

“An amusing, lighthearted frolic held together by a female who has no memory of ever being a dragon in her past lives. Tully the terrific makes the tale fresh and exciting.” —Midwest Book Review
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Much Ado About Vampires

“Much Ado About Vampires continues the tradition of clever dialogue, juicy story, and steamy romance. If you are a fan of the series, you won’t be disappointed.” —Romantic Times

“[A] fantastic book that I have to recommend to anyone who likes hilarious paranormal romance stories that make you just want to sigh, or laugh, or want one of these guys for yourself.” —Night Owl Reviews

In the Company of Vampires

“Hysterical and surprisingly realistic, considering it includes witches, deities, vampires, and Viking ghosts, In the Company of Vampires delivers a great story and excellent characterization.” —Fresh Fiction

“Ms. MacAlister has another winner.... Her humor is evident throughout the story and cause for more than a few dozen laughs. This book makes the perfect partner for a long winter night.”
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“To the Wyvern’s Nest?” asked Ludovic, the dragon whose services the blue wyvern Bastian had offered as a gesture of peace (and more likely, of apology for believing Baltic had killed so many of his sept members), as he pulled out into the sparse traffic of the tiny little suburb of London and headed in the direction of the main roads.

“Not yet. I’d like to do some shopping first. Er...some special shopping.” I cleared my throat. “After that, I’ll be going to Aisling’s house, not the blue dragon pub. The meeting has been moved since Baltic had a hissy fit at the thought of it being held out in public where anyone might happen to sing a dirge and thereby blow up the building with us in it. Do you know where Aisling lives?”

“Of course,” he answered, his light brown eyebrows rising. “We blue dragons make sure we know where all the wyverns live.”

“That sounds like something Chuan Ren or another red dragon would have said, not the peaceful blues.”

Ludovic shrugged. “It is the truth nonetheless. I’m sure you will realize this is not meant to shame or embarrass you, but we trust no one outside the sept.”

“And yet you’re working for us,” I pointed out gently, not wanting to offend him. Ludovic was a nice young man, probably only a few hundred years old, with a personable smile, and a penchant for the latest in high-fashion clothing. He always looked as if he had just stepped off the runway, something I’d noticed had applied to most blue dragons—male and female—that I’d seen since my latest resurrection. “Surely Bastian wouldn’t have volunteered you to drive us around if he didn’t trust us.”

He shrugged again. “It is not for me to question the wyvern; he gives the orders, and I follow them.”

I kept silent but thought to myself that the easygoing Bastian ruled his sept with more of an iron hand than I had imagined. That or he inspired some pretty intense devotion from sept members.

“Where is it you wish to shop?”

I bit my lip, a little heat warming my cheeks. “It’s...uh...I’d like to go to a toy store. An adult toy store.”

“Adult toys?” he asked, frowning in the mirror at me. “Electronics, you mean?”

“No.” I took a deep breath. “Sexual toys.”

His eyes widened, a speculative look in them.

“Not for Baltic and me,” I told the look quickly. “Well, perhaps one or two things. But I have to replace Pavel’s toys.”

His speculative look went into overdrive.

“Not that I ever use them with Pavel. He and I don’t do that. Or anything, really. Nothing sexual, that is. We like to cook together....” I closed my eyes for a few moments, knowing I was just making things worse. “I need to find a store. You wouldn’t happen to know of one, would you? If not, I can call around to find one that doesn’t look like you’ll get a social disease by shopping there.”

Ludovic spun the wheel and sent us out into the traffic heading for the main road into London. “As it happens, I know of a necromancer who runs a shop of the sort you seek. She has many specialty items.”

“Specialty? Fetish, you mean? I don’t think Pavel’s into anything too extraordinary. Although there was that swing contraption, but I assume that was for...never mind. I’ll try your friend’s shop. Is it in London?”

“Yes.” He glanced at his watch. “When is your meeting?”

I told him the time and sat back, making a mental shopping list of things I wanted to purchase. By the time that was done, I had to face the sad truth that the inevitable could be avoided no longer....I called Dr. Kostich.

“Good morning, this is Ysolde de Bouchier,” I said politely in answer to his terse greeting. “I hope I’m not disturbing you, but I have a matter of some importance I’d like to discuss.”

“What do you want, Tully Sullivan?”

I flinched at the zing of pain that followed the use of my human name. Members of the Otherworld frequently avoided the use of full names simply because names have power, and in the hands of people like an archimage, that power could be quite tangible. Not to mention painful.

“I’d like to request your help with a necromancer named Thala. She—”

“No,” he said abruptly.

“Thala is Baltic’s former lieutenant, the one who sang a dirge directly on top of us, and brought our house down around our ears. Literally.”

He breathed heavily into the phone for a few seconds. “I do not have time for the troubles of your husky dragon, Tully.”

I dug my fingernails into my hands in reaction to his wholly unsubstantiated jibe that Baltic’s dragon form was fat. “This concerns Maura, too, you know,” I said quickly, hoping the mention of his beloved granddaughter would sweeten his temper. “Thala is a necromancer, and the leader of the tribe of dragons that—”

“I have just told you that I have no time for your troubles, and I object to being made to repeat it, but I will do so this once: I have far more important things to do than worry about dragons, necromancers, and whatever other trouble you’ve found yourself in, so I will thank you not to disturb me again.”

Before I could explain, he hung up the phone, and I had a very strong presentment that if I tried to call back, he’d simply hang up again. Or worse.

“Oh, what the hell. You live only three times,” I said, throwing caution to the wind as I dialed Dr. Kostich’s number again.

“Yes?”

“I realize you don’t want to talk to me—”

“Then you should know better than to call me. Do so again at your own risk.”

The phone went dead in my ear.

“Arrogant, annoying mage,” I grumbled as I dialed a third time. “Can’t be bothered...Look, this is important, Dr. Kostich, so please hear me out.”

“As important as being transformed into a tree sloth? That is what I am about to do.”

“Threaten me all you like, but I will not be bullied into keeping quiet—”

The murmur of his voice speaking in Latin caught my attention. I listened for a few seconds, recognized the words, and with a snarled, “You are the meanest person I know!” I hurriedly hung up the phone before he could complete the spell.

“Problems?” Ludovic asked when I examined myself for signs of imminent slothdom.

“Just the normal—my life going to hell in a sloth’s handbasket.”

After that failed attempt at garnering help, my chat with Ludovic while driving into London was confined to unextraordinary subjects, since Baltic’s trust—like that of Bastian—went only so far. It had been an uphill battle to get Baltic to accept the offer of Ludovic’s services, due to Baltic’s steadfast insistence that the day would never dawn when a light dragon would need help from another sept. He gave in only when I pointed out that Pavel and he were the only adult males in the sept.

The Merchant of Venus wasn’t what I thought of as a sex shop (small, dark, and filled with both unidentifiable stains and sleazy men in trench coats) and instead could have passed for any brightly lit, clean, modern boutique in a trendy part of SoHo.

“Wow,” I said to no one in particular as I entered the store. Facing me was a freestanding wall with black-and-white arty photographs, and a half-moon table bearing a reproduction of The Lovers statue. I peered closer at the photos, blinking when I realized the couples and groups in them were not all human.

“Welcome to the Merchant of Venus,” a soft, cultured voice said. “I’m Dido. Can I be of assistance?”

The woman who stood at the end of the barrier wall looked perfectly ordinary; she had short blond hair and was wearing a pair of black pants, a red shirt, and a black leather waist cincher.

I realized I was staring and made an embarrassed gesture of apology. “I’m...sorry. You look so normal.”

She smiled and inclined her head toward the pictures. “Are you interested in poltergeist erotica? If so, we have a large collection of both books and videos.”

“That’s...uh...what’s in the pictures?” I fought the urge to look closer, feeling it was better if I didn’t know. “Thank you, but I’m here for some...er...toys.”

“Ah.” Dido gestured toward the wall. “Perhaps you will come into the shop proper, and I can help you select something that would be suitable for”—she touched my shoulder, rubbing her fingers together—“someone who has relations with a dragon.”

I followed her around the wall, blinking slightly at the bright overhead track lighting, the shelves full of colorful packages, a row of mannequins modeling a number of risqué leather outfits, and the number of people strolling up and down the aisles with shopping baskets on their arms.

“Toys for him, toys for her, toys for the ethereal, or toys for shape-shifters?” Dido asked politely.

“Ethereal?” I asked, surprised. “You mean like ghosts and such?”

“Of course,” she said with a little shrug of her thin shoulders. “Spirits have sexual needs, too, you know.”

“How do they—no, never mind. It’s not important. Why don’t we start with leather wrist cuffs? A couple of them, and if you have the ones with sheep skin on the inside, that would be awesome.”

“Restraints are in aisle D,” she said, leading me to the correct aisle, and giving me a basket before leaving me with a murmur promising more help if I needed it. I spent a fascinating ten minutes picking out a pair of over-the-door wrist restraints to use on Baltic, adding two more sets of regular cuffs to replace Pavel’s, which had been destroyed with the house, and after a few moments’ thought, tossed one of the under-the-bed restraint systems into the basket for Pavel, as well. “I have no idea if he had one, but he’ll probably like it,” I murmured to myself. The next forty-five minutes were eye-opening, if not fascinating, as I strolled up and down the aisles, my brain boggling at all the items available. I had stopped to consider something called a vibrating nipple teaser, wondering if Baltic would enjoy it, when I heard a familiar-sounding voice asking where the spectral whips were kept.

I put the nipple teaser back and moved cautiously to the end of the aisle, but I didn’t see anyone in this section of the store but a sales clerk.

“Ethereal items can be found in the blue room,” the clerk said, gesturing to a blue door at the back of the store. “A demonstration model is available. Do you need assistance with it?”

“Do I look like the sort who doesn’t know how to use a spectral whip?” a voice asked out of nowhere.

“You are incorporeal, sir, so I can’t say what you look like at all,” the clerk pointed out.

“Faugh. I’m just saving my energy. Tell Marsella I’ll be in the blue room, if she’s looking for me.”

“Constantine?” I said, my eyes narrowing as I searched in vain for any sign of him.

His form shimmered into view, a surprised expression on his face that swiftly changed to joy. “Ysolde! My beloved!”

“I thought that was you. Spectral whips, Constantine?”

He looked abashed for a moment before grinning. “You have no idea how stimulating they can be. But what are you doing here? Trying to spice up a boring sex life, eh?”

“My sex life is anything but boring, not that it’s the slightest concern of yours,” I said with dignity.

“Is that so?” He poked at the items in my basket, pulling out an object made of plastic, shaped like the letter C, with knobs on either end. “The Ultimate Man Button Massager. Man Button?”
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