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  Prologue
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Lachesis walked onto the roof-top pool deck of the Diamond Dust hotel and tipped her sunglasses down. Seriously? What in Hades's name was a demi-goddess supposed to do when fate itself kept thumbing its nose at her? 
Dominating the view of the Las Vegas skyline was the one thing she did not want to see, the sleek silhouette of the brand-new Serpentine Hotel, project of the brothers Drake. Or at least, one of them. The one who was turning out to be the bane of her existence.
Ever since she'd thwarted her sister Clotho's plans for Devon Drake’s happy ever after and kept him away from his fated mate, Lachesis had been plagued by the man. It wasn't like she wanted to spoil the threads Clotho had so adeptly woven for the couple, but she needed Serenity. Yes, she had other handmaidens, but none of them worked their asses off like Serenity, or sacrificed their personal lives for her like Serenity. Just look at all the effort the handmaiden had put into creating this year's FGC.
The Fairy Godmother Convention was the one time in the entire year when all the fairies who helped Lachesis create fate came together. This week they'd be here at the Diamond Dust Hotel—the good, the bad, and the neutral. Having all those magic wands and grudges under one roof could be chaos, but Serenity made it look easy.
Just imagine what it would be like if Serenity had been allowed to have her happy-ever-after? Why, everyone else's fate would have fallen on Lachesis's shoulders. She would have had to do work—and she couldn't have that.
With Serenity running the good fairy godmothers, and Agita managing the bad, Lachesis was free to party on the beaches of the Med. Or to spend all night gambling on the marble floors of Monte Carlo. Or while away hours in blessed recuperation at a French spa.
No. Serenity had to keep working for her—fated mate or not.
Lacheis shoved her sunglasses back on her face and turned her back on the gleaming metal spire of Devon Drake's brand-new hotel.
Damn it. She could feel the threads Clotho had woven all those years ago pushing to be woven into their destined shape. Devon's fate and Serenity's were intertwined. Or, at least, they were supposed to be. But by taking Serenity's place at their fated meeting, she'd ensured the cloth of their love had never formed. And even though, over the years, time and time again the dragon shifter had been thrown into Serenity's path by fate pushing for its completion—she'd made sure it had never happened.
She was the middle Fate. She had control. Clotho might weave the threads of life into being and Atropos snip them off at the end, but Lachesis was the mistress of how the cloth formed.
And this cloth of love? It was not happening. Not if she had anything to say about it. And she did.
She waved a hand, and the invisible threads of Devon's life trembled at her touch. There. She smiled. No Christmas bonus for him. Devon would now be too busy saving his own hide to even notice when Serenity walked by. Dragons lived for gold, and having all of his holiday bookings disappear in one night? Very distracting.
Happy now, Lachesis headed for the private cabana she and her sisters had reserved.
The oldest of the triplets, Atropos, glanced up from her book. "What's got you so happy?"
Lachesis dropped her cover-up and sank onto her lounger. "Just making sure the threads are exactly where I want them."
And now, with Devon taken care of, Serenity busy making sure the convention went smoothly, and Clotho totally ignorant of all of it, everything was right in the world. Right for her, anyway. And that's all that mattered.






  
  Chapter One

[image: image-placeholder]

Serenity made her way through the hotel lobby, ticking things off her mental list. "Is the menu ready for tomorrow's breakfast?" 
No matter how much yoga and stretching she'd done this morning, the ball of anxiety in her stomach had refused to go away, so now here she was at eight in the morning making sure for the one-hundredth time everything was in place. Not only did she have a conference to put on for over five hundred fairy godmothers and one exacting goddess, but she'd chosen to do it in Las Vegas, one of the most tech-heavy cities in the United States. The press of metal and electronics felt like a weight against her skin.
She swallowed. She could do this. She had to. Her future depended on it.
And once the convention was squared away, she'd go get her morning coffee and sit in the dense jungle garden at the center of the hotel. The plants and humidity would perk her up and she'd be fine. Or as close to fine as a half-sylph, half-demi-god could be in the middle of a city.
“Harold?”
"Yes, ma’am. Right here, ma’am." The hotel manager scurried to keep up.
He'd been an absolute jerk yesterday, insisting she have her boss's signature for everything, but when Lachesis had shown up, he'd changed his attitude. Fast. No one messed with an angry goddess, not even when they had no clue she was a goddess. Lachesis oozed power and that was enough for Harold.
They entered the long open area that acted as both hallway and gathering space for the convention rooms. The sweet scent of roses filled the air and she frowned. She didn't see any flowers. Must be the air freshener. 
"What about the flowers? When do those get delivered?" 
"First thing in the morning, ma’am. It’s the week before Christmas and the florists are overbooked."
He still had no idea he'd been dealing with a demi-goddess. Humanity was ignorant of the gods and the machinery that kept their little lives running, and the pantheon liked it that way.
Once, humanity had lived hand-in-hand with their gods. Oh, they'd called them many different names, put different faces to them, but the people knew them. Intimately. Petty gods and goddesses had fought for the humans’ attention, and there'd been trouble. Now, goddesses like Lachesis and her two sisters worked in the background. Life was, for the most part, calmer.
But not today.
Serenity reached for the key card it had taken so much effort to procure. "Okay, time to give the room one last look-see."
"Of course."
It still irritated her that this man had put her through so much inconvenience. For months they'd exchanged emails, and he knew she was the person in charge. But when she'd shown up in person, he'd been stubborn about the particulars. Lachesis was the card holder. Lachesis was the one who'd signed the documents. Lachesis had to be there.
Well, Harold had learned his lesson.
The middle Fate was not happy to be pulled out of her rooftop pool party. She'd come down here rampaging like a fury. And who had she been mad at? Not the toad of a man who'd caused all the trouble. No, she'd been mad at Serenity, the person making sure each and everything went right.
This was her baby, not Lachesis's. Not Agita's, Miss Agitation herself. Good, bad, and in-between, all the women and men who made sure fate happened would all be in one hotel for the Fairy Godmother Convention.
It could be a disaster. Or it could be the final thing she needed to show Lachesis that she was ready to take charge of more than just running the good fairies—she was ready for the big time—the Loom. But before she took a turn at making sure all the threads Lachesis's sister Clotho spun into existence were woven together into the fabric of fate, she had to get this show on the road.
She inserted the key card and the light turned green, but before she could pull out the card, the slim plastic vibrated. The light turned red. "Did you see that?"
The manager shook his head. "Try again."
Serenity frowned and reinserted the card. This time the vibration was a violent shock. "Ow!" She jerked back, shaking the buzz off of her hand. "What was that?"
The manager stepped in front of her, nearly pushing her aside. "I'll do it. It's a simple insert and removal." His lips pursed together. "You don't just leave it there." He pulled the card and reinserted it. The green light flickered and there was a bright flash and a hiss of smoke.
"Damn it!" He jumped back, fingers to his lips. "I don't understand." The light turned green. Harold's face lit up with satisfaction. "There. I told you." He opened the door to the main speaker's room and flipped on the lights.
The flowers might not be there, but the banners were up. Fairy Godmother Cosmetics was emblazoned in bold purple script across white fabric. Silver, white, and purple balloons formed a massive arch over the entire stage. Butterflies erupted in her stomach.
This was it. Her chance to finally do something with her life. The convention would be a hit and she'd finally show Lachesis what she could really do. She might have missed out on her own happy-ever-after when her supposed fated mate had left her brokenhearted and confused, but she’d make her own happy-ever-after.
The memory still hurt. She'd been the only one there in the garden by the sea. Clotho had said he'd be there, said it was their moment. And he had been—tall and strong with green eyes...then he'd strode right past her, his handsome face hard and unyielding, as if he couldn't even see her. It had hurt.
But really, who cared about love? Not her. Not anymore. She of all people knew it was just a manipulation of threads. She didn't need love—she needed success.
And right now, success was so close she could almost touch it. She wanted to shout her excitement to the world, but she simply smiled at the manager. "Very nice."
"Of course." He took a step into the room. The floor vibrated and Harold hesitated. He glanced back at her, his expression confused. "Did you feel that?"
“Maybe it’s the cooling system?” The vibration became a deep rumble. The balloon arch shuddered into a dance, and the hairs on Serenity's neck lifted.
"Come on." She grabbed his arm, jerking him back out of the room. Every man, woman, and child in Greece knew that feeling down to their bones.
He hung back. "I don't understand."
"Earthquake, and it's a big one." She dragged him down the hall to the emergency exit. The floor wobbled and she moved faster. "In a few seconds we won't be able to walk. Move!"
"But we don't have real earthquakes here. It's Las Vegas."
"Well you're having one now." Man, he was resisting. Good thing she was supernaturally strong. "Trust me or you're dead." Dust rained down as they stumbled to the exit, bursting into the bright desert sunshine.
Relief rushed through her, but it was short-lived. The brick wall of the parking garage blocked their way, and the convention center was behind them. It was a death trap.
The ground buckled. Cracks ran up the bricks. This quake was coming, and it was coming fast.
"We should go back in. We'll be safer under the stairway than here." She headed back to the closing door.
"Are you crazy? I'm not going back in there." The manager crouched down, threw his hands over his head, a shivering mess—right next to the shaking walls.
"Get up!" She hauled him to his feet, dragging him through the rain of debris back to the building. She stretched out her hand, her fingers scraping the metal door handle. Only another inch...she almost had it.
"We're going to die!" He shrank back and she lost her grip.
"Harold!" She seized his arm, turned around, and lunged, her fingers scraping the metal as the door slammed shut. She jerked on the handle, but it was wouldn’t budge. Chunks of rock rained down, hitting her on the head. She threw an arm up over her face. "Do you have a key?"
He buried his face in his arms and sobbed. “We’re doomed!”
She grabbed him by the shoulder and shook him hard. "A key, Harold. We need a key."
A brick slammed down next to her, exploding into shards. Serenity looked up at the two hundred foot tall wall of the conference center. He was right. They were going to die.
Well, he was.
She threw her body over him, sheltering him from the storm of falling debris as the event center shook and trembled and collapsed. Chunks of cement and brick and dust rained
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