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    For all who have loved and lost and yet continue to give their heart. May you receive the love you freely give.
Charley

      

    



  	
        
            
            "I gave my fate. You gave your love. The Mana Bomb was the seventh heart. Freedom is love. And love… is the fifth dimension."

      

    


Fates & Mates Definitions

ALPHA- The leader, or dominant individual, or pair, in a pack or group of people.

Lycan- Short for lycanthrope, a Lycan is often mistaken for a werewolf. A Lycan has the ability to turn into a wolf, or any type of dog. A Lycan’s usual appearance is a human body and a wolf’s head.

Sigma- A rare breed Alpha, Omega mix. Some say they are nearly extinct.

Beta- A Beta is a position in a wolf pack, lower than the Alpha but higher ranking than the Omega. A Beta is someone who can mate with anyone else: Alpha, Beta, or Omega.

A Gamma is third in command in a wolf pack, often used in training warriors, personal protection of the Luna, and can be placed in command in the absence of the Alpha and Beta.

Delta- A Delta is often the leader of the warriors because of their heightened abilities.

Omega- An omega is the lowest-ranking species in the omegaverse/alphaverse universe. Unlike their alpha counterpart, omegas are generally kind, shy, sweet, smart, and hard-working. Omegas tend to have a strong, sweet scent. They don’t mate with other omegas, only with betas and alphas. They go through heats, which are cycles of arousal when their bodies are readying for mating.

Omegala- Plural form of omega.

Rogue- A rebellious loner who follows their own rules. Without a pack.

Knotting- When animals mate, specifically canines, the penis enlarges during climax and remains enlarged to the point where he is literally stuck inside the female for as long as the mating process goes on. This ensures insemination, and the male can ejaculate several times before he shrinks down small enough to unmount. 

Some references can be found in Urban Dictionary or Wikipedia.

Trigger Warning: This book is intended for adults only. It contains strong language, graphic violence, and explicit sexual scenes, including light BDSM. All sexual activities represented are fictional fantasy only. Some subject matter may be considered taboo or heresy. If such material offends you, please do not purchase it.
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The Council of Goddesses

In a realm beyond time, where starlight weaves through ancient roots and the breath of the world itself pulses like a weary heart, a council of seven goddesses gathers. Their faces solemn as they gaze upon the dimming orb suspended over the center of the vast, cracked obsidian table around which they sit. The orb, Gaia’s essence, flickers weaker than it has in eons.

Selene, radiant and silver-eyed, speaks first. The Goddess of the Moon’s voice is as calm as moonlit tides, but with an edge of sorrow. “We need to alter our approach.”

Hera, regal and unyielding, grips her staff as though it were a scepter of judgment and nods.

Persephone, half in shadow, half in bloom, watches spring wilt before her eyes. “I agree.”

Athena, helm lowered, grunts in affirmation as she studies maps of war and environmental ruin with grim strategy. 

Aphrodite, beauty undimmed yet eyes wet, mourns the loss of love’s true spark in human hearts.

Hecate, torch in hand, stands at the crossroads of magic, now choked by doubt and fear. 

Lilith, wild and defiant, snarls at the chains humanity has forged for itself.

Selene continues, “For millennia, we have worked secretly, guiding heroines and weaving fated bonds to counter the Illuminatus’ slow poison. They have turned wrath into destruction, greed into exploitation, and love into control. Despite our efforts, Gaia fades. The earth cracks. Balance slips.”

Persephone sighs. “Yes, we seem to have tried everything.”

Lilith disagrees. “Not everything. I think it is time to call upon an ascended master. One who walks between the worlds.”

Athena looks up from her strategy session. “No one has done that since the earliest days,” she says.

Hecate is the first to ask. “Who?”

Aphrodite smiles. “I know the perfect person.”

Mary Magdalene manifests not as myth, but as radiant truth. She wears a robe of deep crimson, and her eyes carry the weight of crucifixion and resurrection. Stepping forward, she joined the circle.

The goddesses lay bare the crisis. “The Illuminatus has nearly severed the sacred feminine current that flows from Gaia through chosen bloodlines.” Lilith says, going straight to the core.

Selene addresses the elephant in the room. “I sent my charge, Isolde, to begin the restoration. But her mate, Mimir the alchemist, was determined to find the source of the grail. Despite Isolde’s sacrifice, his actions have put the living Grail itself in grave danger.”

Mary listens, then speaks with quiet fire. “My bloodline endures through Raven Black. She carries the purifying essence that can cleanse even the oldest curses... and rekindle Gaia’s heart. Yet the Illuminatus know this now. They will stop at nothing.”

Athena taps the table in front of her. “There is only one solution. We must guide Raven to the last untamed supernaturals.” 

Persephone gasps. “The seven sin-cursed dragons?”

Hecate shrugs. “They do hold ancient power strong enough to stand against the coming convergence.”

Magdalene nods, sorrow and resolve mingling. “Then let the weaving begin.”

Lilith interrupts. “But remember, restoration demands sacrifice.”

Hera breaks her silence. “Not all bonds will be of flesh. Some will be forged in soul and fire alone.”

Selene raises her silver crescent-shaped sickle and strikes it on the crystal floor. The clang of it echoes across the heavens as she decrees, “Each of you will be responsible for your own thread. And when the last of the threads in the web are woven, Gaia herself will rise... or fall forever.”

A pulse of unified light flares from the table as the goddesses all signal their agreement. 

Far below, in the mortal world, Elowen Blackthorn, widow of Mimir, awakens with a gasp, Magdalene’s charge burning in her mind.

The council dissolves into starlight. The first battle in the war for Earth’s soul has begun.
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Elowen

“Raven! Now! We must go!” I yell, jumping out of my bed. My forehead is beaded with sweat as I rush to gather the barest of necessities. The instructions were explicit. Get Raven out.

The wind beats against the windowpanes as I pull open the vanity drawer. Moonlight from the stormy night spills through the narrow window, silvering the edges of the antique hand mirror that rests on the lace doily lining it. I grab the silver-encrusted mirror.

I carefully remove it, as if it were porcelain and not sterling and memory. The tarnished silver frame catches the light, elm branches and raven feathers glinting like secrets.

A single breath fogs the oval surface—not with mist, but with a slow ripple that spreads outward like rings on dark water.

“Sýn mér sannleikann.” (Show me the truth)

The glass clears to midnight blue, then shifts to a vision.

The vision plays like clips from a movie. Pine forest. Fresh snow broken by heavy boots. A hulking figure moving between the trees, axe slung across his back. His breath steaming in the cold. Stone-gray patches mottle his skin where the moonlight touches it. Along his forearms, runes glow faintly like dying embers.

Varg.

Closer than he had ever dared before.

He paused at the ridge overlooking the estate, eyes narrowing on the distant lights of the laboratory windows. A cruel smile splits his face.

My fingers tightened around the handle.

In the reflection, Varg lifts his head as though he senses my gaze. For one heartbeat his eyes—cold, ancient, full of Skeldir’s undying hate—met mine through the glass.

The mirror flares with sudden heat. A single crack spider-webs across the lower corner, thin as a hair.

I lower it quickly, pressing the silver back to my chest as if to still my racing heart. The crack will remain a permanent scar, a foretelling of what’s coming.

I rise, clutching the mirror, and cross to the doorway.

“Raven,” I call again down the shadowed hall, trying to steady my voice, concealing the tremor beneath it. “Pack only what you can carry. We leave within the hour.”

The huntsman was no longer coming.

He was already here.

***
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I HADN’T THOUGHT OF the dragons for years. Not since that fateful night when my husband sacrificed himself to save them. Truth be told, I still felt bitterness about it. Mimir was my one true love. 

I stood alone, watching from the window of the east tower while Raven packed her travel bag. The cracked silver mirror reflects the moonlight as it slants through the window and catches the glint of the single tear sliding down my face. 

I do not need the mirror for that night. My memory is sharper.

Three years ago. The same storm-lashed night, only then the wind had howled through Drekkaheimr’s depths instead of this quiet estate.

I remember well the heat of the lair’s heart-chamber, geothermal vents glowing like dragon’s breath. Mímir had stood at the center, his sleeves rolled high, arms scarred from a lifetime of alchemical burns. His dark hair was tied back, eyes bright with the reckless fire I fell in love with. In his hands, the Sin Stone hovered. It was black like obsidian, but veined with sickly green strands that pulsed like a diseased heart.

The seven dragons ringed the chamber in their half-shifted forms, wings mantled, their eyes wary. Young Raven, who was barely twenty, had clung to my side near the entrance, with fear and awe warring on her face.

Only hours before I had stood beside Mímir, passing him vials of purified Grail essence drawn from Raven’s willing vein and sung the binding chants.

Then it began.

The stone split with a sound like mountains cracking. A terrible white light poured out. For one impossible moment, I thought we won.

Then Skeldir came.

Not in flesh, but worse: a voice of grinding glaciers and old hate, pouring from the stone’s core. Shadows boiled upward in a sin made manifest—pride that crushed the spirit, wrath that burned the blood, greed that clawed at the soul.

The dragons staggered. Draak roared, clutching his chest as golden scales blackened. The twins fell to their knees. Bluu collapsed into mist that almost dissipated entirely.

Mímir did not hesitate.

He stepped forward—directly into the torrent—and opened his arms as though embracing an old friend.

“No,” I whispered. Then I screamed it. “Nooooo!!”

But he was already speaking the final transmutation, voice calm, almost tender.

“Take it from them. Take it into me.”

The sin-shadows surged into him like smoke into a furnace. His body arched, veins glowing with the same sickly green that had poisoned the stone. I threw myself forward, wrapping Raven in my arms and turning her face away, shielding her with my own body even as the backlash hit.

Light exploded.

When I could see again, the Sin Stone lay in seven broken pieces on the cavern floor.

Mímir knelt in the center, skin blistered, eyes dimming. He looked only to me and managed a tired smile.

“Tell them...the debt is paid.”

Then he fell.

Raven had already lost her mother, Isolde, in the previous battle with Varg, when she was crumbled to ash protecting their child. The dragons had intervened in that battle, sparing Mimir, but he was not the target. Raven was. Isolde had known and sacrificed her life, leaving behind only a single black feather for Raven to remember her by.

I crawled across the stone, cradling Mímir’s head in my lap until the light left his eyes completely. The dragons gathered close, silent, wings lowered in respect none of them had ever shown a human before.

Draak carried Mímir’s body himself to the shrine that would be carved that very night. He pressed one of the stone’s shards into my hand and said, voice rough with something that might have been grief, “He gave us tomorrow. We will give her forever.”

Now, three years later, I stand pressing my palm to my chest where that same shard hangs hidden beneath my dress. A shard that is the mate to the one Draak wears.

I close my eyes and whisper into the quiet tower room the same promise I gave Mimir that night.

“I will keep the promise, my love. She will reach them. And they will keep her safe.”

Outside, the wind whips, carrying the first distant howl of the huntsman.

I straighten, wipe away the tear, and reach for my travel cloak.

It is time.

***
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THE CASTLE WAS UNNATURALLY quiet, as though it held its breath.

Raven’s boots whisper over the worn flagstones of the lower corridor, the air growing colder and damper with every step we take. I moved ahead of her, trailing one hand along the wall to guide me. In the other hand, I clutch the mirror wrapped in a silk scarf. A single lantern swings with each step Raven takes; smoked glass shields its flame so that only a thin blade of light cuts through the dark.

We left everything behind—books, clothes, all the minor comforts of home. Raven carried only a leather satchel slung across her body and a black feather braided into her hair. Around my neck, warm against my skin, hung the Sin Stone shard Draak had returned to me in memory of Mimir.

Neither of us speaks until we reach the iron-bound door at the end of the passage.

I press my palm against the ancient lock. A faint green glow pulses beneath my skin—elm runes answering my blood. The mechanism groaned and then gave way with a reluctant sigh.

Beyond lay a hidden waterway. A narrow underground canal carved centuries ago into the bedrock beneath the estate. Cold water lapped black and silent against stone walls slick with moss. Moored at the small jetty was the boat Mímir had kept ready for this very night—a sleek, low craft of dark wood, its prow carved into the shape of a raven’s head.

I step aboard first, steady despite the gentle rock of the hull, and extend my hand.

“Come, child. The tide waits for no one, and neither does he.”

Raven takes my hand and climbs in. The boat dips slightly under her weight. I push off with the pole, guiding us into the narrow channel that tunnels beneath the cliffs and out toward the open fjord.

As the castle’s stone ceiling closes overhead, the lantern’s light catches on something etched into the wall. It is Mímir’s last mark—a simple alchemical symbol for transmutation, circled by Isolde’s protective rune.

Raven reaches out, brushing her fingers across it as we glide past.

My voice is barely audible over the soft splash of the water. “He knew this day would come. He made certain we would have a way out.”

Raven nods. “And a way forward.”

The canal darkens ahead; the lantern’s glow shrinks to a single point of defiance against the night. Behind us, the castle door clangs shut on its own, sealing the past.

Ahead lay only the sea, the storm, and the dragons waiting in Drekkaheimr.

I settle the pole and take up the oars. Raven sits opposite me, clenching her hands in her lap. I can feel the Sin Stone shard pulsing like a second heartbeat against my skin.

Together, without another word, we rowed into the dark. One glance back reveals Varg’s silhouette on the cliffs. Our shadowy pursuer is behind us, but we are not safe. Up ahead are draugr wards that we must pass through before we will arrive at the sea cave’s entrance.
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Chapter Two
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Raven

My heart has not stopped pounding since my stepmother’s screams woke me. When she told me to pack a bag, I knew.

Varg had come to avenge his grandfather’s death. Again.

The eeriness of the castle at night had even more weight tonight as we made our way through the cold, dank halls. As we descend the old stone back staircase, I know where we are going. 

My throat tightened. I had played in this place as a child, pretending it was a dragon’s lair. Now it felt like a grave. A grave where the memories of my old life will be buried.

Some of those memories I am all too happy to lay to rest. In the days after Mother died, I watched my father mill around haplessly, the light in his eyes all but gone. Like a piece of him had died alongside her. I knew he blamed himself for her death. Had he not been trying to replicate my blood, Skeldir would never have returned.

But the shaman wanted revenge himself. Revenge against the dragons who had foiled his plans acquiring the sin stone before. Father’s experiments only increased the value; they were not the cause of Skeldir’s retaliation.

No, that blame lies with the dragons.

I remember the night I sat by the central hearth in Drekkaheimr’s great hall, the firelight dancing across the faces of the seven dragons that had gathered around me.

My father told me the story. A story to justify his mission, pieced together from what he learned in Skeldir’s own grimoire and what the dragons shared with him the night my mother died.

***
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A THOUSAND YEARS AGO, during the age when Viking longships still raided these coasts, there lived a troll shaman named Skeldir the Seidmann. He was ancient even then, with skin like weathered granite, eyes the color of glacier melt. His people were dying—sunlight turning more of them to stone each season, their magic fading. In desperation, Skeldir forged the Sin Stone: a black heart of obsidian and troll blood meant to amplify their worst flaws into unstoppable power. Pride to lead, wrath to fight, greed to hoard what little they had left.

But power like that draws predators.

The seven were not yet dragons. They were warriors—human brothers-in-arms, the finest shield wall the northern clans had ever seen. My ancestors, guardians of the Magdalene bloodline, had forged an uneasy alliance with your jarl. When rumors reached the warriors of a troll horde massing in the hidden valleys of Lofoten, preparing to sweep down and claim the fjords for their dying kind, the warriors marched.

They found Skeldir in his cavern stronghold, deep beneath the Drekkaheimr mountain. He stood at an altar of petrified ancestors, the Sin Stone already glowing in his hands, welcoming them—not with fear, but with arrogance. He believed the stone would make his people invincible.

The battle was brutal. Trolls fell, but so did many humans. In the end, only the seven brothers-in-arms reached Skeldir himself.

Draak struck first. His blade took his left arm at the shoulder.  

Raav’s axe split his guard and opened his side.  

Kyyl and Koll fought back-to-back, driving him toward the altar.  

Raab harried his flanks, turning his envy against him.  

Bork shattered the stone wards he tried to raise.  

Bluu slipped through the shadows and cut the runes powering his magic.

Together, they forced him to his knees.

Skeldir did not beg. He laughed—wet, terrible—and slammed the Sin Stone into his own chest. The curse poured out of him like black fire, latching onto the seven warriors. The ones who had dared to defy him. Pride, wrath, lust, greed, envy, gluttony, sloth  — each flaw they embody was magnified a thousandfold, twisting flesh into scale and wing.

He thought he had won. He thought they would tear each other apart in their new forms and leave his people unchallenged.

But he did not count on my ancestor—a woman of the Magdalene line—who arrived moments too late to stop the curse, yet soon enough to blunt its killing edge. She spilled her own blood over the stone’s cracks, binding the dragons to their lair and keeping the worst of the petrification at bay. A mercy—and a leash.

Skeldir’s body crumbled to dust that day. But his soul clung to the Sin Stone, waiting, hating.

They never truly killed him. They only scattered him.

And three years ago, my father tried to finish it for good.

“He almost did.”

The raven-prowed boat burst from the underground canal into the open fjord like a secret finally told. The waves crash against the boat as if the sea itself remembers that night, when the storm hits us immediately. Wind screams across the black water, and waves rear up like living things before us. Lofoten’s jagged peaks loom on every side, teeth of stone gnashing at the sky.

Thunder drowned my voice out, rolling like an old troll’s dying laugh.

***
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ELOWEN GRIPS THE OARS, her face calm as carved elm. “Hold steady, Raven. We are entering their domain now.”

I braced against the gunwale, salt spray stinging my eyes. “The draugar?”

Elowen nods. “The restless dead of these waters. Fishermen lost to the sea, sailors dragged down by cruel currents. In the old tales, they rise as omens—or executioners. Headless, seaweed-crowned, sailing half-boats crewed by bones. They guard what lies beyond the mortal veil... and Drekkaheimr sits deep within it.”

A low moan rolls across the waves—not wind, but something older. The sea is unnaturally still for a heartbeat, then erupts.

They come from the starboard side first. A pale light beneath the surface, like corpse-candles, leading the way. Then shapes break the water. Tall figures in rotting oilskins, their faces hidden by tangled kelp where heads should be. One drags a broken mast like a spear. Another hauls itself half into a spectral skiff that lists impossibly, half-submerged yet sailing.

The nearest draug turns toward our boat. Even without eyes, I can feel its gaze. The air filled with the creak of frozen rigging and the wet slap of drowned flesh.

My heart hammers. “They’re coming closer.”

“They always do,” Elowen says. She releases one oar and draws a cracked silver mirror from her cloak. Moonlight caught on its tarnished frame. “But they were bound long ago—to bar outsiders, yet yield to the blood they cannot touch.”

She grabs my hand and pricks my finger with a needle. One drop of my blood drips onto a small linen square. Elowen holds the mirror aloft with the cloth touching the glass.

Her mirror flares with soft white light, Magdalene’s grace made visible.

The draugar halt. The nearest one reaches out a barnacled hand, fingers inches from the hull... then recoils as though it burns. A hiss rises from the water, like steam on an iron. One by one, the spectral figures sink back, their lights winking out beneath the waves. The half-boat drifts aside, clearing a path through the churning sea.

Ahead, a parting mist reveals a sheer cliff face that rises straight from the water. At its base, half-concealed by the crashing surf, yawns a dark arch. It is a sea cave mouth framed by jagged rock teeth.

Elowen rows forward into the narrowing channel. The draugar’s moans fade behind us; the roar of waves echoes inside the cave, replacing them.

“They let us pass,” I whisper, half in awe.

“They remember the old bargain,” Elowen answered. “The Grail blood spared the dragons from worse than death. In turn, the restless dead were chained here. They must guard the guilty, but never harm the innocent who carry that blood.”

The boat slips into the shadows as the cave swallows us.

Warm air breathes out from the depths, carrying the faint scent of smoke and ancient fire.

We crossed the ward.

Drekkaheimr waits within.
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Chapter Three
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Raven

The boat scrapes against stone as Elowen guides it into the vast inner cavern. Geothermal vents breathe warm, sulfur-tinged air, and the low ceiling opens into a soaring cathedral of rock lit by veins of molten orange deep in the walls. Drekkaheimr’s heart.

A wide stone quay stretches before us, carved with faded runes. Seven figures wait in the shadows beyond. Tall, broad-shouldered figures, their wings half-furled like cloaks of living scale. Their eyes catch the light: gold, crimson, storm-gray, emerald, onyx.

Draak steps forward first.

In human form, he was immense. His golden hair is bound in warrior braids; his bare chest is marked with ancient scars and faint Draconic ridges. The Sin Stone shard hangs at his throat on a leather cord, pulsing faintly. Pride radiates from him like heat from a forge.

He does not bow. He does not speak welcome.

“You should not have come,” he says, his voice low and rough as grinding basalt. “The world outside has forgotten us. We prefer it that way.”

The others move closer, a silent wall of resistance.

Raav’s fists clench, his knuckles crack like distant thunder.  

Bluu leans against a pillar, arms folded, with an expression unreadable but heavy with centuries of apathy.  

Kyyl and Koll exchanged a seductive and calculating glance.  

Raab’s lip curls in something close to envy.  

Bork’s stomach rumbles audibly, as though even hunger protests the intrusion.

I can feel the weight of their stares, the ancient wariness. These
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