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      Cursed to never be loved; fated to never be alone …

      Cursed cupid Tamuel has been told he will never love or be loved, a fate to which he’s long been resigned. Yet from the moment he meets powerful trainee witch Korinna Soteira at the Amazonian and Gargarean training camp, he knows this to be a lie – he loves Korinna like he’s loved nothing and no-one in his life. But his curse is right in one respect: he may be able to love, but he can never be loved. Korinna will only ever be his friend, a fact he has spent the last twenty years coming to terms with.

      However, malignant forces are stirring in the darkest reaches of the Realms. They have plans to use Korinna and her unusual powers – plans that can only be thwarted by the cursed cupid and an impossible love. Yet breaking Tamuel’s curse now could release a force too ancient to destroy – and thus destroy any future.

      What if the only way to survive the present is to place the future in peril?

      

      Fractured Curse is a prequel novella to my popular Gods Cursed Series centring on unknown history between two of readers’ favourite characters from the series. It takes place 2000 years before the events in Love Cursed and can be read as an introduction into the world or at any time during the reading of the series.

      It’s exclusive to my newsletter subscribers, so to get your copy, just click the link below, fill in your details and it will be winging its way to you along with other free reads, deals and bookish info.
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      Paul Collins screamed.

      He’d opened his mouth to laugh at his friend’s joke, but instead, the scream flew out of his mouth. Not a yell, not a shout. A scream.

      He tried to shut his mouth, but the sound continued. It went on and on, a high-pitched wailing noise that would shatter his guards’ sensitive eardrums if he didn’t stop it soon. But there was no stopping this noise. It kept coming, growing and growing until there was nothing but the scream.

      He was no longer Paul Collins, warlock, seer, son of the too-weak Pack Witch, Morrigan Collins, and Pack McVale’s singular hope for the future.

      He was the scream.

      A scream that echoed down through the vast channels of power that came to him from somewhere in the future, making him its bitch. Mortifying. Horrifying. Bringing him low until he was this … this miserable destroyer of hope and love.

      He glanced around as the scream continued. His guard—those who were supposed to be his friends—were down on the ground around him, their eardrums blown out, blood streaming from ears, nose, eyes and mouth. He wanted to help them, but he couldn’t move. Could only kneel in the dirt where he’d fallen, his mouth open, the unearthly scream flying out to fill the sky and earth around him.

      Leaves trembled in the eucalypts overhead.

      The moon turned blood red.

      The sky turned purple.

      Warlock lightning—blue, green, orange, purple and a never before seen red—flashed all around him.

      Purple wings in the sky, shrouding everything, hung over a pile of bodies—Were, witches, warlocks, humans.

      And beyond, a terrible, oily darkness spread to cover it all.

      They were dead. They were all dead. And he could do nothing to stop it.

      No! No! Goddess, no!

      He wanted to die. He wanted to die.

      ‘Paul!"

      Something touched his arm—a hand, soft and cool on his heated skin, fingers curling firmly, but not painfully. He stared down at it.

      His name came again. ‘Paul.’ Such a sweet sound. Like a siren’s call, it pulled him back, pulled him away from the black thoughts that crowded his mind. ‘Paul? Are you okay?’

      He blinked and her face swam in front of his eyes.

      Ivy.

      Panic speared through him as he took her in, standing there in her oversized fluoro t-shirt, big hoop earrings swinging against her neck and big eyes staring up at him in worry. She looked so fresh, so innocent, so unaffected and yet … ‘No. No. Go away. The scream. It will hurt you. Kill you. Just like it did all of them.’

      She frowned her confusion as he gestured to the bodies of his guard lying on the ground.

      Except, there were no bodies. His guard were staring at him as if he was crazy.

      He was crazy.

      And she’d seen it. Again. Every bloody horrible moment of his crazy. As crazy as his crazy mum.

      ‘Fuck.’

      ‘Paul.’

      ‘Leave me alone.’

      He shoved her hand away, her caring, her concern, and took off, away from their stares, their uncomfortable laughter and their attempts to make him feel better that would inevitably follow.

      Not that Jackson and Luke and Stellan—the Were who’d been blood-bonded to him at his birth—would laugh at him like the others might. They were more used to his crazy and would fight to the death for him if he asked. They’d even fight their other pack mates to stop them from smothering their one remaining Pack Warlock with their concern. It was their job. Not that he’d ask them to ever do that.

      Aunt Iris—more mother than aunt—had always taught him not to cause a fight within the pack. The Were could be hot blooded and formed cliques within the pack that were strong in a way witches and warlocks could not understand.

      It was this that made them follow him now even though he’d made it clear he didn’t want their company. He shoved up his defences against the pack bond so they couldn’t track him through it and shoved all of his power into the one thought of escape.

      Now.

      The world swirled around him and for a sickening couple of seconds he was spinning through the void before he secured his intent and folded the void to his bidding. A tear opened and he stepped out onto a patch of soft, long grass where he collapsed, exhausted, miles away from where he’d just been.

      He stared up at the sun, the long grass waving above him, silence all around except for one long, lonely howl that echoed in the distance.

      Ivy. He’d hurt her. He hadn’t meant to hurt her, but truthfully, it was for the best. She didn’t want to get involved with someone as weak as he.

      

      Ivy stared at the place Paul had been, her hair blowing forward across her face in the little suck of wind he created with his transportation spell.

      She rubbed her chest. Her wolf howled out loud at the ache—an ache that was growing every day. An ache that was partially hers but mostly his.

      Why had he run from her? She knew he was embarrassed to be caught so lost to a vision, but she could help him. She knew she could. And yet, he wouldn’t let anyone help let alone her.

      It wasn’t right. He was so lonely. So apart. Hurting. The maternal side of her—the wolf side of her—couldn’t stand the pain emanating from him all the time. It had been growing steadily, but recently, it had got so much worse.

      She had thought it was because of the visions he saw—so often of deaths and disasters to be averted, rarely anything happy or good. That would be enough to suck even the brightest of souls into a dark vortex.

      But Paul’s soul was still bright. So bright it blinded her the first time she saw it when she was still a pup and he a five-year-old boy coddled and kept apart from the pack except for those who were set to be his guards. She had felt drawn to him in a way her three-year-old mind could not understand. She’d never seen anyone like him. He glowed—white and blue and orange. And when his gaze had met hers as he glanced around over Pack Witch Iris’s shoulder, he’d smiled and waved at her and she’d felt like the sun and moon had come out all at once. Bathed in the embrace of their light, it soothed and settled her more than she’d ever felt before, even with her mother and the other maternal wolves.

      She hadn’t known then what she knew now.

      Paul was her mate.

      Except, he barely knew she was alive. If he saw her at all, it was as the sister of one of his guard. Stellan, the big doofus, had spent so many years painting his little sister as a giant pain in his arse that Paul no doubt thought of her as the same. No, scratch that. She knew he did think of her as a pain in the arse. Look at the way he’d once again pushed her away and then left her behind.

      Footsteps padded up behind her, reminding her she wasn’t the only one Paul had left behind. She turned to look over her shoulder at Luke—their next Alpha if she was reading the signs correctly—Stellan and Jackson as they stared in frustration at the empty spot where Paul had just been.

      ‘Man, I hate it when he does that.’ Stellan kicked the ground. ‘We’re going to get in so much trouble.’

      ‘Yeah,’ Jackson snorted. ‘Iris is going to be so pissed.’

      ‘Forget Iris. My dad is going to rake us over the coals for not staying on his tail this time.’ Luke blanched as he swayed on his feet and rubbed the back of his head. ‘My ears are still ringing from the last blasting.’

      Ivy spun around to glare at the three of them. They looked like they’d been cut out of the same magazine with their stone-washed denim, their jacket sleeves pushed up, constantly checking their frosted floppy hair a-la Duran Duran. It was late summer for Goddess’s sake. Way too hot for denim and jackets. Pretentious gits. How could Paul be such good friends with them all? He was so opposite to them in every way. Kind and good and … natural. Like the guy from the Last Starfighter movie she’d seen last week with Siobhan. He was cute. These guys were idiots. Especially her big brother.

      ‘Why are you glaring at us like that, Ivy?’ Stellan asked, flicking her hoop earring.

      She batted his hand away. ‘You are all unbelievable.’

      ‘What? What did we do?’ Stellan asked, stepping back, hands up. ‘He’s the one that ran away.’

      ‘You should have stopped him,’ she said, stamping her foot even though it made her look a petulant teenager. She was only a few years away from her majority, having left her teenage years behind last year.

      ‘From transporting? How do you suggest we stop that? None of us has powers. Short of grabbing him before he left and knocking him unconscious, there was nothing we could do,’ Luke said.

      She glared at him, his reasoning making her even more furious with them. ‘It’s always down to violence with you lot, isn’t it? What about talking to him? What about asking him what’s wrong? What about not standing around staring like a bunch of shocked idiots when he has a vision and making him feel like he’s a crazy loner creep.’

      All three males blinked at her.

      ‘But, we’re not here to help him with his visions or talk to him about them. That’s for Iris and Dad to do,’ Luke finally said.

      ‘Yeah. We’re just his guard,’ her brother added.

      ‘And his friends,’ she said, stepping forward and poking him in the chest. ‘You’re supposed to see a cry for help when it smacks you in the face and then backhands you across the head. He. Needed. You. To. Be. His. Friends. Today.’ Punctuated with a finger jab in each of their too big puffed up muscly chests. Her finger hurt—Luke’s chest was hard—but she didn’t care, Goddess damn it.

      A shit-eating smile plastered itself over her brother’s idiot face. ‘Is that what you were doing, Poison Ivy?’

      Agh! She hated that name. But rather than letting him see how much his calling her that pissed her off, she put her hands on her hips and said, ‘Yes. Because I’m a nice person who is concerned about our only Pack Warlock. I want to make his life easier, not harder, you morons. Maybe you should think of giving that a try.’

      ‘But …’ Jackson said. ‘We didn’t do anything.’

      ‘No, you didn’t. And that’s the problem.’

      Jackson got a look on his face that made her want to slap him. ‘I think your sister is sweet on the warlock, Stellan.’

      ‘I think she is too, Jackson. Poison Ivy and the warlock sitting in a tree⁠—’

      The slap rang out in the air before she even knew she’d moved her hand. She stared at the imprint of her fingers on her brother’s face, the shocked expression replaced by one of confused hurt that made her feel like an absolute dick. But then the expression morphed into one of embarrassed anger.

      ‘What the fuck, Ivy,’ he said, touching his cheek. ‘How am I supposed to explain this to the parental units?’

      Despite the fact he could be a know-it-all twenty-five-year-old git, she knew her brother wouldn’t rat her out, even though he was embarrassed she’d smacked him one in front of his friends. She huffed out a laugh. ‘As if. Besides, you deserved it.’

      ‘Why? Because I sang a stupid ditty?’

      ‘Yes. It’s disrespectful to our Pack Warlock. Mum and Dad will tell you so and you’ll be in more trouble than I would for hitting you.’

      ‘I was just having a bit of fun.’

      She glared at him. Fun to him, cruel to her. Not that he knew the full reason why. Not that he or anyone else could ever know the full reason why.

      They’d tell her she must be wrong. They’d make sure she never let her wolf reach out to Paul and make the mating connection. They had plans for him. Plans that didn’t include him mating with some maternal female. Years ago, she’d heard Iris and David—their Alpha—laying out their plans one night around the fire after they thought everyone else had gone to bed. But now it was no longer a secret. Everyone knew. They needed new witch blood to restart their coven. Iris and David had organised for Paul to meet various witches from other packs they were aligned with. There was talk that one of the Pack McClune witches was proving to be in the running for the binding. Powerful and talented, she was just the right choice to strengthen their pack and re-invigorate their strangely dwindling coven.

      Her wolf growled at the thought of Paul loving someone else.

      There’s nothing we can do, she whispered to her wolf inside her mind. It’s for the good of the pack.

      She rubbed at her chest again, the ache throbbing anew even as her wolf subsided, knowing she was right.

      She’d have to leave when Paul handfasted with the McClune witch. She couldn’t stay around and watch the man who was meant to be her mate bond with someone else. Which he could do. A mating didn’t work for the magical and humans in the same way it did for the Were. They got to meet and date and fall in love and choose each other. He was not bound to her unless she pulled on those strings. But she had no right to pull on those strings.

      For the good of the pack, she had to leave him alone.

      Stellan, tossing his floppy fringe off his brow in that affected way that usually made her want to snort-laugh, was now complaining about what lie to tell everyone about the slap mark on his cheek. Rather than giving in to her maternal wolf’s need to make him feel better, she let her pain have free rein and snapped, ‘I don’t know, Stellan. Maybe you should tell them Mary-Louisa didn’t like the way you fondled her breasts. She hates the way you pinch her nipples, you know.’

      And on the sound of a gasp and a burst of laughter from Luke and Jackson, she took off. She knew she’d be even faster if she pulled her change around her and gave in to her wolf’s need to run free, but if Paul needed her to pull him out of a vision, he wouldn’t be happy about it if she had no clothes on. Having lived with the pack all his life, she would have thought he’d be used to the casual nudity of the Were when they changed from wolf to their human form. But he always ran the other way when she made the change when he was around.

      Her wolf scratched at her mind, understanding why she couldn’t let it out to make the run, but offering a bit more of itself so she could run faster. She let her wolf slip its energy into her muscles a little more and picked up speed. One of the fastest runners in their pack, the only one who could catch her would be Luke, but he was still too busy laughing his arse off at her brother’s shock and embarrassment.

      Served him right.

      Served them all right if they got in trouble for letting Paul go off like that.

      Well, if they weren’t going to look for him, she would. She might not be able to bond to him, but she could take care of him in the way her maternal side demanded. She would find him and make sure he was okay, even if she had to do so from afar.

      She could still feel the ache of him inside her, pulling at her, showing her the way. Except, the ache had changed, had become desperate.

      She ran faster. She had to get to him before the desperation pulled him even further into his dark funk. She wasn’t sure what she could do for him, but she could make it so he didn’t feel so alone. At least she could do that.
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      Aunt Iris would be truly angry he’d used his power to transport himself like that. ‘Such a use of power was only to be used in extremis.’ Her words said to him on his eighteenth birthday as she’d taught him the spell that could save his life if anyone ever came after him.

      Why they’d come after him, he had no idea. He was Pack McVale’s last Pack Warlock and his aunt the last Pack Witch now his mother was dead, but when he married a witch from another coven as she and their Alpha planned, and had all the babies they’d plotted for, that fact wouldn’t matter. Not that it mattered now. Nobody knew about the Were and their covens, and no other Were would come after him. The Were revered the witches and warlocks, even from rival packs.

      They were all being ridiculously cautious. And if anyone would know, it was him. In all the years he’d been having visions, he’d seen no sign that anything was coming for him. Only the nightmare images of the future that made his life hell because he was somehow responsible for trying to figure out a way to avoid them.

      Goddess, his head ached. Perhaps he shouldn’t have transported straight after a vision. It was too late to worry about it now. He was here and glad of it. At least here nobody would be nagging at him to tell them about what he’d seen and make him go back in to try to figure it all out so they could change it.

      He took a deep breath and let his gaze wander across the view. There was a reason this was his favourite spot to come to when he was stressed and uncertain. It was one of the best views to be had at Pack McVale’s Red Hill base. Plus, nobody else ever came here.

      This hill—his hill—rose above the undulating land of the grass and tree-covered hills, giving him a glimpse of the beach in the distance and the shining glimmer of blue water that spread out from the Peninsula to Tasmania. This part of packlands was given over to grazing cows and sheep, the vineyards and orchards on the inland side, and as a result was quieter and he could pretend he was on an island by himself, far from the hustle and bustle of pack life and the expectations placed on him.

      But today, as he glanced around, as he breathed in the faint scent of salt and sun-warmed grass, the calm he needed seemed too far away.

      He dropped his head into his hands and fought the need to cry. He couldn’t go back yet. He couldn’t go back into that vision like his aunt would require him to. He never wanted to see it again let alone furrow around in its dark depths trying to figure it out.

      Hell. He wasn’t strong enough to carry everything the pack needed him to. He had no idea how he’d gotten away with them not noticing this serious flaw in their lone warlock. But they had to start seeing the cracks sometime soon. It was inevitable. And when they did, disaster would follow. Because how could he expect any witch from another pack, even a kind and thoughtful one like Mariella from the McClune Coven, to handfast with him and help rebuild their coven and the strength of their pack?

      He would end up being as much of a disappointment as his mother.

      He swallowed hard and looked up, staring at the water in the bay. Usually its sparkle and endless undulation made him feel better. Today, it did nothing but make him thirsty.

      He wished he’d thought to bring a bottle of water. He could conjure one, but he really had used up too much of his powers already and he’d get even more of a tongue-lashing if he completely drained himself of power.

      He could always tap into the pack bond to top up. But then Aunt Iris would know and come looking for him and he wasn’t up for one of her lectures. Especially given she would be even more angry that he’d tried to take power from the pack bond without asking permission to do so. ‘There are consequences for everything we do. Taking power is an exchange, an agreement with the Goddess and the universe to allow us to change things from what is expected to what is not. There is punishment for taking that which we have not sought permission to use.’

      He’d heard that over and over again in his twenty-two years. What he wanted to ask her was if permission was so important, then why had nobody ever sought his permission to thrust these visions in his head? It was one big cosmic suck for him. Or he was one big cosmic sucker.

      Maybe he should run away like his mother had. She’d taken off when she was eighteen and he was four years older than that now. A year shy of his ‘wolf majority’ when he would be pulled into the pack hierarchy and included in all important discussions about his life.

      He’d been holding onto reaching that all important age for years, but right now, it seemed an eternity away. He wasn’t sure how much more he could take of this.

      He scrubbed at his face with the heel of his hand and sighing loudly, flopped back onto the soft grass behind him. It would all be far more bearable if he had happy visions as well as the dark ones. Or at least more visions he could do something about. Maybe then, he would be able to deal. Maybe he would be able to breathe. Maybe then he wouldn’t feel so weak. So useless. So hopeless.

      A breeze tickled through the
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