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To Lori

For everything you do.

You know you’re in love when you can’t fall asleep because reality is finally better than your dreams.
―Dr. Seuss
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Welcome to the world of Supernatural Wars. The first thing you will realize is that my supernaturals aren’t your typical Werewolves, Vampires, Witches, and others.

This section is designed to give you the basics for my Supes as well as a brief history of my world for those who haven’t read Book of Souls or Harvester of Souls. You can enjoy this book without having read either of those two, but I thought a quick recap of the events from those books helped me in creating this world.

Fate’s Shadow takes place roughly twenty to twenty-five years after the events of Harvester of Souls with a new main characters that I really enjoyed writing about.

In the epilogue from Harvester of Souls, the leaders of the Shifters, Vampires, and Witches made the decision to come out to the Human population. This event is called the Emergence. Not all the Supernatural Community agreed with this most prominently among the dissenters are the Vampire Elders of Europe. They had been running things from behind the scenes for centuries, and this event upset their neat little worlds.

Many of the Human governments also weren’t keen on this new development and quickly set about creating or changing existing laws to protect the humans from the monsters. 

Nothing was more apparent when the several governments reenacted anti-witch laws in Europe and North America. Witch circles who had spent the better part of the last four hundred years hiding and preparing in the event of a second inquisition or witch trials were more than ready.

The Witch families of Salem, Massachusetts along with the assistance from the local shifter community took control of Salem and declared it a Safe Haven for all Supernaturals.

Several other locations around the world that large supernatural populations follow suit.

Tensions relaxed after a few years when the Humans realized that for the most part, the Supes were not any different than they were. Supernaturals had mortgages, jobs, and children to raise not any different than the same challenges that Human families faced.

The next bombshell was dropped about ten years later when the collection of races known as the Fae made their presence known. This was more of a shock to the world due in large part that most of the Fae did not look human, trolls, ogres, faeries, elves, etc. For their part, most of the Fae wore glamours that made them appear human.

Civilization made dramatic jumps in technology and use of magic with the Emergence of the Fae. Gnomes seemed to have an innate ability to mix tech with magic which was a benefit to Witches and other magic-wielding species because now they no longer need massive dusty old tomes to hold all their knowledge when they could use a tablet. The Elves helped in the fields of medicine due to their experience and lore of healing plants and magic made them as famous as doctors, and many often went into the medical field.

The world was not without its problems either. There were several conflicts between the races that popped up around the globe whenever one group or species thought they were superior to another.

The biggest threat to this fragile peace has been The Brotherhood a recently created arm of the Catholic Church that is a mixture of the Order of the Inquisition and the Templar Knights. They preach purity of humans while employing their own Mystics, and those with Psychic abilities to help them combat what they call the Forces of the Devil. Due to their association with the Catholic Church Italy has become a Human only country as has several parts of Central and South America forcing many of the Supernaturals in those parts of the world to move into seclusion in Central and South America or leaving centuries-long strongholds in Italy.

Several countries and parts of others have become open havens to all and do not allow Brotherhood agents inside their borders or in their cities. In the locations that they are welcomed, they have established Commanderies or strongholds modeled after the Templar Commanderies of old. It is from these locations that the Brotherhood sends out their agents to conduct their operations against the monsters as they call them.
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THAT BRINGS YOU UP to date. Now for an explanation on how I view my Supernatural beings.

This book deals with various supernatural races. I believe that most of you have read a book or two about vampires, werewolves, witches, angels and other monsters who go bump in the night. 

With that being said, in my world Weres and Shifters are one and the same. So, you will notice that I use those terms interchangeably. Were’s in my world only change into their animal form and human. Albeit they tend to be about 50% larger than their natural cousins in the wild. 

Vampires in my world aren’t your typical bloodsuckers from beyond the grave. They can go out in sunlight and suffer no effects other than they are nocturnal in nature. Meaning that the sun will make most young vampires comatose during the daylight hours. Older ones can shake off the effects and go about in the daytime.

Witches are a whole species of humans who just developed genetically different than the rest of humanity. This genetic difference allows them to alter reality, control energy, command the elements, summon entities from beyond our dimension and cast what you would call spells. Just pick up any RPG players guide and look up spells and yep you guessed it they can cast just about anything that their imagination can think of. While this would make them extremely powerful and you’re right, they are, but they are also just as breakable and squishy as the average human.

Angels in my world are not the halos and light that you think of when looking at the various religious works of art. Think Old Testament fire and brimstone warriors of heaven type. They have a purpose, and that is to hunt down the Fallen and other beings that come into our dimension. Most of the regular world will never know that they’ve had contact with one.

Finally, that brings us to the Fae races. The Fae make up the various peoples out of every fantasy setting to include but by no means limited to the following, Elves, Dwarves, Gnomes, Faeries, Sprites, Brownies, Orcs, Ogres, Trolls, etc....

I know a lot of people have some preconceived ideas about the various supernatural races. I’m hoping that this clears it up for you.

One final thing you will notice that there are two beings from different religious belief systems that are mentioned or appear in the story. They may not fit your idea or what you have read about them as I have found through research many differing of opinions on these two individuals. Just like with the different races I have my own idea and take on them.
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It was a typical seventeen soon to be eighteen-year old’s room, furnished with a twin bed, small desk, and bookcase. The standard assortment of posters featuring rock bands and scantily clad models adorned the walls.

Any similarities with an average teenager ended there. If you looked carefully at the books that were nestled neatly between books by Tolkien, Brooks, Grayce, Kay, and Grinsley sat several different grimoires. His desk had the typical laptop, but it was also home to several candles, in various stages of use, plus a massive ancient looking leather-bound tome that bore the name History of Celtic Witchcraft.

The quiet was broken by the obnoxious sound of an alarm clock blaring. A groan and movement of an arm from under the covers turned the alarm off.

The quiet lasted about ten minutes before a female voice yelled, “Caleb! You don’t want to be late for your first day of school, do you?”

“I’m getting up, Mom,” a male voice replied before throwing off the covers to reveal a young man on the verge of adulthood. He had the lean athletic frame of a distance runner with short sandy brown hair.

The young man got out of bed and made his way into the bathroom, with a snap of the light switch showed a handsome babyface with blue-grey eyes and the hint of facial hair staring back from the mirror.

Turning his head from one side to the other inspecting his facial hair or the lack thereof, “Do I shave or not?” He asked himself as he turned on the sink faucet.

Twenty minutes later Caleb emerged from the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist and using another towel to dry off his hair. Opening his closet, Caleb pulled out a pair of new jeans and a long sleeve tee with an image of Sauron’s burning eye on the front and the phrase Team Mordor on the back.

Caleb appeared in the kitchen with a bookbag hanging off one shoulder, “Good morning.”

A woman with dark brown hair turned and smiled at him, “You’re up and dressed. Are you ready to begin your Senior year? I can’t believe that it’s been almost eighteen years since you came to us.” She walked over and kissed Caleb on the cheek making him blush.

“Mom!” He exclaimed, “What if she shows up? I’m almost eighteen.” Concerned creased his features as he sat down at the breakfast bar.

“That’s something that you’re going to have to figure out for yourself. I never agreed with your mother and what her intentions for you were.” She paused, while placing a plate with eggs, and sausage down in front of him, “Morrigan only asked that I raise you and teach you our Craft...”

Caleb looked at his adopted mom with a thoughtful expression and took her hand, “You were the person who raised me. You are my mother for all intents and purposes. She wanted someone who she could mold to her designs.” He paused before a wicked grin split into a smile, “I think she might end up with something more than she intended.”

His mom wrapped her arms around him, “Just be careful; there are others besides your mother out there that would love to get their hands on you.”

Caleb gave her a curious look before enlightenment dawned in his eyes, “You mean like the Brotherhood and other Fallen, like my father?”

She kissed him again on the head before she began to clean up the kitchen, “Yes, them but also other Circles. If Morrigan shows up on your birthday and the other Witch families figure out who your parents are then your life as a lowly male Witch will end.”

Caleb finished his breakfast and prepared to leave, “Well then, no pressure. Wish me luck on the first day of my Senior year.”

His mom laughed at him, “You’ll be fine, I have been preparing you for this moment since the day Morrigan dropped you off. I want you to be more alert is all.”
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KIERA STOOD STARING at herself in the mirror of the barracks bathroom located at the East Coast Commanderie for the Brotherhood. “Fecking high school. Why me?” She asked out loud to no one in particular.

“Because you’re the only one who looks young enough to pass for a high school Senior, and you’re nineteen.” The newcomer answered her.

Kiera turned and smiled at her best friend Veronica, “You’re just jealous that you’re not going to be able to play with all the horny eighteen-year-old males that would end up following you around like puppies.”

Veronica did turn and examine her tanned athletic curves that her baby blue sleep shorts and mid-drift top that barely contained her six-pack abs. She twirled a strand of her blond locks in one hand and pulled her pouty bottom lip with her other, “Who me?” She said as she blinked slowly.

Kiera busted out laughing causing her friend to join her, “It’s just I always hated being the new kid back when I was in high school.”

“Yeah but look at this way. It’s a whole lot better than staying here doing drills and other kinds of exercises,” Veronica feigned boredom. “Besides, you’re going to that High School in Salem the one made up of mostly Witches. You might learn something new to add to your repertoire.”

“True,” Kiera replied as she looked at her watch. “Dammit, I’ve got to go, or I’ll be late for my first day back in high school.” Returning to her room, she picked up a digital camo bookbag then made her way to the Commandries’ garage where she found her motorcycle waiting for her.

After firing up the engine, Kiera put on her helmet and raced out of the motor pool and towards the highway.

Twenty minutes later, Kiera pulled into the school parking lot and made her way over to the motorcycle parking area. There were your typical brand names parked there, Harley Davidson, Indian, Victory, Suzuki, etc. After parking her Ducati next to a sweet looking Kawasaki Ninja, Kiera followed the other students that were either getting off buses or dropped off by their parents into the auditorium.

Once inside the auditorium, Kiera made her way over to the line that had the sign Seniors above a table. Rolling her eyes and mumbling a feck me she joined the line where a group of girls, all dressed in various types of clothes, everything from goth, to gypsy, to preppy eyed her curiously. Kiera looked down at her clothes; she had decided to be practical, wearing black jeans, motorcycle boots, hunter green tank, and her leather riding jacket. “I’m going to kill someone,” She said under her breath.

“As long as it’s not me. I’ve been waiting too long get out of high school, and dying isn’t how I planned to do it.” A male voice said behind her.

Turning Kiera took in the young man who had overheard her comment. He had sandy brown hair, blue-grey eyes, and was wearing blue jeans and a long sleeve tee with the Eye of Sauron adorning the front. Tall a little over six foot with the slim build of a runner. He gave her a lopsided smile, he reached out, “I’m Caleb. You must be new here; I wouldn’t worry about them.” He said indicating the group of girls in front of us, “They tend to think that since we’re at a school for Witches that they should dress like the stereotypes depict.”

She returned his smile and took his hand, “Kiera and why not follow the stereotypes?”

Caleb looked thoughtful for a moment before he responded, “For the most part we’re all Witches. We already have enough people who fear us for what we can do. No need to put a bullseye on your back and advertise you’re one of the freaks.”

“Cynical much?” Kiera asked with a grin.

Caleb chuckled, “Sorry, but I’ve been dealing with them for going on four years now. I want to finish this year and get as far away from Salem as possible.”

She smirked, “I understand your sentiment. I hate high school too.” I hated high school the first time; now I’m playing a Senior. All this because her superiors wanted someone inside this school to keep an eye on all the Witches. She thought as she and Caleb slowly made their way to the class registration table.

“Where are you from? Your accent sounds like New England but different.” Caleb asked.

“I get that all the time. South Boston via Ireland, I was born in Dublin, but my parents moved to Boston when I was ten.” Kiera supplied, “What about you? Born and raised here, in Salem that is?”

“Not sure where I was
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