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    For anyone battling your inner demons, this book is for you.
And for all the Beauties who never wanted the prince...
Who wanted the Beast.
So you could unleash your own.
You are seen.
You are heard.
I am you.
~ Charley


    



  	
        
            
            For the first time in a long time, I dream. 
Not of days past but of a future together. 
A future with my beauty. 
There is no white picket fence in this dream. 
No little Lilas running around squealing in delight. 
Just her. 
And I. 

      

    



​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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Warrick

I’m sitting at a cookout with my ex-wife’s best friend, Rho. The woman I thought I’d spend the rest of my life with is in the arms of another man. The divorce has been final for years, but my heart doesn’t care. We spent a lifetime building a legacy that our children will carry forth. We should be enjoying the fruits of our labor. Together. Instead, I had to pick up the pieces of my broken heart. 

So, when Rho suggests we take a little vacation, I welcome the idea. Getting away sounds exactly like what I need.

I know she has an ulterior motive, but right now, watching Scott dance Lyssia, my ex, around the yard, I couldn’t care less. 

“Rome?” Her choice of destination confuses me. I’ve never been outside the country. “Why Rome?”

“I want to visit Campo de’ Fiori. It’s the site of publicized witch burnings dating back to the 14th century. I’d like to pay my respects,” she whispers, her eyes glinting with unshed tears.

I nod at the seriousness of her request. “Then that’s what we will do.”

A wide smile formed. “Really? You’ll take me there?”

I look around, noting everyone laughing and dancing. Their mood does not reflect mine. “Sure. I’ve got nothing keeping me here. We’ll have to book a flight, though. Ryn has the jet on her vacation.”

“Of course!” She squeals, pulling me into a hug, her smoky jasmine scent permeating my senses.

It’s a shame really that her touch and excitement stirs nothing inside me. She’s a beautiful woman. Her ex was an ass, and she deserves someone who’ll love her, but that isn’t me. I’m too broken to love anyone.

Before I know it, she has booked a red-eye to Italy tonight. Even in the dead of night, the sweltering heat persists. A reflection of July. Rho’s sundress beckons men as we make our way through the airport. Perhaps she can find someone worthy of her love on our journey. That would take her focus off me and usher in the happiness she seeks.

I can’t make anyone happy right now. I’m a miserable son of a bitch. Truth is, I have been ever since Lyssia mated with Mitch. I know the Moon Goddess had her reasons, and even though he became my best friend, it still stung. Never had I felt more betrayed than in that moment. Until we found out Scott was Lyssia’s twin flame. That ripped open the wound and gutted me. Mitch, too, though for him it was worse with the mate bond constantly tugging and pulling. He felt all her pain, lust, and love for a man that wasn’t us. A man we had entrusted to keep her safe. A fate that turned into a sardonic twist orchestrated by the Divine.

I shake my head, trying to clear the thoughts that threaten to send me spiraling into a darker mood.

Rho touches me softly. “Try to forget. Let’s just enjoy our time away. It’ll all be here when we get back.”

I blow out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding and force a smile. “You’re right. Let’s enjoy the trip.”

Satisfied with my answer, she beamed. “Well, I’m glad I get to be your first.” She giggles at my raised eyebrow and winks. “First travel buddy to a foreign land,” 

Her joke broke the tension, and we both laughed as we board the plane.

***
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Rho

I can’t believe War agreed to a romantic getaway in Rome. Okay, well, I didn’t exactly frame it that way, but he should know by now how I feel about him. Over the years, I openly joked that if Lyssia ever let him go, I would make him mine. When the opportunity arose, I jumped, but War mourned the divorce like a death, closing himself off to everyone except his kids. And her. He still feels a sense of duty to Lyssia. 

I guess I get it. They built a world together. From adding packlands to children, they created a solid life until she went halfway across the world. 

I know it was a critical time and there were extenuating circumstances, but it left War reeling. I don’t understand the whole wolf mentality. The idea of fate determining your mate, the bond that develops, and the whole mindlinking thing. I don’t need other people in my head. I have enough issues with my own voices. 

Witches have covens, but we choose who we tie to and perform cord-cutting ceremonies if we want to sever that tie. While it’s not unheard of for witches to leave the coven, it becomes more complicated the higher the ranking. Fate only plays a role in giving us the gift. It’s up to us what we do with it. Some choose lightwork, some use dark majik. Others, like Jem, waffle between the two.

I look over at War, wondering if he knows anything. He is clearly grappling with leaving. I need to redirect him and offer him assurance. Laying my hand on his forearm, I pull him out of his daze, reminding him that this isn’t forever and we’ll return soon. I can’t help but hope that it will be as a couple.

I will not waste any time. The flight to Italy is thirteen hours with a layover in London. I checked the flight itinerary and determined that with a five-hour window of time, we should be able to leave the airport long enough to grab a quick bite.

Once boarded, I plotted my romance plan. Finding somewhere to set the mood might be helpful. Spellwork is too risky. Karma never looks fondly on love spells, and I would rather begin our relationship authentically. After all, we’ve been friends since our daughters, Zell and El, were babies. I don’t want to dishonor that friendship or risk losing him in my life.  

Online reviews for top-rated restaurants in the area highlight Harrods. Known for its regal ambiance, it serves my purpose well. The only issue is the proximity to Heathrow Airport. I map the route to cover my bases before I propose the idea to War. As a Beta, his job is strategizing battle plans. In order to convince him, I need to do my homework.

War’s eyes are closed, hands folded at his waist. If I didn’t know him better, I’d think he was asleep. Under his hard-set jaw, I know a wolf simmers, ready to emerge at the first sign of danger.

I shiver. I have seen War in action. It’s captivating and terrifying. The power of a killer under a good-guy façade. Humans who meet him would think he was a do-anything-for-anyone-kinda-nice guy. And he is. Until you cross him.

I smile. His fierceness under the kind exterior is one of the things I love about him. He breathes out a soft snore. Dark circles under his eyes speak to the sleep that has eluded him. I want to lean over and kiss away the exhaustion last year has ground into him. My resolve to make this trip memorable deepens. He deserves this. His loyalty to his family and pack should be rewarded with a relaxing vacation. I intend to make it just that.

Returning to my search, I secure a reservation and a cabbie for transport. The tube has the potential to create timing issues. Customs is always a wild card. It’ll be tight, but I think we can pull it off. We are supernaturals after all.

I turn to War, hoping he’s awake so I can apprise him of my plans. His breathing is shallow, his jaw relaxed, and the tightness around his eyes has softened. I can’t bring myself to wake him. Raising the armrest, I curl up beside him, nestling into his chest and breathing in his spicy aroma as I drift off to sleep.
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Chapter Two
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War

I can’t believe I let her talk me into this. Five hours of planning for a trip to an unknown territory makes it difficult to assess the dangers. Rho acts as if it’s not a remote possibility, despite Mitch being killed in our packlands by a hive of vampires from across the pond. I try to shrug off the unease as we walk into Harrods’ dining hall.

The glow of the golden lights reflects off the crystal stemware. The hostess led us to a table, and I take in the opulence of our surroundings. High ceilings and marble countertops add to my discomfort. I’ve always been a simple man, never caring about the luxuries a life of wealth could afford.

The heat of the evening presses through the Knightsbridge windows, hot and heavy air teeming with the scent of truffle oil and summer sweat. We sat at a corner table for two. I lower myself into the cushioned seat, tense from the change of plans, the long flight, and the shadow of my ex clinging to me like the sweat-soaked shirt on my back.

Rho looks no worse for wear in her blood-red sundress. It outlines her curvaceous body, and her smile catches in the gleam of the chandelier’s soft light. Her hair flowed in tousled waves past her shoulders after the long haul over the Atlantic.

A waiter approaches, and I signal for her to order. I don’t have the mental capacity for it. The past year’s exhaustion has crashed down upon me like stormy waves slamming into the seashore.

“Chef’s choice,” she tells him, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she pushes my boundaries. She knows I’m a creature of habit, but she also knows me well enough to know I won’t object. I don’t want to draw any attention. My wolf is already on edge–a prickling on my skin as his spirit paces in time to my pounding heart. 

“I know what you’re up to,” I warn. 

She feigns surprise as the waiter slides plates of seared scallops onto the table. He opens a bottle of chilled rosé, filling our wine glasses.

“A toast between friends.” 

Her wine glass tilted, beckoning me. I slant my eyes at her shift in approach, but lift my glass, tapping hers.

“To friends,” I agree, the clink of glassware punctuating the hum of well-heeled diners. 

Rho leans forward, her elbow brushing the table’s edge, her smile sharp and knowing. “Can you believe we’ve married off our oldest daughters already? It seems like just yesterday they were playing while we sat on the deck drinking cocktails. Remember that time Ryn and Anne had Zell and El catching tadpoles in the creek? They came back a muddy mess!” Her voice drips with honey, a witch’s spell wrapped in nostalgia.

I bark out a laugh, deep and unguarded, the sound rolling forth like it hadn’t in months. “Yeah, they thought they were in trouble for sure. Maybe they would’ve been if we hadn’t been enjoying our drinks.” The tension of the layover eases. I spear a scallop, the butter glistening on my fork, and pop it into my mouth. 

Rho’s laugh chimes in, bright and deliberate, but her gaze lingers—too long, too warm. She twirls her wineglass slowly, deliberately, the rosé catching the light like liquid fire. “We have a lot of history, don’t we? The three of us—you, me, her.” She pauses, letting “her” hang, then leans closer, her bare knee grazing mine under the table. “Maybe we could make it better with just the two of us.” 

My grin fades. I tightened my jaw. The air shifts as her undeniable intent curls around me like smoke. I feel the heat in her voice, the press of her skin, the way her scent, jasmine and ember, thickens in the sultry hall. My wolf barely stirs. Alert, I’m keenly aware of her witchy powers. 

“Rho,” I say in a low and firm tone, setting my fork down. “We’re here for Rome. For a quick getaway. As friends. That’s it.” I keep my voice steely, platonic lines redrawn. A flicker of nostalgia flutters within me—damn her for knowing me so well. 

She doesn’t flinch, sipping her wine, her lips stained pink, her eyes glinting with something between challenge and hurt. “Sure, War. Friends.” With a tilt of her head, hair spilling over one shoulder, she teases, “But this layover’s ours—five hours in London. Why not savor it?” 

She nudged my calf with her foot. A test of the wall I’d built since Scott had claimed what I couldn’t keep. 

I force another laugh—rougher now, a shield. “Savor the food, yeah? These scallops aren’t cheap.” I raise my glass and toast to old times, not new flames, and drink deeply. The rosé is cool against the heat rising in my chest. 

Rho smirks but retreats, the air buzzing electric, unresolved as the dining hall’s glow wraps us in its decadent embrace.

My gaze falls on the window behind Rho. Outside, beyond the polished windows, London’s dusk thickened with fog, and something sharper—vampire eyes—watch from the shadows.
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Chapter Three
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Rho

“Is there anything you’d like to see or do once we get to Rome? After all, this trip isn’t just about me. I want you to enjoy yourself.” I attempt to engage War in conversation, but now that the sun has set, his anxiety peaks. He stands abruptly from the table, holding out his hand, cutting dinner short.

“Now,” he growls through clenched teeth.

Swallowing the fear that formed like a lump in my throat, I took his hand and followed him quietly. Scanning the room as we hurry toward the kitchen, I see what he has seen. Vampires. 

The first is a towering figure, his 6’4” frame hulking under a black trench coat, its seams straining against corded muscle. His skin is deathly pale and marred by jagged scars across his knuckles, and his eyes are a dull red, gleaming with brute hunger. His shaved head carries a tattooed rune, a hive mark. Cropped blond stubble frames a square jaw. His lips twisted in a permanent snarl, revealing thick, uneven fangs. A heavy iron ring, etched with Celtic knots, dangles from his neck, clinking as he moves.

“The Scots.” I shudder.

War nods as we duck into a storeroom. I peer out of the small, framed door window while he searches for an escape route. A second vamp comes into view. This one is wiry, shorter than the first, and cloaked in a charcoal duster, blending into the dining hall’s shadows. His skin is ghostly, almost translucent, glowing faintly under the solstice light beaming through the tiny kitchen windows. His eyes, piercing silver-red, dart like a hawk’s, and his shoulder-length auburn hair is tied back, revealing pointed ears. A thin scar slashed his cheek. His lips, pale but stained with fresh blood. A silver dagger pendant swings on his chest, glinting with rune-light.

“Here,” War summons me to a wooden door on the storeroom floor with an ornate metal ring. Tugging on it, he lifted the creaking door to reveal wooden steps descending into darkness. His eyes light up with his wolf’s presence, and he points for me to descend. Halfway down, a motion-detection light flips on, casting a warm glow into the room. It’s a wine cellar, packed with crates, cheese wheels, and spice sacks. It smells of oak and saffron.

“Now what?” I ask, looking around. I see no way out.

He shushes me, placing his finger over his lips. I hear what his wolf already heard. Footsteps and the voices of our predators.

“Cillian. O’er ‘ere.” The footsteps stop at the opening in the floor.

“Ya reckon they went down ‘ere, Lachlan?” The Scottish accent drips from their words.

War tugs me into the darkest corner, and we attempt to camouflage ourselves. Looking down at my red sundress, I curse myself for my choice of clothing. A black dress would have served me better. I press my back against the cool stone wall, trying to disappear.

Closing my eyes, I concentrate on conjuring a spell to render us invisible to the assassins. It isn’t a simple thing, conjuring spells in the heat of the moment and against vampires who possess their own magical abilities. My brain is not clear.

I whisper a chant to buy us time, tracing my sigil, “Velum noctis, tege nos.” 

A silver fog erupts, cloaking us. Lachlan roars and swings wildly. Cillian hisses. The fog has blinded them, yet we can still see.

A heavy, rune-carved door hidden behind a false wine rack, its tartan-like carvings glowing faintly, gives us an escape. War pries it open with a crowbar from a nearby wine crate, the hinges groaning as the fog thins.

Lachlan’s eyes burn red, shredding the mist’s edges, while Cillian’s refract it, their sight returning in flickers. War grabs my arm as we dive into the passage, slamming the door as a fist dents it.

“Oh, my Goddess! That was close!”

“Thanks for that. But we gotta move. They’ll be right behind us in no time.”

War runs into the newfound passage as the remnants of the sage-ozone scented mist linger like a calling card for witches. The passage’s damp, rune-lit stone with mossy walls and ancient biblical carvings is a contrast to Harrods’ opulence. The air is thick with a distinct scent of heather-and-mixed blood.

“There are more.” I whisper, short of breath. The spell has taken its toll on me. I grow weaker and weaker by the moment.

“Their leader is female,” War states, as if she were standing in front of us. The air carries an unfamiliar scent.

“War!” I cried. “Why are we going towards her?”

He ignores me, pressing us further into the narrow tunnel. The twists and turns should slow the bulky Lachlan, but Cillian’s lithe frame will allow him to keep pace.

A soft light in the distance glows in the moonlight from a rooftop window overhead, and as we draw near, I see it’s some sort of juncture. I steal a look over my shoulder and slam into War’s back. My weight offsets his balance. A woman yelps. War and I fall, landing face down inside a chamber. Shaking my head to clear the confusion, I see that a woman lies beside me. I glance up. 

In the center of the room is a sundial. Behind it, a vision of predatory allure: the female vamp War had sensed. Her alabaster skin glowed faintly under the cool light of the solstice moon, a stark contrast to the earlier warm June sunlight. Crimson eyes, flecked with gold, burn with hunger as she tracks the yelping woman’s scent. Jet-black hair, sleek and waist-long, shimmers like loch water, framing a face of sharp beauty—high cheekbones, a defiant jaw, and blood-red lips that curl into a taunting smirk. 

Her burgundy leather coat with its tailored lines evokes a Highland warrior’s kilt. Paired with sleek boots for lethal grace, I realize my earlier summation is correct. These vampires are related to those responsible for Mitch’s death. 

A crescent scar high on her temple, likely earned in her mortal death, hints at a rebellious past. Her tartan-etched pendant, seemingly tied to the sundial’s magic, pulsed faintly with each tick, marking her as the hive’s enforcer.

“Shit,” I mutter, untangling myself from War and the mystery woman. I am exhausted, but see no way out of here without a battle. I steel myself, digging deep for the courage I’ll need to face off with three vampires and only a Beta wolf shifter as my ally.

Her laugh echoed in the chamber, chilling the air with a frost that prickled my skin. I feel her muscle slide in behind us. 

“Are you as powerful a witch as you would have me believe?” Her obsidian fingernail points at me, her eyes dancing with amusement.

Before I can answer, a spectral entity manifests before us. A towering, cloaked figure, its form wavering between solid and ethereal, like smoke caught in candlelight. Its robe, a deep charcoal threaded with silver Oratorian crosses, flows as if stirred by an unseen wind, its hem dissolving into mist. The hood obscures all but a gaunt, luminous face—hollow cheeks, a stern jaw, and eyes like twin moons, glowing white with divine wrath. 

A faint tartan pattern, etched in ghostly light, shimmers on its robe’s cuffs, echoing the sundial’s runes and the vampire leader’s pendant. Its hands, skeletal yet graceful, clutch a spectral rosary, each bead pulsing with Magdalene’s words. It glows amber when the strange female next to me stands as if she is in a trance.

“The Orator’s Shade,” the woman beside me says in awe.

“Liora,” it responded. “I’ve been expecting you.”

The Shade’s presence chills the chamber, its breath a whisper of Latin psalms, smelling of incense and ancient parchment. Moving with solemn purpose, gliding silently across the chamber’s stone floor, its moonlit eyes fixed on the intruder. Its voice, a resonant burr softened by centuries, chants Oratorian hymns, shifting to stern commands, “Fatum servatur!” Destiny is preserved. As he confronts the hive. Liora radiates quiet sorrow.

“Mine,” comes a low growl. 

I turn to the source. War. He has found his mate. That growl was a claim. The storm rages in his eyes. Having been an integral part of the packlands, I know that to overcome fate and the Moon Goddess is futile. After all, I witnessed my best friend throw away a lifetime with this man because of the mate bond. Hell, she almost died trying to deny it. My heart is both sad and happy for my old friend. My vision of a future with him vanishes before my eyes.

She looks so unlike Lyssia that I’m perplexed, yet I know she is a wolf. Her attire is reminiscent of a postulant–a nun in training. Liora’s dress is a study in restraint, its stark simplicity clashing with her true nature. It is knee length and charcoal with a high neck and long sleeves, crafted from soft wool. It clings modestly to her slim frame, yet hints at a strength beneath. Black, sturdy ankle boots suited for London’s cobblestones and the passage’s stone floors peek from beneath a torn hem. It’s as if she dressed for more than her nunnery duties. 

The scarf’s soft folds frame her face. Her amber eyes glinted with a caged ferocity. Around her waist, a black cord secures a small leather pouch, holding ancient documents wrapped in silk, pulsing faintly with divine warmth. A wooden rosary, its beads carved with tiny flames, hangs from the belt, clinking softly as she moves, its amber glow flaring in the sundial chamber. A plain silver cross necklace is tucked partially beneath her dress.

“You’re no nun, wolf girl.”

“Vespra!” the Shade admonishes the head vampire. Approaching Liora, the Orator’s Shade whispers, “Ego sum lupus, ego sum lux.” 

The white linen headscarf draped loosely over her head falls, revealing dark hair that shimmers under the sundial’s glow. The cross on her dress burns orange, and a rosary hanging from the black cord about her waist flares as The Shade guides her to War—it’s a beacon of resolve, urging him to protect his mate. Its aura, a blend of sacred dread and Celtic mysticism, hums with the sundial’s power
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