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Dedication

From my heart to yours, my friends, 

Hug the ones you love, 

LOVE WINS

Author’s Note

The Quirk of Fates Short series are not meant to be in-depth stories, but rather a quick look at what can happen when the Fates are determined to have their own way and bring couples together in unusual or random ways. 

Each book is completely standalone and covers the meeting and mating of individual couples. Sometimes, even the worlds are different – in some, paranormals are known about publicly, and in others they might not be. In this case, paranormals are public about who they are although that doesn’t always make things easier for them, lol. 

I truly hope you enjoy Senan and Finlay’s story. 

Thank you, 

Lisa xx
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Chapter One
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“I don’t understand why Jeffrey insisted on booking this event. It’s insane.” 

Senan glanced at his friend Gabby, before carefully wiping off lipstick stains from a glass before placing it in the dishwasher tray. He rubbed the mark from his rubber gloves, rinsed them, and picked up and checked the rim of the next glass. Lipstick almost never came off in the dishwasher alone which was why Senan was hand-checking and rinsing sixty glasses after the luncheon event.

“What’s wrong with the next event?” Senan was tired. His wings wanted a stretch, and that was impossible to do in his button-up shirt. “Please tell me it’s not tonight.” It was already getting close to three, and if they had another event to do that evening it meant he wouldn’t be getting to bed until after midnight. 

“It is tonight. Don’t you keep an eye on the schedule?”

“Why should I, when I know you’ll do that for me.” Senan flashed a quick smile at his friend before checking the last of the glasses. “What horrors do we have to contend with this time?” So much for sleep. He suppressed a yawn. 

“The leaders of the Luna Pack are hosting a dinner for the paranormal group leaders from the entire state.” Gabby’s voice rose up at the end of the sentence. “Eighty-four adults are expected to attend, with a sit-down dinner, blah, blah, blah. No wonder Masie was freaking out that the lady’s garden club luncheon took so long. There’re six courses.” 

“Sounds normal for a paranormal event.” Senan was thankful that his voice didn’t shake, although his body froze just hearing the word “paranormal”. There was a time when the mention of the Luna Pack would send him into the darkness for days. He opened the dishwasher and carefully slid the now full tray of glasses into it. 

“It’s the rules Jeffrey has posted on this sheet that makes me want to scream.” Gabby’s voice rose again, but then one of the things Senan loved about his friend was her erratic personality. “Listen to this. Apparently, this applies to all attending staff. No makeup. No colognes or perfumes. No scented deodorants...”

“Shifters have sensitive noses.” Senan flicked the switch on the dishwasher, let out the sink full of hot water he’d been working at, and then stripped off his rubber gloves. 

“I understand that, but that’s not all Jeffrey had to say.” Gabby snorted. “The Luna Pack Alpha, who is apparently hosting this event, is insistent that staff representing the Gourmet Outsourced company will not be distracting to their guests in any way. Accordingly all staff will have their hair tied back, refrain from wearing jewelry, cover any tattoos, and ensure that the only clothing they are wearing fully adheres to the company’s strict dress code.” 

“Covering tattoos will be difficult without makeup. You’ll have to wear a long-sleeved shirt.” Senan leaned his butt against the edge of the sink, smiling at his friend. 

When Senan met Gabby two years before, after securing a job as a waiter and general kitchen hand at the Gourmet Outsourced company, his first thought was “explosive.” Everything about Gabby was larger than life, from her mop of bright red hair that fell around her face in waves that seemed to defy gravity in the way it flew around in every direction, to her numerous freckles that covered most of her nose and cheeks, and yes, her very brightly colored tattoos – ink that covered almost her entire body. 

Gabby was as fun as she appeared, and never took anything seriously except her friendships. She had pretty much adopted Senan from his very first day, something he was truly grateful for. She didn’t know he was one of the paranormals he avoided like the plague – no one he worked with did – and yet she was staunchly loyal and protective of him. Senan had thought about telling her a dozen times... but that could lead to him revealing some parts of his life he’d never wanted anyone to know. It was far easier to glamour himself and appear human every time he had to work. 

“I’m not on the list to attend,” Gabby flicked at the piece of paper taped to the prep room bulletin board in disgust. “Jeffrey claims in his instruction sheet that any member of staff that is considered striking or distinctive in looks – he actually used the word striking – would not be eligible to work the event. The Alpha has specifically stated he only wants non-descript, quiet, and efficient staff tending to his guests. It’s like he wants the staff to blend into the wallpaper.” 

Senan quickly covered his yawn with his hand. “Sounds exactly like an Alpha wolf decree to me. But why are you reading that rubbish if you’re not expected to work tonight? I already know Jeffrey wouldn’t have scheduled me for a paranormal event.” It was the one thing Senan insisted on in his contract, before he’d even been offered the job.

“I’m spouting all this shit because you’re on the list.” Gabby poked the offending piece of paper. “I apparently don’t blend into the wallpaper enough. Who knew?” 

She spread her arms and twirled around, making Senan smile even as the pit of lead in his stomach grew. But she was back at the pinned piece of paper soon enough. “I know you have a paranormal aversion, I don’t know why, and it’s not my business. You do you. But you’re listed to work the tables tonight with Aisha, Fern, Alex, and Wyatt.” She tapped the names on the list as she read them off. 

“That has to be a mistake.” Senan reached into his pocket for his phone. “Jeffrey was clearly rushed when he did this and just put the wrong name down.” He tapped Jeffrey’s contact on his phone, hearing it ring. 

“Jeffrey’s at that kink conference all weekend,” Gabby said quietly. “Not even his mother will be able to get hold of him until Monday.” 

“It’s not a kink conference, it’s a beginner Shibari course. I forgot, darn it.” Senan sighed as he disconnected the call and put his phone away. “I just won’t go. I can’t. With any luck Jeffrey will have learned enough from the course to be in a good mood on Monday when he learns about me ducking out on an event.” 

“You’re team leader, you can’t back out.” Gabby’s face was clearly designed to tug at Senan’s people-pleaser genes. Not that he had any, but she was difficult to ignore. “Think about it. Aisha is going to be shitting kittens around all that Alpha testosterone. I can’t think why Jeffrey included her in the first place. Fern and Alex will be okay, but Wyatt is another one who gets easily distracted. I’m guessing that’s why Jeffrey wants you there. You can’t just abandon them in their hour of need.” 

“Isn’t that just a tad dramatic, even for you?” Senan rubbed his chin. Unfortunately, for all her flair, Gabby was right. If he was listed as team leader, then the others would be depending on him, and it wasn’t as though he could come up with a credible excuse so quickly. Although... “Who’s doing the prep and clean up?” Senan asked as he had another idea. 

“Brennan.” Gabby frowned. “Do you think that’s where Jeffrey made the fuck up? Brennan can serve just as well as you can.” 

“Exactly, my lovely friend.” Feeling immediately better, Senan rushed over, hugging her quickly before letting go, and reaching for his phone again. “I’ll let Brennan know he’s serving tonight, and I’ll run the team from the prep area which means I don’t have to interact with any paranormal at all.” 

“Are you ever going to tell me how you got this?” Gabby’s bright red fingernail lightly touched Senan’s scar – the scar that ran from the corner of his eye right down to his mouth. His friend had no idea how bad it looked without the glamour. “That has to be a paranormal incident.”

“I’m not saying anything because that business is in the past and I’ve got to plan for tonight. But as always, my wonderful friend, you’ve reminded me of the excuse I’ll have ready for Jeffrey on Monday if he complains about what I’ve done. Paranormals find scars distracting as much as unnatural scents so I’m simply adhering to his rules, and considering he should never have rostered me on tonight for this event anyway, he can’t make a fuss.” Senan gave Gabby a truly wide smile. “I do love it when a plan comes together.” 

“Message me when you get home,” Gabby insisted. “I’ll be the one sitting curled up on my couch with my cat, munching my way through a tub of ice cream as I drool over Maximus Khan.”

“The tiger shifter?” Senan was very familiar with Gabby’s type. They’d watched more than a few movies together in the past. “Has he got a new movie out?”

“Nope. I rewatch the old ones, which is even better. I know exactly when to pause the screen for the good bits. When he rips his shirt off I get shivers all over.” Gabby hugged herself with a wide grin. 

“Yes, well, you’ll have to get the shivers for both of us.” Senan looked at his screen, finding Brennan’s contact details. A shirtless Maximus Khan, a notable paranormal movie star, was enough to make anyone’s body shiver and their knees go weak. It was tempting to join Gabby on her couch and drool over shirtless paranormals from afar, but Senan had responsibilities. “Come on Brennan, answer your darn phone.” 
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Chapter Two
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“What are you doing here?” Finlay groaned as he spotted his brother, Morgan, who appeared at his bedroom door completely unexpectedly. “I’ve been away a week. I’m tired, grubby, and all I want to do is head out for a shift.” He checked that his rifle was unloaded, set it carefully in its case, flicked the double locks, and stowed the locked case into his gun safe. He yawned as he glanced at his brother again. 

“I sometimes wish I’d never given you a key,” he added as he unclipped the holster for the knife on his thigh, took two more blades out of his boots, and laid them on his bedside cabinet. Finlay glanced at his brother. “Yes, I have noticed you’re all dressed up. Don’t tell me, you’ve finally landed yourself a date for the night. That would make a change from you burying your nose in profit and loss statements, policy documents, and spreadsheets.” 

“I stopped by to pick you up,” Morgan said tersely. “It’s good I came early because as per normal, you’re not ready.” 

“Pick me up for what? The last time we double-dated we almost came to blows, and our dates left, leaving both of us with hard dicks and nowhere to put them. I don’t know about you, but I have no desire to repeat that scenario even if it was ten years ago. And it’s not like you need me to hold your hand or give you bullet points on how to conduct yourself in public.” Finlay pulled his shirt over his head and tossed it in the general direction of his laundry hamper. 

“In case you didn’t hear me the first time,” he added as he stretched. “I’m tired, dirty, and stressed to the max. My wolf needs to stretch his legs, I have a desperate need to eat something that doesn’t come wrapped in plastic, and then I plan to sleep for at least two days. I have confidence in you. Anything you have to attend you can do without me.” 

“It’s the annual Paranormal Collective dinner – the event our pack...”

“Your pack,” Finlay corrected automatically. “You’re the Alpha of the Luna Pack, not me. Never me.” 

“Don’t be too sure. Regardless.” If Morgan’s jaw tightened any further, he’d have wicked dentist bills. “You promised me you would attend if I couldn’t find a suitable plus one. As I couldn’t find a suitable plus one, and as you’re the only person I trust to watch my back...”

Finlay’s shoulders slumped. “You seriously don’t fight fair, did you know that? And I’ll bet you a steak dinner you didn’t even look for a date. You spend far too much time at your desk or fielding complaints from your pack members.” Resigning himself the inevitable, Finley sat on the bed, unlaced his boots, and kicked them off before standing and unbuttoning his pants, shoving them down his legs. 

“Give me five minutes. I’ll have to clean up, or I’ll be doing nothing but offending a dozen important noses at this event of yours. Grab a drink from the bar in the living room if you want a head start on what promises to be a boring evening.” 

Not looking to see if his brother followed his suggestion or not, Finlay stalked into his ensuite bathroom, turning the shower on with such a wrench the handle almost came off in his hand. As he stepped under the water, not even waiting for it to heat up, he took deep breaths, trying to calm both himself and his wolf. He was genuinely running on fumes, and the last thing he felt like doing was being sociable.

It wasn’t Morgan’s fault. Finlay knew that. He and his brother had been born five minutes apart, and Morgan, who had appeared first, had the good luck – or bad depending on who was talking about it – to be named the Alpha-heir when he was only twelve and shifted for the first time. Finlay was always the “spare”. He knew it, the pack knew it, and honestly, Finlay wouldn’t want Morgan’s job for anything. 

No one expected their father - the Luna Pack Alpha Morgan was named after - to die in a freak lightning strike. One of their father’s quirks was to run in wolf form in a thunderstorm. Finlay remembered him saying years before how running with the wind gave their father an adrenaline rush that nothing else could rival. Until he didn’t run fast enough. 

When she heard the news of her mate’s death, their mother - the Alpha mate - patted Morgan on his shoulder and kissed Finlay on his cheek, before disappearing into her bedroom where she was found dead three days later. The fated mate bond could be both a blessing and a curse. 

Morgan became Alpha of the Luna Pack – his life changing in just one day. Finlay stuck around the pack for a couple of months, helping his brother adjust as much as he could before a couple of pack members started making rumblings that the pack had two Alphas, and it was causing dissent. After a brief chat with his brother, where they both agreed it was necessary, Finlay packed his bags, left the pack house and hadn’t looked back. 

But it’s never that easy to let go, Finlay thought as he washed himself off. Finlay was the only family Morgan had left, and until Morgan found himself a mate and had a few pups of his own, Finlay was also the pack Alpha-heir. Even though Finlay had built a life of his own that had nothing to do with the pack, Morgan clearly meant it when he said Finlay was the only one he could trust to watch his back. Finlay was so worried that he’d end up as the Alpha of their family pack, he’d take a bullet for his brother. 

I’d rather take a fucking bullet now than have to schmooze and talk nice to a bunch of clan, coven, and pride leaders. Leaving the bathroom well before he was ready, Finlay barely dried himself completely before he was back in the bedroom. 

He quickly pulled out his suit, thankful he must’ve taken the time to get it cleaned at some point since he’d worn it last. His shirt collar was too tight, and Finlay gave up trying to get the top button closed, and left it open, quickly knotting a tie loosely over it. Shrugging on his jacket, Finlay left that unbuttoned as well and sat on the bed so he could put his boots back on. 

“I’ll do,” he muttered as he checked his reflection in the mirror. Tired, dark eyes stared back at him as he flicked a comb through his shoulder-length blond hair. 

Striding into the living room, Finlay frowned when he noticed the half-empty bottle of whiskey on the bar counter. He was sure it’d been unopened before Morgan had gotten to it. “Is everything all right?”

“Yep.” Morgan chucked back the rest of the drink in his glass and set it carefully on the counter. He met Finlay’s eyes and Finlay realized his brother was as tired and stressed as he was feeling. “I swear if one
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