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  Chapter One
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December 24th, Christmas Eve 
Lachesis stared out the window at the bright lights of the Vegas skyline, the glass of champagne in her hand almost forgotten in her rage. "It's intolerable." She swung around and glared at her handmaiden Agrita hovering nearby—not so close Lachesis could actually touch her, but close enough she seemed supportive.
Pathetic.
But not as pathetic as what was happening right now to Lachesis' life, her perfect—party all night, sleep-in the next day—life.
"How could this happen? To me? Me!" She took a sip of champagne, the bubbles tasting bitter on her tongue. "I'm the one who orders the happy-ever-afters. I'm the one who makes sure each and every one happens or doesn't happen. I'm the fucking goddess of fate!"
"Well, to be fair, Serenity and I actually do the work for the happy-ever-afters and the not-so-happy-ever-afters."
Lachesis narrowed her eyes.
"But it's you who orders us to do the work." The handmaiden skittered another foot away. "Of course, boss, everyone knows you're really the one in charge."
"That's right. I am in charge." Lachesis caught sight of her reflection in the window and let her face relax. No need to get any wrinkles. She was immortal, but even goddesses could show their age. "And yet, right now your fellow handmaiden, the one person who's supposed to make my job easier, is up in that swanky executive suite about to bang the dragon himself."
She turned back to the window and glared up at the balcony above hers. As one of the Fates, she was able to know in a heartbeat what each and every person on the planet was up to. If she focused in on Devon and Serenity right now, it was like one of those sappy Christmas romance movies—fancy Christmas drinks, fancy gown and suit, and love—sweet, sweet, love.
She shuddered.
"Would that be so bad?"
Lachesis whirled around. "Do you even understand what that means?" At Agrita's headshake, she threw up her hands. Droplets of champagne flew across the room. "If they do the dirty deed, they'll be one step closer to the dragon bond!"
"Wait a minute. One step closer? I thought they would bond when they had sex. For lots of the shifters it only takes the one time. Or a bite. There's lots of biting with shifters."
"Not with dragons!" Lachesis shook her head. "Morons!" She lifted her face to the heavens, as if the greater gods even cared. "This is what you give me for help? This is what I have to deal with?" But of course, there was no answer. She was on her own—she'd known this for a very long time. "This, Agrita, is the reason I run the show." She shook her head. "I guess you couldn't be expected to know since there hasn't been a dragon bond in thousands of years."
"Um, sure. I knew that."
"Fine. I'll explain. Listen up. Dragons live a very long time and there aren't very many of them. And I don't know if you noticed, but there are no female dragons. The last one was the Drake brothers’ mother and she died when they were just hatchlings." She waited a minute for that to sink in. "That's why the dragon bond is so special. It starts with dragon fire flaring under the skin, heating the couple with desire...yada, yada, yada. Then they slake the fire with sex, but it doesn't work." She stared into Agrita's eyes, holding her prisoner with her tale of the coming disaster. "Each time they have sex, each time they think they've cooled the heat, the flames start up again, building into a frenzy of mating over and over, until it finally happens."
"What happens?"
"Serenity will be consumed by Devon's dragon fire and become his mate—a dragon's mate." At Agrita's continued blank stare, Lachesis frowned. "She becomes a dragon, idiot. See? No female dragons around, so the males create them. It's some weird kind of survival of the species magic."
"Cool!" Agrita nodded, a wide grin on her face. "She'll be able to fly, right? I've always wanted to fly."
"No, you don't get it! If Serenity becomes a dragon, I'll lose her! We have to stop it."
"But they’re fated mates. If there's one thing I've learned being head of the bad fairy godmothers, fated mates are inevitable. Aren't you always telling us fate always wins? You can screw it up, but you can't stop it."
"Oh, can't I? Just you wait and see." But now that her sister Clotho was on to her schemes, how could she make this happen? Clotho also could see the mortals. If Lachesis interfered, Clotho would know. "I've got it! You do it."
"Do what?"
"Use your powers to screw up their mating before it gets started. Stop the dragon bond, and I get to keep Serenity. She can continue running the good fairies, you the bad, and I can make that date in San Juan with Pietro. It's perfect. They'll never see it coming, especially my meddling sister.”
"Use my powers on Serenity?" Agrita's light brown skin went pale. "But she's off limits. We all are."
"Don't you understand? If we don't do something, I'll lose her."
She waited for her handmaiden to agree with her, to rush to do her bidding, but the seconds ticked by.
"Agrita, I can't lose Serenity. My entire life would change."
Serenity was the person who did all the heavy lifting. Without her, Lachesis would have to actually do her job weaving the threads of fate. Her sisters didn't understand. Clotho's job was easy. She created happy-ever-afters and disasters at will, setting the pattern of the cloth of their lives in seconds. Atropos's job was even easier—all it took was one little snip and their life thread was broken. And then they died. Easy-peasy—no thought, no work.
But Lachesis had years of their stupid lives to weave and plan and conspire. Each person needed to be in the right place at the right time. Long ago, when the world was a less crowded place, she'd done it all herself, burned her candle at both ends to make sure everyone had their lives run according to plan.
Then she'd lost the one thing she'd truly ever wanted...
Her fingers tightened around her glass, the fragile stem snapping in two. Pieces of broken glass fell to the plush carpet, champagne drenching her Manolo Blahniks.
Her determination hardened.
She'd lost her chance at a happy-ever-after years ago, but she'd worked hard and found something better—the life of ease and luxury she now possessed. It wasn't true love, but who needed that? True love only led to ruin and heartbreak.
She stalked up to Agrita and placed her face—the face of one of the most powerful demi-gods in the universe—right in front of the handmaiden's. "Do it. Or I'll make sure you find your own unhappy-ever-after. And it won't be as some sexy billionaire dragon shifter's mate. Oh, no. It will be much...much...much worse."
Agrita's expression went flat. No one understood how bad life could be more than the one woman who ran the dark side of fate.
"Of course, mistress." She gave a stiff bob of her head. "I'll take care of it." She pulled a small cloth bag out of her purse, opened it, and shook out some of its contents onto her phone, coating it with a sparkling black light—fairy dust, some of the most potent magic in the world.
Lachesis watched the dark magic sink into the phone. "Thank you, Agrita. You won't regret this." She smiled, poured another glass of champagne, and went back to the window. Now the lights of Las Vegas glittered with promise instead of disaster.
Serenity would never find her happy-ever-after, never be a fated mate, never be a dragon. Now, instead of finding true love, Serenity would work for Lachesis forever. 
Lachesis poured a new glass of champagne and took a sip. "My, this champagne is good." Now this was a happy ending.






  
  Chapter Two
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Serenity wrapped her arms around Devon, the fire flickering under her skin pushing her closer. She tilted her head up, wanting his lips, his mouth, his kiss. 
Heat thrummed through her body, taking her over, but somewhere in the back of her mind she had a thought. "Wait." She pulled back. "This is happening so fast."
Could this really be happening? Could she really be about to make love with Devon Drake, the man who'd walked by her all those years ago as if she didn't even exist? The man who, up until this afternoon, she'd thought she'd put totally out of her mind so she could focus on her career as a handmaiden of fate?
She'd come up to his suite thinking dinner would be an uncomfortable social obligation. Face her past. Face the way he'd made her feel all those years ago when he'd left her, his fated mate, in the dust.
Instead, her fancy new dress was lying on the floor and she was completely naked, about to make love to one of the sexiest men she'd ever met.
But was this what she wanted?
"Serenity, what's wrong? Don't tell me you don't want this, want us." Devon's emerald green eyes went dark. He placed his hand on her cheek. "You're burning with the same fire I am."
The heat under her skin leapt higher, and she leaned into his touch.
How could she be questioning this, questioning them? Devon was the sexiest man she'd ever seen, tall, strong, accomplished. Everything about him was perfect, from his expensive jacket's precise fit over his muscled shoulders to his white, pressed shirt.
And he smelled so good...she inhaled deeply. The smoky scent of Devon's skin rushed through her, and the heat under her skin flared. She forgot her doubts, forgot everything—her commitment to the Fairy Godmother Conference, her career, even her commitment to her own sanity.
She wanted more. She needed more. She needed to touch her mate, to stroke him, to devour him. She needed his naked skin.
"This, off." She tugged at his jacket and slipped it off his shoulders, dropping it to the floor next to her forgotten dress. "That's better." She tugged at his shirt and tie. "Off."
"Your wish is my command." His tie was off in seconds and his shirt unbuttoned. He pulled off the white fabric, the muscles of his shoulders rippling.
She swallowed and pressed against him, her nipples hardening as they brushed against his chest. Finally, skin to skin. Flesh to flesh. Fire to fire.
The black outlines of dragon scales appeared on his skin, lit from beneath by a pulse of light from the fire beneath. She went wet between her thighs. She couldn't think of anything else but her need to be with this man. The need for his fire. The need to bond forever.
Electronic notes rang out in a familiar tune. Serenity ignored it. Instead she tilted her face up to Devon's, anticipating his kiss.
The music got louder.
Words danced deep within her brain: Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way....She shook her head, trying to drive out the distraction, but the music wound its way into her awareness.
She cocked her head to the side and Devon's mouth skimmed to the side. 
"Ignore it," he growled, the sound vibrating her cheek.
She wrapped her arms tighter around her mate, but the music only got louder. "There's something I'm forgetting..." With every note she pictured bells ringing, chiming in an intricate dance..."Something about—fairies?" She frowned. "Now that's strange."
"Forget about the fairies and kiss me."
"Wait!" She placed her hands flat against his chest. The heat burned her palms, but it also called to her. She wanted more, but the siren's call of the bells was too strong. She pushed him away.
"Hey." His arms tightened, compressing her breasts between them. "Where are you going?"
She moaned with frustration. "I have to answer it." She pushed away, but he didn't let her go. She pushed harder, using all her supernatural strength, and shoved. He let go and she stumbled back. 
"I don't understand."
She forced herself to back away from the confusion on his face. "I'm sorry, Devon." She ran for her purse and fished her phone out. "Hello?"
"Serenity, thank the gods you finally answered. I was getting worried." The tension in Agrita's voice cooled the fire in Serenity's skin. "It's a disaster down here. The fairies are
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