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        She’s Fate. He’s a god.

        What was the Universe thinking?

      

        

      
        Take the Omnipotent Being responsible for the beginning, middle, end, and everything in between of the existence of every living being on the blue and green ball we all call home.

      

        

      
        Add the man, the king, the Celtic god of Death no less, with the cutest butt and most amazing eyes she's ever seen, who was created just for her by all her relatives - The Powers That Be.

      

        

      
        Mix in a lovesick Primordial god who doesn't take no for an answer and possesses the wherewithal to do pretty much anything he wants, and you've got a story with thrills, chills, laughs, and a whole lotta love.

        The only question is – Is this the story where Fate will actually be denied?

      

        

      
        Nobody knows for sure. So, buckle up, Buttercups. It's gonna be one heck of an interdimensional bumpy ride you're just gonna love.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ORIGINAL LANGUAGE OF THE OLDEST DRAGON KIN

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        THE DRAGON OF VALENTINE’S PAST

      

        

      
        SCOTS GAELIC

        Togaibh ur làmhan! An-diugh tha sinn a 'sabaid!..........

        Take up your arms! Today we fight!

        Mo ghràdh………. My love

        Mo chridhe………. My heart

        M' anam………. My soul

        Oh, mo ghaol……….Oh, my darling

         

        WELSH

        Roo-it teen vung hoobl-hai ee……….You complete me

        Byddai ganddo……….Yes, he would have
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      “I don’t get it.”

      “You don’t get what?”

      “I don’t get how you were in the Underworld….

      “Otherworld. Annwn, to be precise." Faye sighed, correcting her sister for the umpteenth time. "Not Hell. Not Hades. Not even the Underworld. I was in the Otherworld or Annwn. And don’t get it confused with….”

      “Enough. There are just too many damned names for everything Below. So, let's just say that you were wherever you were and leave it at that," Desi ground out through gritted teeth. Then shaking her head and huffing out a sharp cleansing breath, she smiled and continued with a single nod of her head, "I do not understand – Make that cannot fathom - how you were ‘There’….” She made finger quotes. “…from Halloween through Easter, the First Day of Spring, and missed the US’s Independence Day and never so much as kissed that man. It's against the laws of our good, sweet Auntie, Mother Nature, or Auntie Nat as I try to sneak in when I'm sure she's not listening. What were you thinking? Were you sleeping the whole time? Catching up on your reading? Watching stupid trash TV?"

      "Hold it right there. Are you saying I was supposed to feel all lovey-dovey when that Celtic and Welsh god had me chained to a barstool in the CopacaNetherworld, aka the dumbest name for the club, no matter where in this great big galaxy it happens to reside? Do you seriously think I should've swooned when I was forced to listen to the Rat Pack morning, noon, and night? It was like being in that posh speakeasy back on Valentine’s Day 1929 all over again. I just waited for the other shoe to drop or the gunfire to start. When I…."

      "Could've been worse," Desi snorted. "You could've been at Studio 666 with the Hell Cat of Legend, that little permanently pissed-off Banshee and her sloshed sidekick. Oh, and let us not forget – Andy Frikkin’ Warhol."

      "Hey," Faye objected. "I love me some, Andy. You know I love me some, Andy. That Hell Cat, not so much. She swings the pendulum in the opposite direction, stopping all the way on nutso-crazy balls. She can pound sand. And do not get me started on that Banshee and her boyfriend. I just pretend they're not there. But I love me some Andy. So, do not diss the Warhol." She gave a little shimmy of her shoulders. "And the music." Swaying in her seat, she hummed a couple of bars of Blondies' Heart of Glass, then added, "That is my music.”

      "Yeah, okay, whatever." Desi rolled her eyes. "You would tap your toes to a jug band jamboree and do not even think about zapping us to the 'happiest place on Earth.' I can't take the heat and humidity of Orlando in August, and the mouse and his cohorts give me a rash in places I can't scratch. So, excuse me if I don't take your suggestions for a playlist – or a vacation."

      “I would not do any of that. At least not without asking first. You take that….”

      "My point is…" Desi went on without missing a beat and not listening to her sister at all. "…you could've gotten out of said chains with less than a thought because you are who you are, Faye? You could've been listening to any singer past, present, or future with less than a snap of your perfectly manicured fingers, right? You could've been drinking the crappy green tea you like so much. I don't know how you do it. It tastes like somebody boiled weeds out of the garden and poured the mixture over ice. Am I wrong? No, I am not."

      Again, she didn't so much as pause or take a breath. She just kept going like a runaway freight train with no brakes. "You could've been doing the horizontal mambo with one of the sexiest gods ever created by our great and fabulous Auntie, the Universe, and all the other Powers That Be - God with a capital G, and the Great Goddess. And that let us not forget Chaos. You know I ain't whistlin' Dixie here."

      Shaking her head but still not giving Faye a chance to get a word in edgewise, Desi huffed, "Pfft. Yeah, and I was born yesterday, never have to work another day in my life, and finally got my hands on a pair of size nine-and-a-half Christian Louboutin Calfskin Crepe Poseidon 120 Peep Toe Pumps 35 in Perle." Twirling a silver curl around her index finger, she continued without so much as a breath she didn't need but always took for added effect. "If you weren't gonna play nice and admit Mr. Sexy Celtic and Welsh Deity was the One made for you by Auntie Universe, then why did you stay down there for so long? Why didn't you zap and zoom yourself outta there, and I don't know…. Knit something?"

      “First of all, I do not knit. And secondly, I had to be there for Darek and Brandywine.” 

      “Sure ya’ did.” Rolling her eyes, Desi mumbled under her breath, “And they were makin’ with the bow-chica-wow-wow months before you ever made poof with your chains and popped yourself back up here. I know it. You know it. Everybody knows it. So, are you really gonna stick with the 'had to help my Dragon and his Mate' defense?"

      “I did have to help my Dragon and his Mate. I had to be sure they got….”

      "They got their happily ever after?" With a pointed tilt of her head, a click of her tongue, and a grimace that said she was about to say something Faye would regret, Desi sighed, "Girl, you got more excuses than a pregnant nun."

      “No, wait….”

      “Not gonna happen. We’ve all been waitin' long enough. Why aren't you jumpin' on the love train and makin' with the whoopie? All your Dragons of Fate are Mated, and you don't have to worry about another set or a spare or a lost Dragon with a destiny unlike any other and in need of a Clan coming down the path for a looooooong time. At least not that I’ve seen, but I can check again when we’re done. And even if you get an odd one here or there, which has been known to happen, the Stone boys are more than ready to train the guy and get him out there fightin' the evils of the universe. They've got it all covered. The world can go on turning for a day or two - or a week or two or fifty-two if things go well - without your watchful eye. Hell, I got your back. What are sisters for? Yeah, I'm backin' up that crazy Celtic Matchmaker, but that's a walk in the park. We both know I'm the best Love Guru ever to exist. I can find Supernaturals their Mates with my eyes closed, both hands tied behind my back, and walkin' in flats. I got all the time in the world and then some to help you."

      Switching from the right leg crossed over the left to the left over the right, she gulped a breath and continued to toss out questions like bullets from a Tommy gun.

       "What is it? Do you not want a Mate? Are you scared of the hours of great sex you'll have with a dude who knows what makes you happy even before you do? Does being with the one who completes you like no other freak you out? Again, I have to ask, do hours of great sex, mind-blowing, phenomenal, and orgasmic sex not sound like something you'd enjoy? Hell, I know I would. Do you like being up here in your Mansion of Realms with a stodgy old butler and more rooms than a Four Seasons with nothing to do but click through billion, million, trillions of channels filled with reality TV and reruns?"

      “How can I tell her that I’m scared? Me? The Omnipotent Being known as Fate, her big sis, is actually afraid of starting a relationship and having it fail – again? She’ll tell me to talk to Auntie Uni, but I did that, and of course, She told me that all would be okay. But will it? I can’t hurt Arawn. He’s been through enough. I have to… Oh, hell, I have to try to head Desi off at the pass before she figures me out.” “No, it’s just that….”

      "It's just that… It's just that…. It's just that, what?" She leaned forward as far as she could, her eyes open wide and her head nodding sharply with every word she said. "Out with it, Faye. Please enlighten me. Dazzle me with your brilliance. Tell me what is better than living forever and three days with a man who was made for you and wants nothing more than to make you happy twenty-four/seven/three-sixty-five/forever and ever."

      Feeling cornered, badgered, and basically outwitted, outmaneuvered, and ready to run screaming from her very own special place in the universe, Faye did the only thing she could do. She went on the defensive and got in a jab of her own.

      "What's with the twenty questions? Are you channeling Brenda Leigh Johnson? Has there been a murder backstage in the galaxy, and you need to ferret out the perpetrator? Shouldn't you be saying, 'Thank you. Thank you very much' in the most sarcastic southern drawl you can muster before I even open my mouth? I mean…."

      “You mean, you don't want to talk about it. And while that's your right, I need to point out that you are binge-watching way too many reruns of old TV shows in an effort to avoid all thoughts of Mr. Tall, Dark, and Dangerous, or you would not have likened me to one of my favorite characters ever to light up the boob tube then dared me to solve the mystery that is quite simply your lack of commitment to your own happily ever after. The worst thing Auntie Universe ever did was put wireless internet into every corner of the galaxy. The Great Goddess, Auntie Nat, Chaos, or God with a Capital G should've stepped in and made it impossible for you to have access to every show ever created, no matter where you were."

      “No, it’s not….”

      “It’s not that you don’t want to talk about it? It’s not that he isn't Mr. Tall, Dark, and Dangerous and made for you in every way possible and then some? It’s not that you aren't binge-watching too many reruns? Or it’s not that pushing wireless internet into every corner of the galaxy wasn't the worse thing Auntie Uni ever did?"

      Holding up the index finger of her free hand, Desi took a sip of the sparkling water with cucumber and limes - the concoction she insisted Faye 'whip' up every time they were about to have a 'serious' conversation - sighed blissfully and went on. "How 'bout streamlining your whole denial process by just saying all of the above? However, you know, and I know, that you would be lying. So, the correct answer is - not only do you not want to talk about it or him, or love or sex, but rather you would like me to be the good little sister, shut up, and do as you say. Or, in other words, join in your delusional existence and pretend you haven't had a Mate since ten minutes after God with a capital G gave life to Adam and Eve. You want me to pretend to be deaf, dumb, and blind, not to ask questions, and to let you continue to make a mess of your immortal existence for the rest of… Well, for the rest of forever because that’s how long we have. You want….”

      Holding her finger up, Faye forced the words through gritted teeth, "No! I do not want…."

      “Don’t even try it. We’re both literally older than dirt – like we were here before dirt was even invented – that’s how old we are. Some even call us Omnipotent Beings. Personally, it sounds a little too on the nose for me, but hey, different strokes for different folks. We were there when Chaos realized They weren't alone and when the Universe breathed life into the Primordial ooze. We were present when God with a capital G said, 'Let there be light,' and when the Great Goddess zapped the big blue and green ball you like to call home with tons of metaphysical mojo to make it circle the Sun. I know when you're tryin' to pull the wool over my eyes. Hell, I know damn near everything because I am who I am, and I didn't get a choice in the matter. There's something you're not telling me, don't want me to know, or are embarrassed about – or…."

      She shoved the perfectly coifed, long, silvery curls over her shoulder and rolled her eyes again. "… all of the above. You know it. I know it. Hell, I bet those blasted Dragons of yours know it too. They have to have wondered a time or two why you're still single. I mean, let’s face it – you, my sista, are a catch and then some. However, at this moment, your Winged Warriors are just too busy being in lurve and making whoopee to call you out on your bullshit. That’s where I come in. Just like always, it’s left up to me to….”

      “To be a giant pain in my ass? To make me want to pull out my hair? To march into my mansion like you own the joint? To never give me a moment’s peace and make me think about all the things I try not to contemplate about all the other minutes of all the other days of all the other…?”

      "If that's what's called for, then yes," Desi once again butted in. "I have no problem being the bad guy, calling it like I see it, and making you – dear sister - stop being an obtuse butthead, and get on with your happily ever after that will last even after the world stops whirling and twirling."

      “Come on, Desi, can’t you just…?”

      "No, I cannot." She shook her head with such vigor that the immaculately curled ends of her incredibly long silvery tresses – yes, the ones she'd just moments before pushed backward -swung to the front with such vim and vigor they tickled the tip of Faye's nose before landing elegantly over her sister's shoulder. "And I will not."

      Refusing to sneeze, the oldest sister – or so they'd been told for all of time by the other Powers That Be - swiped the end of her nose with the side of her index finger and glared. Of course, Desi was glowering right back. It was the age-old staring contest. The one true test of wills that would only end when one of them feigned to blink – or ceased to exist. Of course, neither would ever happen without the world coming to a horrible, terrible, fiery end or a silverfish crawling across one of their shoes. But still, every time they engaged in one of these battles, Faye had to wonder who would be the first to blink.

      “Wonder no more. It will not be me,” Desi huffed.

      “Stop reading my mind.”

      “Stop projecting louder than the Boston Pops playing an old, but still favorite, John Phillip Sousa march,” Desi sassed. “You know, I have been waiting since Cupid shot his first arrow for you and that hunky Celtic god of Annwn to get your bow-chica-wow-wow on, get to the Mating, and make me an auntie.”

      “Not gonna happen.”

      “What’s not gonna happen? You’re not gonna play nice and kiss whatever needs to be kissed on your man? You’re not gonna bow-chica-wow-wow? You're not gonna get Mated? You’re not gonna have kids? Oh, puhlease,” Desi ended by rolling her eyes for the umpteenth time.

      "I win!" Faye clapped her hands, shimmied her shoulders, put her feet up on her desk with the confidence of the one and only Omnipotent Being known as Fate, crossed them at her ankles, and gave a resounding fist pump. "You just couldn't resist gettin' all petulant and rollin' your eyes at me. So, I win! What's that now? Infinity plus twenty-seven to the millionth power? Face it, Sis. I am the Omnipotent Winner of the Staring Contest! I should have a trophy or a medal or something made. Sure, I could whip it up, but it means more when it is handmade. I wonder what Hephaestus is up to."

      "Yeah, that's what's important here. You winning some silly kid's game and getting a trophy made." Snapping her fingers, Desi conjured away her fancy schmancy water. Then she zapped up a steaming mocha-choca-carmelleto latte from her favorite coffee shop owned and operated by their dear friend and Dragoness, Martha Dellencourt.

      "And having coffee is central to whatever point you're trying to unsuccessfully, I might add – to make?" Faye couldn't help but mirror her sister's previous action and toss her long ebony curls over her shoulder - but without tickling Desi's nose.

      After blowing away a puff of steam, Destiny took a slow sip of her drink and then continued in a tone that made Faye want to Magick up a pair of noise-canceling headphones and send herself to a deserted island that had yet to be created with all the romance books ever written, a playlist of all her favorite tunes, and a handheld TV already loaded with Netflix.

      “You have got to have more than a few screws loose. Arawn is the Welsh god of Death. He controls the Pearly Gates and Darkness, strikes fear in the hearts of all who dare to stand before him, has the most brilliant crystal blue and glowing eyes that make your special spot get all hot and bothered with barely a glance, and wears a smoldering cloak held together by slivers of smoke from the fires of the Otherworld."

      Letting her head fall to the side, the youngest sister of the Fate and Destiny duo, which was an integral part of The Powers That Be, refused to stop. "Not only that, but he is also the Celtic god and Ruler of Annwn – the place most people call the Pearly Gates. He's also the Keeper of the Fires of all the Underworld, the Otherworld, the… Oh, Hell, whatever name it's been given today. How about we go with 'everything farther south than our humans can travel'?" After finishing with a sarcastic set of finger quotes, she dropped her hands and gave a sharp, satisfied nod. "Dude, your Mate is the Holder of the Keys of the Gates of Everything Below and has the finest ass I've ever seen."

      “Desi, you really need to….”

      "Do I really need you to explain three things to me? Damn straight, I do, Sister. That's what I've been sayin'. I need you to crap or get off the pot or tell me why you're not doing either of those things. That's what I really need."

      Knowing that her sister would stop only when Faye answered her questions and made some idiotic pinky promise she would hate with a burning passion, the Omnipotent Being known as Fate laid her hand out, palm up, in the air between them and did a backward wave with her fingers – the universal motion for 'hurry the hell up' - and sighed, "Okay, out with it. I have things to do and people to see. What three things do you really need to know?"

      Looking way too satisfied, Desi, aka the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny, gave a haughty nod, winked, and took another sip of her coffee. “Now, was that so hard?”

      “You have no idea.”

      "Whatever." With a flick of her fingers, the heavy ceramic mug disappeared into the Ether, leaving the scent of caramel, coffee, and cream behind and making Faye want to go and see Martha as soon as the torture of talking to her sister was over.

      Leaning back into the overstuffed cushion of the chair she always occupied, Desi crossed her legs, smoothed the hem of the jacket of her merlot-colored Elsa Schiaparelli suit, and gave Faye a smile to rival the Cheshire cat. “I know you want me to think you don’t want to be with Arawn. And I know you think that I think you’re unhappy….”

      “When do the questions start?”

      “Sh-sh-sh-sh-sh. Stop interrupting, or I'll make this take a month of Sundays." Dropping her chin, closing her eyes, and holding up her hand as if she was channeling Tammy Faye Baker, Desi threw out her best southern accent and unashamedly assured, "And y'all know I can do it. With God with a capital G as my witness, you know I can and will make you sit right there and wait, wait, wait. It's my right, nay, my duty as your little sister, to make you crazy. It’s why younger siblings were created."

      Making a show of zipping her lips and throwing away the key, Faye had to wonder if all the other Powers That Be, gods, goddess, Omnipotent Beings, and otherwise Powerful Ones in the universe were reduced to placating their siblings, playing nice, and generally wishing to have their nails pulled out by tiny Gnomes with rusty pliers when forced to converse with members of their Family. She couldn't be the only one, right? They all went through it.

      “Why yes. Yes, they do,” the Omnipotent Being known as Destiny sarcastically nodded with a satisfied grin that made the little hairs on the back of Fate’s neck stand on end.

      “Stop. Reading. My. Mind.”

      “Pfft,” Desi goaded with an offhanded swish of her hand. “Looks like you need a heavy-duty imaginary lock for those lips, Sis.”

      Refusing to rise to the bait, Faye mirrored her sister’s posture – down to the hand with the tapping index finger poised on the apex of her knee - and sat perfectly still. Looking at Desi – her exact opposite right down to her silver hair and onyx eyes that twinkled with starlight - the Omnipotent Being known as Fate had to admit
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