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Chapter One
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From the high vantage point of her balcony, Lachesis surveyed the brilliant blue waters of the Mediterranean. Sun sparkled on the surf splashing against the black rocks below, and a fish jumped in the distance. Life was perfect. 

Now with love once again on the rocks, Serenity was back here in Greece right where she should be, working harder than ever. Sure, the woman was miserable, but sometimes miserable workers had more focus. Serenity certainly did. It was why the handmaiden had been so successful all those years ago after Lachesis had intentionally screwed up Serenity’s fated mating with the dragon, Devon Drake.

And it was why Lachesis had worked so hard to make sure this time that Serenity would never find happiness in love.

But had it really been the right thing to do? Destroying the pattern of Fate that had been doled out by her sister Clotho was against everything in Lachesis’ being. To be fair, it was the best thing for Serenity. Down the path of love only lay the cliffs of heartbreak.

And no one wanted that.

Lachesis took a deep breath, inhaling the damp smell of salt and sea and sand, then letting it rush out of her lungs with the last of her worries.

Much better for her handmaiden to find value in workrather than in the fickle heart of a dragon.

Now Serenity was not only working hard at her previous job—making sure every single happy-ever-after was in place all over the world—but she’d also asked to be permitted to take over the Loom of Fate.

Lachesis frowned. She still wasn’t sure if she should have let go of that particular chore. After all, it would be terrible if the other gods found out that she was shirking her duty and letting a mere handmaiden work the loom. But Serenity had looked so sad, tears welling up in her big brown eyes. And really, after convincing the poor girl the dragon was bad news, giving her more responsibility was the least Lachesis could do.

And Serenity was good at it. Watching the handmaiden make sure every tiny thread was where it was supposed to be made Lachesis realize she should have done this long ago. Now, Serenity was taking care of the weaving and she had more time to work on her tan.

Even her second-in-command, Agrita, was working harder, making sure the bad fairies took care of the unhappy-ever-afters. The woman had always been second best to Serenity, but with the threat of her own unhappy ending looming over her head, she’d gotten sharper than ever, more on the ball. And that was always a good thing.

Yes, everything was running smoothly in the offices at the back of the compounds. The threads of Fate were taken care of and no one had noticed, not even her nosy sisters, Clotho and Atropos.

“Georgios!”

Her latest, and very handsome, serving man was there instantly. “Yes, my lady.”

She ran an admiring eye over his smooth dark skin. Should she spend the afternoon in bed with him? No, there was no need to be greedy. She had all the time in the world, and the sun was in the perfect position over the pool.

“Georgios, I’m going to take a nap. Don’t let anyone disturb me until it’s time for dinner.” She spread her towel out over a pristine white mattress and settled down on her lounger.

“Yes, my lady. Ring if you need anything.”

She nodded and lay back, closing her eyes. Hot sun on her eyelids, sexy man at her beck and call, and the fate of all the world in Serenity’s capable hands—ah yes. Life was good.
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Devon stared into the depths of his glass. “It’s all gone.” 

The man next to him shifted on his bar stool. A wave of stale sweat and cigarette smoke washed over Devon, and he wrinkled his nose, leaning away from the smell of too many nights in a casino.

The man pushed his over-large pompadour wig back to the top of his head, where it perched like a drunken rooster. “Hell, there’s at least two good swallows there hiding under all that useless ice.”    He pointed at the narrow gleam of amber in the bottom of the glass.

“You’re right.” Devon tilted the glass to his mouth. Ice hit his lips and the sweet burn of whiskey slid down his throat, but none of it did anything to banish the ache in his chest. Ice chinked as he set the drained glass back on the bar and shook his head. “You don’t understand. She’s gone and I’ve lost everything.”

“Wait a minute.” The man snorted. “Didn’t you say you owned this place?” He waved his hand around the gleaming metal and glass that formed the large main bar of the Serpentine Hotel and Casino.

“So what?”

“So what?” Pseudo-Elvis sputtered so hard his wig slid back down, setting on the bridge of his nose. “You,”—he shoved back the stiff curve of black hair and stabbed a pointed finger into Devon’s face, breathing heavy blasts of alcohol with every word—“you own this brand-new casino filled with suckers pouring out their life savings. Look at it! It’s a wonder of modern engineering and money-making combined into one! Now me?” He settled back onto his stool and stared morosely into his own nearly empty glass of beer. “I’m the one who’s lost everything. I’ve gambled this and next week’s spending money. And worst of all, they lost my luggage. The only thing I’ve got to wear until I go home is this suit.” He pinched a bit of white spandex between his fingers, pulling it out and letting it go with a snap. “When I get home, my wife’s going to kill me.” 

That explained the smell. “At least you have a home to go to. And a wife.”

“Yeah. And a she’s a hottie with curves like a Maserati.” He swept a hand in and out in an hourglass motion. A soft, sappy grin stretched his face. “Okay, you’re right. I’m the rich man. My Lois might be pissed, but tomorrow’s Valentine’s Day and I’ll be flying home to my sweetie. While you—you’ll still be sitting here in your fancy bar drinking all by yourself.” He picked up what remained of his beer and left, calling over his shoulder, “They do say there’s a sap born every minute. Guess that’s you tonight.” He joined his group of fellow Elvis impersonators, laughing and talking and waving back at the bar and Devon. 

“Asshole.” Devon turned back to his empty glass. The last few drops of whiskey had slid down past the ice and settled at the bottom. Just like his life. All his happiness draining away to settle forgotten under the ice of his heart.

“I thought I’d find you here.” His brother, Ladon, took the empty seat next to him. “At least you’re predictable.”

“What do you mean?”

“Life kicks you in the nuts and you soak your misery away in a glass. Look, there’s even a bunch of Elvises.” Ladon shook his head as he settled down on the empty bar stool, waving at the woman serving a group of customers on the far side of the bar. “Don’t tell me it’s the same group from Christmas.”

“No. That group was from Florida. These are the Detroit Elvises. Same vacation package.”

The bartender came over, wiping her hands on a clean white towel. “What can I get you, sir?”

“Two single-malts, please.” Ladon glanced down at Devon’s glass. “No ice in mine. Just seeing you is enough to melt my heart.” Ladon gave her his usual charming smile.

The bartender’s eyes lit up. “Right away, sir.” She picked up Devon’s empty glass and moved away, swinging her hips into exaggerated motion with each stride as she glanced back over her shoulder to see if Ladon was watching.

He was.

Devon rolled his eyes at his older brother. “You don’t even care, do you?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

“Not about me. About them.” Devon waved his arm, indicating the world in general, and women in particular. “Women love you. They love your extra height and all those bulky muscles.”

“Don’t forget my roguish charm.” Ladon winked, his eyes sparkling.

“Well, it’s wasted on me.” Devon’s growl was lost on his brother as the sexy bartender returned with their glasses.

“Here you go, sir. And it’s on the house.”

Devon’s mouth dropped open. “Hey, it’s my house.”

Ladon took the glass, his fingers touching the bartender’s for seconds longer than needed.  “Thank you, honey. Here, this is for you.” He handed her a twenty.

“Th-th-thank you, sir.” Her eyes were bright. “Let me know if there’s anything I can do. And I mean anything.” She winked and blushed as she left, heading for the other side of the bar.
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