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      From this USA Today Bestselling Author - For a vila warrior, love only comes with death.

      During World War I, vila warrior Jerina Ventus’s life irrevocably changed when she saved a wounded soldier’s life and helped him return to his hometown in Colorado. Twenty-five years later, she’s restless and longing for another adventure beyond her forest. Little does she know, her sister Kosa will deliver the opportunity to her.

      Thane Beltaine grew up hearing stories about the beautiful and fierce immortal warrior who saved his father’s life. When Jerina’s sister Kosa shows up in his hometown on the arm of a wicked mage, Thane volunteers to find Jerina and bring her back. He never expected to meet the woman who was more legend than real and definitely didn’t think they would clash about every little thing.

      Jerina’s temper and patience are tested as they travel to Colorado to rescue her sister, who at first seems reluctant to be saved. She needs to outsmart the mage and find a way to release Kosa from his control, and she needs Thane’s help to do this.

      Reluctantly, they work together to save Kosa, and an unexpected love begins to grow. But vila are cursed to never find true love—if they do, he will quickly die a gruesome death.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LEGENDS OF HAVENWOOD FALLS BOOKS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Lost in Time by Tish Thawer

        Dawn of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        Redemption’s End by Eric R. Asher

        Trapped Within a Wish by Brynn Myers

        Blood and Damnation by Belinda Boring

        Fated Beginnings by E.J. Fechenda

        Emeline by Katie M. John

        Released From a Curse by Brynn Myers

        A Pack of Lies by Kallie Ross

        Kiss the Ashes by Desiree Lafawn

        Hidden Truths by Colleen Nye

        Wrath and Retribution by Belinda Boring

        Changing Fate by Char Webster

        Rise of the Witch Hunters by Morgan Wylie

        The Drowning Bride by Seven Jane

      

        

      
        Also try the main Havenwood Falls series; the YA line, Havenwood Falls High; the darker, sexier side of town, Havenwood Falls Sin & Silk; and the local supernatural college, Sun & Moon Academy.

      

      

      
        
        Stay up to date at www.HavenwoodFalls.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      
        
        Subscribe to our reader group and receive free stories and more!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY CHAR WEBSTER

          

        

      

    

    
      GIFTED SERIES

      
        
        Discovery, Book One

        Exploration, Book Two

        Transformation, Book Three

        Acceptance, Book Four

        Experiments, A Gifted Series Prequel

      

      

      MYSTIC UNIVERSE: STOLEN MAGIC, BOOK ONCE OF THE MYSTIC MAGIC SERIES

      
        
        Forgotten Magic, Book One of the Mystic Darkness Series

      

      

      HAVENWOOD FALLS

      
        
        Changing Fate, Havenwood Falls Legends Book 13

        Saving Tannor, Havenwood Falls Holiday Anthology

      

      

    

  


  
    
      CHANGING FATE

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        CHAR WEBSTER

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ang’dora Productions, LLC]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2019 Char Webster, Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      

      All rights reserved.

      

      Published by

      Ang’dora Productions, LLC

      5621 Strand Blvd, Ste 210

      Naples, FL 34110

      Havenwood Falls and Ang’dora Productions and their associated logos are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of Ang’dora Productions, LLC.

      

      Cover design by Regina Wamba at reginawamba.com

      

      Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without written permission of the owner of this book.

      

      Please do not participate in or encourage piracy of copyrighted materials in violation of the author’s rights. Purchase only authorized editions.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        An Excerpt

      

      
        Rise of the Witch Hunters

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To Briella

        Love is worth fighting for.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Obnoxious laughter followed Jerina’s ungraceful and rapid descent to the ground from the thick branch she had been perched upon. With a wave of her hands, gusts of wind pushed up against her free fall, slowing her plummet to a slight drop and landing her lightly on her feet.

      Her sister, Kosa, was still cackling like a hyena when Jerina stalked over to her. Scooping up a handful of snow, she dumped it on Kosa’s blond head in retribution for the snow blast her sister sent to knock her out of the tree. The icy shower coated her soft leather handmade jacket.

      Kosa shook the snow from her long straight hair. “I’ve never caught you unaware! You should have seen your face when you fell.”

      Jerina growled at Kosa. “You should be patrolling, not messing around!”

      The sisters faced each other with the same graceful height, same lithe build, and same long blond hair. Even though there were a few years separating them, they could nearly pass for twins.

      “My shift is finished. You would know that if you hadn’t been pouting in that tree!” Kosa prepared herself for Jerina to attack. This was a fight that had been brewing for years.

      Jerina swung out with her fist, but Kosa ducked out of the way while thrusting her leg out to trip her sister.

      The girls ended up in a tangle of long arms and legs as they rolled across the forest floor, kicking up snow and leaves in their fury. They ignored the fierce growl that continued to gain in volume but were pulled apart when sharp teeth sank into the soft leather of Jerina’s left boot.

      “Damn it, Rela! If you tear my boots, I’m going to send you off to the next country!” Jerina yelled at the regal mountain lion that was still growling and showing lethal fangs. Rela was not intimidated in the least by her outburst. The mountain lion shook her head while still grasping Jerina’s brown suede boot, making sure the girls knew she wasn’t going to let go until they stopped fighting.

      Jerina raised her hands, and wind started to whip through the trees, blowing the mountain lion’s fur, but she stood firm. Sighing dramatically, Jerina released Kosa and fell back onto the forest floor, breathing heavily.

      Rela dropped the boot with what sounded like a snort, but she stood close to the sisters, making sure they didn’t continue to brawl.

      Kosa ruffled the velvety tan fur of their good friend. “You could have waited a little longer before interrupting us.”

      Jerina glared at her sister. “Why are you picking a fight today, Kos?”

      “You have not been yourself for years, not since you returned from your trip, but lately it’s become far more severe. What is the matter?” Kosa wasn’t the only one to notice the change in Jerina. Their mother had begun to ask questions, and that was never good.

      Rela’s head was leaning over Jerina’s shoulder as she sat up, so she pushed it out of the way. It sounded like Rela was laughing at her. She was about to reply that nothing was wrong but decided to speak the truth. “I find myself restless.”

      “You’ve always been content here in our forest.” Kosa was the one who would seek adventure whenever possible.

      Rela settled down on some soft moss, not minding the patches of snow, and closed her eyes, ignoring them since they had stopped fighting.

      “I love it, but . . .”

      “You need something more,” Kosa finished for her.

      “Yes!” Jerina whipped her hands up, creating a cyclone of leaves, sticks, snow, and wind around the three of them. “I feel as if I should be doing something, but I do not know what.”

      “We could venture into town and find some humans to have fun with.” Kosa had been sneaking off to town whenever she could, but she didn’t want her sister to know how often.

      Jerina narrowed her gaze. “What have you done?”

      “We are not speaking about me. We are discussing your melancholy mood.” Kosa was not going to let Jerina intimidate her.

      “You know we cannot become attached to humans.”

      Kosa rolled her eyes. “We cannot get involved with anyone.” Kosa spread her hands out wide, and the cyclone stopped. Everything rained down to the ground in a flurry of debris. “No one is around to hear us. You don’t need to draw unwanted attention to this area.”

      “Kosa, I’ve seen the little gifts that are left for you.”

      Kosa’s eyes grew round, but she smoothed her shock away and tried to act casual. “I have happened upon a few trinkets. They don’t mean anything. They could have been left for anyone.”

      Jerina raised an eyebrow. “Who is he?”

      Kosa had no idea how the conversation shifted to Jerina interrogating her. “I don’t have any idea what you’re talking about.”

      “Kos.”

      “Maybe you should go back and visit Tannor.”

      “Your attempt at diverting the conversation will not work. Tell me about him.” Jerina didn’t like the dreamy look in her sister’s eyes. She also didn’t want to talk about Tannor and her trip across the world. She felt drawn to Colorado but not romantically. She had developed a friendship with Tannor, and that was it. No deeper feelings were involved. Tannor loved his wife more than anything, and Jerina had helped him get back to her when he had been seriously injured.

      “There is nothing to say.” Kosa began to bounce in place, something she did when she was nervous and not being entirely truthful. She forced herself to stop and face Jerina. “I’d rather talk about you and why you have become insufferable lately.”

      Jerina thrust her hands toward her sister, and hurricane force winds blasted Kosa back several feet before Kosa diverted the gust upward. Jerina’s glare would have scared some of the warrior trainees.

      “Do not trifle with me.” She stopped the wind when Rela roared.

      Kosa cracked her neck back and forth. “You have been horrid to everyone, and you have been drifting off alone whenever you’re not on duty.”

      Jerina sank down onto a fallen tree trunk. Her first reaction was to argue, but her sister’s tone stopped her. “You should not exaggerate.”

      “Mother has noticed.” Kosa had told their mother that some of the newer trainees had been goofing off instead of working hard, and that was the reason for Jerina’s moodiness. It had only been half of the truth, but it had satisfied her.

      Jerina pulled a stick from the log and picked at its bark. “I’ve been feeling a pull toward Colorado. I do not know why it’s so strong after all these years.”

      Kosa sat down next to Jerina.

      “I’ve been longing to travel.” She knew it was the wrong thing to say as soon as it came out of her mouth.

      “Tell me about the gifts and the man.” Jerina narrowed her eyes at Kosa.

      Kosa growled silently, cursing her big mouth. “You cannot let anyone know about this.”

      “Tell me at once.” Jerina knew that a man had been leaving little things for her sister, but those gifts had become more frequent and more elaborate.

      Kosa took a deep breath. It was time to explain everything to Jerina. Out of all the vila warriors, her sister was the only one who went out into the world and returned. Others had left, but only to find tragedy and heartache. Men were the downfall of the vila.

      “I’ve been watching the humans in town. They fascinate me.”

      Jerina inhaled quickly. “Were you seen?”

      “Not at first, but then I found a note pinned to the tree I take shelter behind.”

      “What did it say?” Jerina stood and began to pace the small clearing, scanning the area for anyone who might be listening to their conversation.

      Kosa sighed wistfully. “It said, ‘I thought only angels had the power to stop a man’s heart.’”

      Jerina rolled her eyes. “He was trying to charm you with pretty words.”

      “It was sweet.” Kosa sighed again. “The next day, a white camellia was tied to the tree with another note. This one said, ‘My destiny is in your hands.’”

      “That sounds ominous.” Jerina was starting to get worried. Something didn’t feel right.

      Kosa laughed. “That is what the flower means.”

      Jerina frowned at her. “How do you know that?”

      Kosa picked up a stick and began to twirl it through her fingers. “I read the books in the village library.”

      Education was extremely important to the vila. Even though most never ventured into the world, all the women were required to master many subjects and numerous languages.

      “I don’t understand your obsession with books.” Jerina had been more interested in world history, government relationships, politics, and the world wars that had been plaguing their forest.

      “You have not read anything for pleasure. I would not care for books either if all I ever read about was warfare.” Kosa could talk about this topic forever.

      “I wish to hear more about him.” Jerina always had to get her sister to focus on one topic at a time. “What happened next?”

      Kosa groaned. “A few days later, he left me a gold silk scarf softer than a rabbit fur. This time the note said, ‘No flower as delicate, no scarf as silken, no earthly creature as ethereal.’”

      “Have you spoken to him?” Jerina couldn’t believe her sister had been fooled by gifts and pretty words.

      Kosa pulled a gold chain from under her tunic and twirled the star that was dangling from the chain. “Yes. Two days ago, I found this star necklace with another note. ‘It is not in the stars to hold our destiny but in ourselves.’”

      Jerina raised an eyebrow and frowned, not commenting.

      “It’s a quote from William Shakespeare.” Kosa sighed. “I spun around, scanning the area, only to find luminous golden eyes focused on me. He nervously shifted from foot to foot and ran his hands through his sandy-colored hair. He was waiting for me to find his gift. We talked for hours.”

      “You can’t be that foolish. Kosa, you didn’t tell him who you are, did you?” Jerina’s anger was making the wind whip around the trees. Rela roared her displeasure.

      “Jerina! Stop! He’s sweet and kind, and he loves nature.” Kosa twirled around with her arms out. “I’m going to see him tonight. Come with me. You can meet him and see how wonderful he is.”

      Jerina grabbed Kosa’s shoulders with both hands. “You are acting like you are in love. You must remember the vila curse!”

      As vila warriors, Jerina and Kosa were sworn to protect their vila sisters and their forest. As descendants of wood nymphs and fae, the vila were volatile magical women who shunned men and society.

      “I am not in love with him.” Yet, Kosa thought. “I am having fun and living life. We are so isolated here. I want to see the world and experience what it is like to mingle with humans and other supernaturals. Travel, like you did. He said he would take me anywhere I want to go.”

      Jerina wiped her hands down her face and tried to calm her raging emotions. “You don’t know him. He could be dangerous!” She was shouting and couldn’t seem to stop.

      “I knew you would react this way! That is why I didn’t tell you!”

      Rela growled loudly and moved to stand between the girls.

      Jerina ran her hand across Rela’s fur, trying to calm herself. Kosa was always too trusting.

      “Please do not see him anymore.” Jerina rubbed her temples. Vila hardly ever became ill, but their conversation was causing her head to ache. “If you want to leave here for a while, I will take you away.”

      “I knew you wanted to leave here, too. You should visit Tannor and his family.” Kosa needed her sister to focus on something else.

      “I’ve already told you that I don’t remember where he lives. He told me that I wouldn’t remember, but I didn’t believe him. Everything is clear up to the train station in Colorado and from leaving on the train to come home. I have a vague recollection of a small town, but that’s it.”

      “Then that is the perfect reason to go back there.” Kosa crossed her fingers.

      Jerina grasped the idea. “If I take you there, will you promise me you won’t see that man again?” Jerina pressed. “It will only end in heartache for you. If he is your true love, he will die, and you will never be the same. You cannot risk your heart like that. Remember we’re immortal.”

      Kosa kicked the dirt and uncrossed her fingers. Jerina never gave up on something once she set her mind on it. Her shoulders slumped. She didn’t want to end her romance, but she knew it was probably for the best. “I need to tell him goodbye.”

      Even though Kosa had said what Jerina wanted to hear, her entire body filled with dread as she watched her sister disappear from view.
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      “Jerina! Jerina!”

      Dropping down from her perch on a boulder looking out over the valley, Jerina landed in front of the novice warrior. “What’s happened?”

      The girl looked terrified, shifting from foot to foot. “Kosa is gone!”

      “What do you mean, gone?” Jerina started jogging toward their village. The girl needed to run to keep up with her.

      “I saw her get into a vehicle with a man!” The girl didn’t follow Jerina into her house. Novices had to be invited inside their superiors’ homes.

      Jerina cursed. “I’m going to wallop her!”

      She went directly to her weapons cabinet, pulling out several knives and sheaths. Jerina needed to be fully armed when she went hunting for her sister.
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        * * *

      

      A storm had been brewing for three days, the same amount of time that Jerina had gone without any sign of her sister. She was going to have to tell the vila elders that Kosa was gone. She dreaded that conversation with their mother.

      Jerina had been searching for Kosa for two weeks. At first, it had been a series of near misses, but it seemed as if something was keeping Kosa just out of reach. The Second World War had also made things difficult for Jerina. Traveling was more challenging and everyone was secretive with the German army everywhere around.
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