
        
            
                
            
        

    


Blurred Expectations

by

Carrie Ann Ryan

http://www.carrieannryan.com/

Copyright Fated Desires Publishing, LLC

Carrie Ann Ryan

January 2013

Cover by Scott Carpenter

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or have

been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locals

or organizations is entirely coincidental. All rights reserved. With the exception of quotes used in reviews, this book may

not be reproduced or used in whole or in part by any means existing without written permission from the author. 

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If

you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. Thank you for

respecting the hard work of this author. 

Blurred Expectations Blurb

Hannah Jamenson has babies on the brain. It seems that her sisters-in-law are expanding their family in the blink of an eye, 

but  Hannah  feels  left  behind.  Every  time  that  little  test  reads  negative  a  little  part  of  her  dies  and  she  feels  like  her  Healing powers are failing her. Her mates, Josh and Reed, are doing everything they can to help her deal with their trials and losses, 

but they too feel like there is nothing they can do. 

Just when the lines of what they mean to each other go out of focus, an enemy from Josh's past is back to prove the things

that go bump in the night are real and everything they had held dear is now in jeopardy. In order to fight back and find their

way, they'll need to put everything on the line before they lose it all. 

 Author’s Note: This is a novella set between books 4 and 5 to give you a taste of Reed, Josh, and Hannah. It is best that

 you have already immersed yourselves in the Redwood Pack world, however even new readers will enjoy a glimpse of the

 Redwood’s favorite triad. 

Dedication

 This one goes out to Tonya and fingers. Yes, you know what that means hon. This one’s for you and your support! 
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Thank  you  so  much  readers  for  loving  Josh,  Hannah,  and  Reed’s  story  in  Trinity  Bound!!  I  love  you  guys  for  taking  a chance on a menage! I knew these three still had another story in them, and here it is. 

Chapter 1

The solitary pink line mocked Hannah Jamenson as she sat on her bathroom floor, her free arm wrapped around her middle. 

She blinked away the tears that filled her eyes, though it was beyond pointless. They fell anyway, leaving salty lines down her

cheeks. She’d have to clean her face  again and put on makeup to cover the blotchiness. With practice, she was getting better at hiding the evidence of her tears. Her failure. 

Another month, another failure. 

She wasn’t pregnant. 

 Again. 

Hannah looked down at the offending evidence of her inadequacy then threw it across the room. It hit the wall with a pang

that didn’t ease the tremors within her. Anger coursed through her veins, and she cursed. Anger at the goddess for not blessing

her with a baby of her own. Anger at the other Jamenson women who could have a baby with only a thought and, in her newest

sister-in-law,  Bay’s,  case,  an  afterthought.  Anger  at  herself  for  not  being  able  to  have  a  child  and  for  disappointing  her husbands,  her mates. 

Josh and Reed were the loves of her life, and every time that little plastic stick revealed there would be no baby, she felt

as though she’d lost; that she wasn’t worthy. Though they never looked down on her for her failure, she could never be sure

what they were thinking. Their mating bond didn’t allow that. 

Hannah slowly unwound from her fetal position, stood and picked up the pregnancy test. She didn’t need to show this one

to the guys; she hadn’t shown the previous two to them either. They would know the moment they looked at her. They always

knew. 

Reed  and  Josh  knew  her  in  every  way  possible.  They  knew  her  facial  expressions,  her  body  movements,  her  moods—

everything. No, she didn’t need to show them the stick. They would know the moment she tried to put on her not-so-brave face

and said it would be okay. 

Because it wouldn’t. Not when she was one woman with two men. Of all the Jamenson woman—the wives and mates of

the  Jamenson  brothers—she  should  have  been  the  pregnant  one.  She  had  the  best  odds,  but,  apparently,  math  wasn’t  in  her favor. She wrapped up the stick and stuck it in the bottom of the trash. It wasn’t the best hiding place, but it really didn’t matter anymore. 

Hannah turned to the sink and ran the tap. She scooped some water in her hands to wet her parched throat, and then washed

her face again. She gripped the sides of the pedestal sink that Josh had installed for her the month prior and tried to compose

herself. 

So what if she wasn’t pregnant? That didn’t mean she wouldn’t  ever get pregnant. She placed a shaky hand on her stomach

and bit her lip. She wanted a baby more than anything, and the fact that the goddess hadn’t blessed her with one yet gnawed at

her. 

Right after their wedding, they’d thought they had a chance. When that chance was lost in a moment of pain and panic, Josh

and Reed had held her and tried to console her, all the while feeling the incredible loss. 

But, time had passed, and they were ready. 

Why wasn’t it happening for them? 

Hannah  finger  combed  her  chestnut  corkscrew  curls  away  from  her  face  and  let  out  a  deep  breath.  Some  days  she  just wanted to chop off the long locks that trailed to the middle of her back, but she knew Josh and Reed loved her hair long and

wild. 

Anything for her men. 

God, she loved them. She’d met the both of them in one of the worst situations possible. She’d been kidnapped from her

home  and  potions  store,  forced  to  watch  the  attackers  kill  her  mother,  and  then  she’d  been  stuffed  in  a  dark  basement  and chained  to  the  wall.  She’d  met  Reed  there  and  had  fallen  for  him,  even  when  they  both  were  certain  they  would  die.  The Centrals  had  taken  Reed  from  his  home  when  he  sacrificed  himself  to  save  his  sister-in-law  Willow.  Though  they  had  been chained just far enough apart that they couldn’t touch, Reed’s wolf had tried to take care of her, and the Healer within herself

had wanted to do the same for him. 

Josh had been a human Finder, someone who could close their eyes and Find anyone in the world once he saw their face. 

He had only heard her and Reed’s names and had been able to find them. Though their mating may have been taboo to some, 

their triad was strong and held more magic than most—the trinity bond. They had broken the demon, Caym’s, connection to his

hell and secured some peace for the Redwoods, at least for a little while. 

But, there was no peace in her heart. Not when she couldn’t get pregnant. 

“Goddess, I sound like a whiny brat.” She left the bedroom and walked to the kitchen, her body a bundle of nerves. “So

what if I can’t get pregnant right now? It will happen. I’m healthy; Reed and Josh are healthy. I just need to believe in it.” 

She poured herself a glass of orange juice and gulped. The sweet tang coated her tongue, giving her just enough sugar to

perk right back up. She leaned against the counter and looked at the home they were slowly making their own. Though Reed

had had a wonderful, artist-eclectic home before she and Josh had moved in, it was nice to see the blending of their lives. She

had added the splashes of color and then life with a variety of plants. Josh had added comfier furniture and hand-built units. 

He’d even sanded down the corners and made them beautiful  and childproof. 

That ache settled in her stomach again, and she shook her head. No, she had to stop thinking about that. She needed to move

on and keep trying. Even though it ate away a little at her each time, she needed to be strong. 

Easier said than done. 

Hannah finished the last of her orange juice then cleaned her glass. Just as she was about to get her coat to leave the house, 

the hair on her arms stood up, and she froze. Something was off, but what? She used her powers that connected her to the earth

and reached out to see if anyone was on their property. She could feel the trees, the grass, and other natural things, but nothing

out of the ordinary. 

Maybe she’d been imagining it. 

She rubbed her arms and looked out the window just to be sure. In the past, Caym had been able to come onto their land

without hesitation. They’d lost some of their Pack mates through the invasions and it had torn at the Pack as a whole. Hannah

still didn’t feel completely safe, though ever since Adam’s new mate, Bay, had done a blood bond with Edward and Kade, the

wards should have been strong enough against Caym. No one outside of the Redwoods was supposed to be able to breach the

wards, but Hannah never left that up to Fate. Their enemies had proven, over and over again, that where there was a will, there

was a way. 

She caught the time on the hall clock and winced. Damn, she was running late. She quickly locked up the house and made

her way over to Bay and Adam’s home. She’d promised Bay that she’d come over to help the other woman out with Micah, the

newest edition to the ever-expanding Jamenson clan. She failed to tamp down that little bit of jealousy over Bay’s new baby. 

At some point, there was just too much of it for Hannah to bury it all. 

“Hannah, you’re here,” Bay said as she opened the door, her red curls falling around her face in disarray. Though Hannah

had  soft  curves  that  her  men  said  were  sexy  and  sweet,  Bay’s  curves  were  all  sex.  No  wonder Adam  had  wanted  her  the moment he saw her—and not just because of their mating instinct. Well, at least his body had wanted her from the start, but that

was a different story. With the rest of the Jamenson women being slender, Hannah liked the fact that Bay was similar to her. 

Even a witch with two mates sometimes needed a boost in self-confidence. Especially with how things were going lately. 

No, she had to stop thinking about that. All it was doing was making her more depressed. 

She pasted on a smile and hugged Bay as she entered her home. “Hi, hon. Sorry I’m late. I got distracted.” 

Bay looked her over and gave a sad smile. Damn, she couldn’t hide anything from this family. They all knew. 

Luckily, Bay didn’t say anything and led Hannah to the living room. Hannah loved the way Bay had slowly added photos to

the walls of the house, something that had been lacking in Adam’s home before he’d met Bay. There was also a small photo of

Anna, Adam’s first mate, framed on the mantel. Hannah didn’t know if she could have lived with that, but it had been Bay’s

decision to remember the other woman in Adam’s life, something that just showed how much Adam and Bay needed and loved

each other. 

“I’m glad you’re here though,” Bay said as she sat down, her hands wringing together in nervousness. 

“What’s  wrong?”  Hannah  asked  as  she  took  a  cookie  from  the  plate  on  the  table.  It  crumbled  in  her  mouth  in  buttery goodness, and Hannah moaned. “Willow’s?” 

Bay laughed. “Of course it’s hers. You know I can’t bake. Thank God Jasper married a woman who can because between

you, Mel, and me, we’re a bit scary.” 

“Hey, all of us can bake, just not to the artistic degree Willow can. Plus, why should we when Willow bakes so oh-my-

goddess good?” 

“True,” Bay said as she bit into her cookie. 

“But, what’s wrong, Bay?” 

“What?” The other woman shook her head. “Oh, sorry. I’m just worried about Adam.” 

Hannah held the other woman’s hand and gave it a squeeze. “He’ll be okay.” 

“I  know.  I  know.  It’s  just  that  he’s  having  a  tough  time  with  his  new  prosthesis,  and  I’m  afraid  he’s  doing  too  much  too soon.” 

Adam had lost his leg in the most recent battle with Caym. Though werewolves were fast healers, they couldn’t regrow

limbs. 

“He’s a Jamenson. Of  course he’s pushing himself, but he’ll be okay. He’s with Josh, and he won’t let Adam do anything

crazy.” 

Bay nodded and visibly relaxed a bit. “I forgot Josh was with him. That’s good. I know Adam is the Enforcer, and Josh is

one  of  the  men  who  works  for  him,  but,  right  now,  I’m  glad  that  Josh  is  taking  more  of  the  leadership  role  while Adam  is figuring things out.” 

“Josh will be there for Adam, no matter what.” 

“Your mate is good like that. How is he doing by the way?” Bay asked, her eyes darkening. 

Hannah  swallowed  the  now-dry  cookie  and  gave  a  sad  smile.  “He’s  better,  though  his  voice  will  probably  always  be

damaged.” 

Bay  nodded  then  squeezed  Hannah’s  hand.  Josh  had  almost  been  killed  when  Caym  had  come  into  the  den  and  slit  his

throat.  He’d  also  crushed  every  bone  in  Mel  and  Kade’s  son’s  body.  Finn  was  recovering  and  was  almost  back  to  normal, though he didn’t laugh as much, while Josh remained himself, though he now had a jagged scar on his throat and a raspy, deep

voice. 

They’d come so close to losing them both. Hannah still had nightmares that her magic hadn’t been enough to Heal them. As

it was, she’d almost depleted her resources and magic in order to do it, and had lost something just as precious. A sharp pain

flashed through her, and she closed her eyes, trying to keep it all in. She had to remember this pain so she’d never let herself

drain her powers like that again. She couldn’t go through that. 

“Hey, I’m sorry for bringing it up,” Bay said, clearing her throat. “Let’s talk about something happy.” 

Hannah’s eyes filled, and she blinked the tears away. “What would that be?” 

Bay chuckled and cleaned up the cookies. “You’re right. It has been a bit depressing around here. We’ll have to fix that

somehow.” 

Micah cried through the baby monitor, and Bay hopped up from the couch and made her way to the nursery. Hannah took a

steading breath and followed. She could do this. Just because she didn’t have a baby didn’t mean others weren’t allowed to

have them. She wasn’t that selfish, even though at the low times she desperately wanted to be. 

Where once the nursery had been a tomb and dark tribute to a lost child, now it was a bright room filled with love, toys, 

and bumblebees. Bay had made it perfect for her and Adam’s son. 

“Hey, you,” Bay whispered as she picked up a bright-eyed Micah. “What’s all the fuss?” 

Micah looked over Bay’s shoulder toward Hannah and held his little fists out to her. She held back a sob of her own and

forced a smile. 

“Hey, buddy,” she said, surprised her voice was so calm. 

Bay gave Hannah a quick glance then covered it up with a smile before handing Micah over. 

“It’s fine, Bay. I’ll be fine,” Hannah whispered as she held Micah close to her chest. His heavy weight made her want to

squeeze and hold him forever. He really was one of the cutest babies ever. 

“I worry, but I can’t help it.” 

Hannah shrugged then kissed the top of Micah’s head. “Go do what you need to do around the house. I’ll take care of him. 

That’s what I’m here for.” 

Bay looked torn for a moment but must have seen the resolve on Hannah’s face. Though Bay could have asked any of the

other Jamensons, or any other Pack member for that matter, to help out, Hannah had offered because she hadn’t wanted to shut

the world away. She had to get over herself and be the aunt she knew she could be. 

With Adam’s injury, Bay had been swamped with helping out both her mate and her baby. Though Adam did as much as he

could, it wasn’t easy. Plus, Bay was a strong wolf in her own right and lead the other enforcer’s by her mate’s side. Her sister-

in-law left to do laundry and clean while Hannah sat in the rocking chair and looked down at the baby in her arms. 

Micah stared up at her with his too-wise eyes and smiled. Though she knew it most likely had to be gas, a little part of her

melted. 

Oh, yeah, this kid was a Jamenson. 

Any  of  the  Jamenson  men  could  bring  a  woman  to  her  knees,  just  by  smiling  or  showing  off  those  green  eyes.  Though Jasper and Willow’s daughter, Brie, was a gorgeous baby that brought those strong men down to their knees as well. Jasper

was going to have to lock that girl up when she was ready to date. 

Hannah smiled at the thought. 

A couple hours later, Hannah said her goodbyes and made her way home. Seeing Micah had made the ache grow just that

much more, but his happy face had made her feel at least a little bit better. 

The smell of roasted chicken hit her as soon as she walked in the house. Oh, her Josh could cook like a dream. Not only

was he a sexy, ex-military, part-demon man, but he was her mate. 

Hers. 

“Hello,  my  witch,”  Josh  said  as  he  enveloped  her  in  his  arms.  She  sank  into  him  and  drank  in  his  just-Josh  scent—that sweet  woodsy  scent  that  made  her  want  to  purr.  His  demon-tattooed  arms,  already  wrapped  around  her,  tightened,  and  she kissed his chest. She pulled back to look at him and his red-rimmed blue eyes looked down at her, searching. 

“Hey,” she whispered. 

He tipped her head back and kissed her. Soft, warmth, love...everything. He pulled back and looked into her eyes while

tucking a curl behind her ear. “How was it?” 

She bit her lip, and her body shook. “Okay,” she said, her voice hoarse. 

His eyes filled with tears, and she kissed his chin. That this man would break down with her…

Just…yeah. 

“What’s going on?” Reed asked as he walked toward them. 

She immediately went to his arms and sank into his hold. He wasn’t as big as Josh but big enough to make her feel small, 

wanted. His sandy-blond hair was long enough to brush his shoulders now, and she loved it. 

“Nothing,” she lied. 

He looked down at her with his jade-green eyes, and she gave a wobbly smile. 

“Damn, baby. It was negative, wasn’t it?” 

She  didn’t  have  to  say  anything,  but  Josh  came  up  behind  her  and  wrapped  his  arms  around  the  both  of  them.  She  stood there between her two mates and tried to be okay with the fact that it might be only them from now on—no babies. 

She could do that. 

Maybe. 

“I made dinner,” Josh whispered after they stood there for who knows how long. 

“Okay,” she said, not that hungry. But she had to eat to stay healthy and to act normal. At least acting it would hide the pain

for a little longer. 

They ate in a sad silence, the loss of something they hadn’t had filling the air. They left the dishes in the sink, went to the

bedroom, and stripped down. Without words, they got into bed and held each other. 

Hannah lay between both of her men, their mating bond flaring in pain and solidarity. 

It would be okay. They had more important things to worry about in their war with the Centrals. Everything would move

on, grow. They would live. They had to. 

Chapter 2

Reed Jamenson added a touch of green to his palette and blended the colors together. With a few more brush strokes, he added

leaves to the background of their house. Well, the painting of their home, at least. Hannah wanted a framed painting of their

home to be placed on their mantel. Why, he had no idea, but he’d do whatever he could to make his mate happy. 

He  set  down  his  brush  and  closed  his  eyes.  God,  he  missed  the  happiness  in  her  eyes  and  the  brightness  of  her  smile. 

Though she tried to hide it, he knew she was breaking inside. He and Josh were right along with her. He hated the fact that he

couldn’t  get  his  mate  pregnant.  Kade,  Jasper,  and  Adam  had  given  their  mates  babies  so  quickly,  some  without  a  second thought. Yet, he and Josh couldn’t do it. 

He cleaned his brushes then closed the door to his studio, not wanting to paint. Odd for him since it was his passion. Lately

though, he couldn’t come up with a desire to do it. He could only try to hold onto the threads that were keeping their mating

together. No, he didn’t think Hannah would leave them, but he was failing her. He couldn’t give her the option to leave. No, she

had to feel needed. She  was needed. 

“Reed?” Josh called as he stepped through the front door. 

“Hey,” Reed called back as he took out two beers from the fridge. He used the opener to take off both the tops and walked

out to see Josh standing in the middle of the living room, his hands on his hips. 

Reed stopped and raked his gaze over Josh's muscular body. Josh was wider and taller than he was, but it was all muscle. 

Sexy, firm muscle. Josh's brown hair was a bit longer than it had been when they'd met. The man had finally lost the need to

look pure military and had let it grow out. The spiraled tattoos that marred his arms were a symbol of what he'd become. His

mate was now part demon because Caym had bitten him, but he was stronger than any of them had known, physically and deep

within. 

“What's wrong, Reed? Not that I don't like you checking me out, but you look like you’re depressed. It’s the middle of the

day, and you’re not in your studio. What's going on?” 

Reed handed him the beer and wrapped an arm around Josh’s waist. Josh brought him in for a hug and kissed him softly on

the  mouth.  Reed  had  always  been  bisexual,  but  never  in  his  wildest  dreams  had  he  imagined  himself  in  a  mating  with  two people. He loved it. 

Josh pulled back, and Reed took a swig of his beer, the cold brew sliding down his throat. Reed tugged on Josh's hands, 

and they went to the couch and sank into the cushions. 

“I'm just out of sorts. I feel like we’re losing Hannah by not being enough for her,” Reed said as he laid his head on Josh's

shoulder. 

Josh rested his head on the back of the couch and wrapped his arm around Reed. “We haven’t been trying that long; it'll

happen for us.” 

“But, we already lost the baby before,” he whispered, his voice cracking, along with his heart. 

Josh kissed Reed’s forehead then snuggled closer. “I know, my wolf. I don’t know what to say other than we'll be okay. 

We just need to focus on other things.” 

“I don't think Hannah is going to want to hear that.” 

“I don't think she has a choice, Reed. No matter what happens, we have a bond that's going to last longer than anything else

we go through. We’re strong; we have to be. We've   had to be. I know she's hurting, but we’re all hurting. We’re going to have think of the good things that we can have. When was the last time you heard her giggle?” 

Reed drank the last of his beer, trying to think of her laugh, then shook his head. “I don't remember. That's the problem.” 

“Okay, let's make her smile.” 

“And how do you plan on doing that?” 

“Well…” 

Reed  threw  his  head  back  and  laughed,  a  warmth  slicing  through  the  cold  that  had  lodged  itself  in  his  heart.  “Of  course that's what you would be thinking.” 

 “I’m with Josh on this one,”  his wolf said. 

Reed laughed with his wolf and rolled his eyes. “I like that idea, so does my wolf, but we’re also going to have to show

her that we’ll be okay without having sex every minute of every hour.” 

“That does sound like a fun thing to do.” 

Josh grinned and Reed rolled his eyes. 

“True, but it's not the only thing. With this war with the Centrals, we’ve been so focused on protecting the ones we love

that we haven't been cherishing her. Plus the fact that we’re trying to have a baby at the same time makes it feel as if we’re

scheduling our love. Sex is going to become a chore if we don't make a plan to stop that.” 

Josh ran a hand over his face then scratched the scar on his neck that still gave Reed nightmares. “I wouldn't have thought

that sex could be a chore, but with the emotions running through us every time we try, it hurts. I just don't want to fail her again, Reed. Do you think it's because of the demon? I mean, the reason we can’t have a baby.” Josh turned to Reed, and Reed saw

his lover’s eyes filling. 

“No,  I  don’t.  I  mean  Caym  and  Bay  have  both  had  children.  So  I  don't  think  it's  the  demon  blood  running  through  your veins.” 

Josh leaned forward and kissed Reed softly. “And it's not because you don't think you’re alpha enough?” 

Reed jerked, surprised. “How the hell did you know I was thinking that?” 

Josh traced a finger down Reed's jaw, sending shivers through both of them. “Because I know you. I know you think you

aren’t as tough stuff as your brothers, but you're wrong. You just don't have the same temperament they do. Not everyone can

have children right away, some not even at all, but no matter what, we need to stick together. We need to get Hannah to smile

again.” 

“Yes, we do. Though I have no idea how we’re going to do that.” 

“Just be yourself. I mean, you make me smile,” Josh said then ducked his head and blushed. 

“Aww, I love it when you're all cute like that.” 

“Oh, shut up.” 

Josh had never kissed a man before meeting Reed, and Reed knew that Josh was still uncomfortable at showing some of

his feelings. 

“Luckily, you’re good in the sack, or I would take offense at that attitude.” 

“Good?” Josh growled. “Good is all you can come up with?” 

He  gripped  the  back  of  Reed's  head  and  pulled  him  close  for  a  bruising  kiss.  Teeth  clashed,  tongues  melted,  and  Reed moaned. Josh ran his hand down Reed's chest, and Reed moved toward him. Reed bit Josh's lip and sucked on the wound. 

“I love you,” Josh whispered into his mouth then cupped Reed’s jean-clad cock. 

“Fuck. I love you, too.” 

Reed positioned himself so he was leaning back, and Josh covered Reed's body, rubbing their cocks together as he did it. 

“What  time  does  Hannah  come  home?”  Josh  asked  as  he  ran  his  hands  underneath  Reed’s  shirt.  The  touch  of  those

calloused fingers against his skin sent shivers through his body. 

“She said she'd be at North’s for another hour or so.” 

“That means I get you all to myself on our favorite couch?” Josh lifted Reed up slightly so he could take off his shirt while

Reed did the same to Josh. 

With a moan, Josh kissed a trail down Reed’s throat and chest, paying extra attention to his nipples. 

“God, I take it back. You’re better than good,” Reed rasped out as Josh licked the happy trail that ran beneath the edge of

his jeans. 

“Well, I better make sure you know that. Just in case.” Josh nipped the skin right where Reed’s jeans met his body, and

Reed groaned. 

Fuck, he loved this man. 

His wolf growled softly, nudging its head along Reed’s skin, wanting, needing. 

Apparently, the wolf loved this man, too. 

Good. 

The sound of Josh sliding down Reed’s zipper echoed in the living room, and Reed winced. 

“Fuck, be careful of my dick.” 

Josh gave a rusty laugh and slowly slid Reed’s pants down so they rested right below his ass. He took Reed’s cock and

squeezed it tightly, causing Reed to close his eyes. 

“I’m always careful of your dick, wolf boy. But next time you might want to wear fucking boxers or something because I’m

pretty sure I can see teeth marks on your cock.” 

“That’s because I’m always hard around you and Hannah. I’d rather see your teeth marks,” Reed teased. 

“Smooth, and that can be arranged.” Josh lowered his body and licked the seam at the head of Reed’s cock. Reed could

feel the tip of his lover’s tongue teasing, playing. 

“Damn, you’re good at that.” 

Josh let go of Reed’s cock and smiled. “I had a good teacher.” 

Then  Josh  sucked  Reed  whole,  the  head  of  his  cock  touching  the  back  of  Josh’s  throat.  Reed  buckled  and  tangled  his fingers in Josh’s hair. The other man groaned when Reed pulled slightly and sucked harder. 

It was the middle of the afternoon, and his mate and lover was sucking him off in the living room. Damn, he had a good

life. 

Josh licked, sucked, and squeezed until the warm sensation in the center of Reed’s stomach wrapped around his back and

climbed down his spine, and he came. He thrust in and out of Josh’s mouth as Josh licked every ounce of his seed. 

“You still taste as good as anything I’ve had, baby,” Josh said as he smiled like a cat with a bowlful of cream. 

“Okay, fine, you’re fantastic. Good isn’t even close for you; you’re fucking amazing.” 

Josh leaned over and kissed him. “Damn straight.” 

Reed ran a hand against Josh’s straining erection and grinned. “Can I help with that?” 

Josh smiled and shook his head. “Hannah will be home soon. Let’s make her help.” 

Reed groaned and kissed his mate. “And make her smile?” 

“And make her believe we can do anything.” 


****

Josh Jamenson groaned and shifted his cock in his jeans, closing his eyes. Fuck, he should have let Reed touch him so he

could have come, but he’d wanted Hannah to be there. Damn him and his weakness for that curly-haired woman. Now, because

he wanted it to be the three of them, his balls were fucking blue, and his cock was about to peak over his waistband. 

All he needed was to grind against Reed’s sweet ass for a second or two and he’d come on the spot. But then the sweet

agony  of  waiting  for  his  little  witch  might  be  worth  it.  Okay,  fine,  it  was  always  worth  it,  but  that  was  beside  the  point.  He wanted her to be there, naked, ready, his. Yeah, he’d wait for her. He wanted to. He had to. 

The front door opened, and their mating bond flared, full of life, connection, peace, and a little doubt. It was that doubt they

had to rip away tonight. It had started as a seedling when the first test had come back negative and had grown with each month

of restless energy. He and Reed had to show Hannah that they loved her and that they could survive, even if they couldn’t get

pregnant right away. Because, right now, the lack of child was just a festering wound that threatened to take hold and swallow

them  all.  He  loved  his  two  mates  with  every  breath  he  had  in  him,  and  he  would  show  Hannah  that  tonight.  Though  it  might seem crass to some to use sex as a way to connect, they were of nature. Reed was a werewolf, a shifter who was an animal at

the most heightened of times. His Hannah was a witch, in tune with the earth and its energy. And he was a demon, or at least a

partial one, and had the energy to match. Even though the little things he’d done to show her had been enough for him, tonight

he’d use their bodies to show what they meant to each other. 

They loved each other. They needed each other. They would get past this. They were the triad of the Redwood Pack, the

strongest of the strong, and held the trinity bond. They would be okay. They had defeated a demon in battle and had taken a step

toward victory in war; they could handle this. 

“Hey, boys,” Hannah said as she came in the house. Her ample hips swayed as she took off her jacket. Her beyond sexy

walk was an effortless movement, one she didn’t even have to think about. Josh loved the fact that she radiated sex toward him

and Reed without even trying. Reed immediately wrapped his arms around her, and she sank into him. 

Josh came around the other side of them and welcomed her. Her sweet honey and bitter-apple scent invaded his nostrils, 

and he shuddered in anticipation. 

“Hello, my witch,” he whispered as she wiggled against his cock. He pulled back so he didn’t bend her over the table and

fuck her right there. He had plans that included time, teasing, and kissing. Not hardcore fucking. 

Okay, maybe a little of that, but it would have to wait. At least like five minutes. 

Reed captured their mate’s lips and groaned. “I love welcoming you home.” 

Hannah giggled—yes, they made her do that—and turned her head to kiss Josh. “I love it, too.” 

She sighed, and Josh picked up on a little sadness with it. They’d been so busy with the war and their own lives, he was

afraid they’d neglected their Hannah. He had to fix that. He had to fix a lot of things. 

Josh wrapped Hannah’s hair around his fist and tugged. The slight gasp she let out went straight to his already aching balls

as her eyes widened. He gripped harder, tighter, and her breaths came in shallow pants. Her pupils dilated so he could barely

see the dove gray he loved. The three of them weren’t in a dominant and submissive relationship. Though he knew others in the

Pack lived that lifestyle, theirs was of equal measure, though he tended to be the roughest. That his Hannah would let herself go

in his hold just made him want to fuck her right then. 

“Fuck, Josh, look at her,” Reed rasped as he ran a finger up and down her jaw, soothing. 

Oh, he was looking at her. He was always looking at her. This was the little witch who’d taken him in, loved him when

he’d wanted to run, who’d held him when he’d broken. She was his mate. His hurting mate that needed to feel wanted, needed. 

A job he and Reed could do. 

“I’m  looking,  but  I  think  she  has  on  too  many  clothes.”  He  rolled  his  hips,  his  erection  rubbing  against  her  ass,  and  she groaned. 

“You two are crazy,” she rasped out as he scored his teeth down the side of her neck. “I just got home, and I thought we

were going to eat.” 

“Oh, my witch, we’re going to eat,” Josh said as he sucked the place he’d bit her after the demon fire that had threatened

them all. It was a mating mark that only wolves gave, but he’d had to do the same. She was his and through the mark on his neck

that ached in remembrance of her touch he knew he was hers, as well. 

She buckled against him and let out a sigh. “You’re not thinking of dinner, are you?” 

“Only if you’re my dinner, baby,” Reed said then groaned. “God, that’s like the cheesiest thing I’ve ever said.” 

Josh smiled and kissed his lover softly on the lips over Hannah’s head. “Yes, but we love you anyway.” It felt so right to

have his mates in his arms, loving on them. He’d been the new one in the relationship, the one who hadn’t been involved in the

supernatural world, who had never felt attracted to another man, yet here he was, in love with both Reed and Hannah and at

peace. Or, at least he would be once he was inside them. 

Yes, that was good. He needed them. Now. 

He  rotated  his  hips  so  his  cock  lay  in  the  crease  between  Hannah’s  cheeks  and  moved  so  he  could  feel  her  through  his jeans. Hannah sighed and leaned back, her plump ass turning him on more than anything could. 

“Let’s take this to the bedroom,” Josh said. “Because I’m going to bend you over that bed, and I want to lick every sweet

inch of your skin so I can make sure I remember what you taste like.” And he wanted to make sure his Hannah knew how much

he wanted her, but he wasn’t going to let her in on that. No, he had to approach that more subtlety. Well, as subtle as he could

get thrusting into her tight pussy. 

His cock twitched at the thought, and he led both of them to the bedroom, the tattoos on his arms pulsating with each beat of

his heart. They’d made love in every room of the house and most of the places surrounding it outside, but he wanted this time to

be in the place they slept and let go of their protective walls. They needed to relax, love, and sweat. 

Hannah turned toward him and stood on her tiptoes to kiss him softly. 

“Get naked,” she ordered then bit her lip in that cute way she always did. 

He smiled, stripped off his shirt, and then unbuttoned his pants. His already too-hard cock bounced against his body as he

released it from the confines of his jeans and boxer briefs. He grinned as Reed licked his lips, his lover’s eyes glowing gold

with arousal. Josh loved when the wolf came out to play. It was such an integral part of Reed that they needed it there at the

surface, adding to the energy of their mating. 

Hannah and Reed stood naked in front of him, their bodies flushed with arousal. Without saying anything, Josh knelt in front

of Hannah and buried his face in her curls. She let out a sharp gasp as he feasted on her juices. He gripped her ass with his

hands and kneaded, and he felt her hand tangle in his hair as she steadied herself. He lifted his gaze slightly to watch Reed lick

and nibble her breasts. 

Oh, yes, he’d taste those later. He licked and sucked around her clit, her body pulsating beneath his touch. Her taste burst

on his tongue, and he growled. He felt the demon within him stir, ready to increase his strength. Though it was still new to him, 

he had the control to stop it. He increased his speed then plunged two fingers into her pussy. She bucked against him, and he

felt her walls tighten around him as she came. 

He growled, and his throat ached, bringing him out of the moment. He’d had it slit by the demon not too long ago, and it

still  hurt.  His  voice  would  forever  be  damaged.  He  lifted  a  lip  in  disgust  before  schooling  his  features,  but  his  lovers  had noticed. 

“Are you okay?” Reed asked. 

“Fine,” Josh bit out. 

Reed leveled a gaze at him then kissed him slowly, licking Hannah’s juices off his lips. “Sweet. I love her taste.” 

Josh let out a breath as they dropped the too-sensitive subject. 

“Make love to me,” Hannah said. 

“I want you to swallow me, Hannah, while Josh fucks you,” Reed said as he placed their mate on the bed and positioned

his cock near her lips. Damn, he loved when Reed went all alpha. They’d made love in every position possible, yet each time

it seemed new to him. 

Hannah  shuddered  at  Reed’s  words,  and  Josh  knelt  between  her  legs,  the  head  of  his  cock  rubbing  against  her  swollen lower  lips.  He  rocked  forward  a  bit,  the  head  dipping  into  her  pussy  slightly,  and  he  groaned.  Fuck,  he  wasn’t  going  to  last long, not with how tight she was. 

Hannah smiled then licked and sucked Reed, slurping and humming happy noises while she did so. Damn, they were lucky

men. Josh ran his hands up and down her thighs then slowly entered her, one inch at a time. She was small, and he was thick, 

but he’d fit; he always did. He rocked into her until he was balls-deep, surrounded by her swollen heat. 

Fuck, it was paradise. No, it had to be better than that. He wasn’t eloquent with words—he never was—but there had to be

a word for that. He pulled out, and she bucked against him before he thrust back in hard. She screamed against Reed’s cock, but

he  continued  on.  There  was  pleasure  in  her  eyes,  not  pain,  so  he  knew  she  liked  it.  He  ran  his  thumb  over  her  clit  in  small circles, needing her to come again because he wasn’t going to last. Not with the sight of Hannah’s lips around Reed’s cock and

not with his own cock surrounded by her swollen walls. He flicked her clit again, and she came, hard. Reed thrust again then

held her head toward him, his cock clearly throbbing in her mouth as he came. Josh followed at the sight, his balls tightening, 

his seed filling her. 

He pulled out of her slowly then flipped her over. She squealed and looked over her shoulder. 

He raised a brow and smiled. “Oh, you thought we were done with you?” 

Reed laughed then switched places with him. “Oh, no, baby, it’s time that I felt this pussy and you taste our Josh’s cock. 

What do you say?” 

“I love you two. You always know what to do to bring me back.” 

Josh ran a finger down her jaw. Oh, they weren’t done yet, not by a long shot, but they were getting to that path. Reed and

Josh moved in unison and brought their mate with them. They were the triad, and no matter what, they had to get through this. 

Sex was a start, making love was the beginning, but there had to be something more for them as well. It would come, soon. 

Chapter 3

Hannah  stretched  her  muscles  after  sitting  in  her  yoga  pose  for  too  long.  She’d  gotten  distracted  instead  of  trying  to  settle herself down. She grinned at herself. Okay, her body may have been sore from the thorough lovemaking the night before, but

that was another story altogether. 

She blushed at the thought of both of her mates’ hands on her in every way possible. She knew they had been trying to make

sure she knew that they were connected body and soul, and it had worked, at least for a few moments. She'd forgotten the stress

of their inability to conceive, the stress of the war, the stress of all the turmoil in their own family. But then, once the warmth

and glow had started to recede, the nightmares came back. 

She hated herself for being weak. Why was it that she couldn’t just let go and let things happen? No, she had to try to force

things, stressing herself out even more. She knew that stress didn’t lead to pregnancy in most cases. 

Yet, no matter how hard she tried to relax, she did just the opposite. Her body was as tight as a coil ready to spring. And, 

worse yet, she was bringing down her mates too. Reed and Josh tried so hard, yet she felt that she was nothing. 

She stood up, stretched her back again, and walked out to her porch. She wrapped her arms around herself as the chilling

November  wind  tried  to  seep  into  her  bones.  She  closed  her  eyes  and  remembered  the  previous  November.  Everything  had changed when the Centrals had taken her, and yet she felt she was standing in place, not able to move forward when her body

was failing her. 

“Hannah?” Reed's voice drifted along the wind, and she stared out into the opening of trees as her mate walked toward her. 

His sandy blond hair was a little too long, his green eyes bright with tension, his body taut. Oh, but how she loved that lean

body of his. He wasn't as big as his brothers or Josh, but he was hers. 

He loped toward her, and she sank into his embrace. “How was your run?” He had gone on a run of four paws, rather than

two feet. Though, from the look in his eyes, he hadn't released any of the added tension that she'd created and put on him. 

“Short, but good.” He kissed her temple then ran his lips to her jaw before taking hers in a kiss. “What are you doing out

here in the cold?” 

She  leaned  into  his  body,  the  heat  radiating  from  him  blocking  out  any  cold  that  could  encroach  on  her.  “Just  thinking.  I finished my yoga, and I was going to go plant something or check my herbs in the greenhouse you and Josh built for me, but I

was just taking a moment to breathe in the fresh air first.” 

He  looked  down  at  her,  his  eyes  imploring,  cautious,  and  she  held  back  a  wince.  She  was  the  one  doing  this,  the  one causing the unease in their relationship, their bond. She had to fix it, but she didn't know how. 

“Do you want me to help you?” he asked, his voice full of longing. 

She shook her head, unable to face him knowing she was the one who’d caused everything. “No, I'll be okay. I guess I just

need some time alone.” 

Hurt crossed his features before he schooled them. He nodded, his jaw tight. “I guess I'll go to my studio. Josh should be

home soon from Adam’s. He said he was going to make dinner since he still doesn't trust us boiling water.” 

That brought a small smile to her lips, and she noted the triumph in Reed’s gaze. Warmth spread through her at the thought

of his love, but she still couldn't climb out of her funk. 

“I wasn't the one who used the potholder to start a fire.” She smiled again, and Reed chuckled softly, the deep tone causing

shivers to race down her spine. 

“I didn't use it to start the fire per se. I'd just forgotten it was there.” He gave her a sheepish smile, and she stood up on her

tiptoes to kiss the bottom of his jaw. This was the Reed she loved, and with him, she was the Hannah he loved. She just needed

to remember that. 

“This is why Josh cooks for us. It's for our own safety.” She kissed him softly then pulled him into the house. His hand was

warm and slightly calloused, an artist’s hand. 

She walked to the small greenhouse that Reed and Josh had built for her and let out a breath. She knew they loved her, and

she loved them just as much. Yet this funk of hers was making her feel inadequate. She rolled up her sleeves and dug her hands

into the dirt, its nutrients alive and breathing, and her magic thriving. She was connected to the earth in every way possible, and

she knew the magic was coming through her, waiting to be let out and be put to good use. 

She was so tired of using her magic to protect herself and those she loved. It bordered too much on causing harm. No, she

had  to  be  truthful  to  herself;  it  was  causing  harm.  Maybe  that  was  another  reason  she  felt  as  though  she  were  sinking  in quicksand, unable to get out. 

She closed her eyes and let her magic work, the herbs and plants around her reaching toward her, wanting to be near her

magic. Before she knew it, two hours had passed, and she could smell the lasagna in the oven. 

Josh was home. 

She closed her eyes again and flared their bond, sending her love toward him. She hadn't done that in far too long. She felt

the love flare back at her, and she smiled. 

Hannah wiped off her hands on her apron then took it off and hung it on a peg that Josh and had installed for her. They were

always doing things like that for her, little touches here and there to show her they loved her and wanted to make things easier. 

She knew that, and she was grateful. She even told them she was. Yet, whatever was going on with her was corroding their

bond, and she needed to fix it, though she didn't know how. 

When she walked into the kitchen, the warm smell of Italian cooking filled her nose and the smell of garlic bread made her

stomach rumble. 

“Hey, baby,” Josh said as he walked toward her and ran a finger down her cheek. “You had a little bit of dirt here.” 

She blushed and ducked her head. “Maybe I should shower before we eat.” 

Josh leaned down and kissed her lips, his ponderosa-pine scent enveloping her. “I think I like you dirty.” 

She rolled her eyes and bit his lip. “You're bad, you know that?” 

“And you like me for it.” 

Reed  came  up  from  behind  her  and  wrapped  his  arms  around  her  waist.  He  nuzzled  his  nose  in  her  neck,  and  she

shuddered. 

“Feel better?” 

She nodded, though she didn’t feel hundred percent better yet. 

They sat down and ate, the basil and garlic bursting on her tongue. Her Josh was an amazing cook. Well, he was amazing to

her.  They  all  knew  that  he  wasn't  as  good  of  a  cook  as  Pat,  Reed's  mother,  or  Willow,  their  sister-in-law,  but  he  was  still amazing. 

After  they  cleaned  up  the  dishes,  Josh  pulled  out  three  beers,  and  Reed  led  them  to  the  living  room.  She  sank  into  the cushions on the couch while Josh and Reed flanked her. Though sometimes Josh or Reed would sit in the middle because they

all loved each other equally, she most especially loved it when she was in the center of her two big, strong men. She really

was the luckiest woman alive. She just had to remember that. 

The thought of their loss struck her unexpectedly, and she bit her lip in pain. She’d lost the baby, their baby. It had been her

fault because she had put too much energy into saving Finn and Josh, and she’d lost it. Tears threatened, but she pulled them

back, not wanting to let the boys know, but they did. They always did. 

Reed pulled her into his side, and Josh leaned over them both, pulling them into his arms. 

“Hannah,  you  have  to  tell  us  what  you’re  thinking,”  Josh  said  as  he  kissed  her  temple.  “We  can’t  help  you  if  we  don’t know.” 

Hannah pulled away, aware of the pain she felt flare in their bond. “You know what's bothering me.” 

Reed tried to hold her hand, but she pulled away, unable to stand his touch when she’d failed them. 

“Hannah,” Reed said, “I know it hurts, but if we don't talk about it, it’s just going to fester. Let us in, Hannah. We need you

as much as you need us. Help us.” 

Hannah shook her head and wrapped her arms around her middle, trying to make herself as small as possible. 

Josh held out his hand then must have thought better because he pulled it back. She stared at the long scar on his neck, and

the pain of almost losing him flooded back in full force. She'd used so much energy to save him that she’d lost their baby. If

only she had been stronger, if only…

“Hannah,” Josh said, “we need you. I know that you want a baby—” 

Her head came up quickly. “Me? Just me? Do you guys not want one anymore?” Her chest ached, a hollow feeling seeping

through her. 

Josh stood up quickly and pulled her into his arms. She tried to fight him off, but he was stronger. “I want a baby; I want

 our baby. You have to know that Reed and I want you and our children. But, Hannah, all this stress is killing you. I don't know how to help you but I think maybe we should back off and see what happens.” 

She felt as if she'd been slapped and pulled away from him. He let her go but only into Reed's arms. She lowered her head

as her body shook, unable to reach out and touch either of them. 

“Do you feel the same way?” she asked Reed, her voice hollow, tormented

“I feel like we lost something when we lost the baby.  Something  more  than  a  life  we  could  have  had.  We’re  losing  you

more and more as each month passes, and I don't want to lose you, Hannah. You’re our mate, our everything. We need you.” 

“Do you feel the same way?” she repeated, knowing the answer. 

Reed nodded, and she pulled away again, and this time, both men let her. For some reason, even though she had wanted it, 

it hurt more than she’d thought it would. When had she become this fickle woman? 

“Hannah, you’re not a failure or whatever it is that's going through your mind.” Josh came toward her, but she took a step

back. The stark look of pain on his face at her movement opened a chasm in her chest that threatened to swallow her whole. 

“I can't get pregnant, Josh. Every other person in our family can get pregnant at the drop of a hat. We’re paranormal. We're

meant to procreate and have babies.” 

Reed nodded. “I know, and it'll come. We just need to not stress about it because the stress is not good for your body.” 

“Not stress?” She waved her arms around then fisted her hands. “How am I supposed to not stress when I am the Healer of

the Redwood Pack and I can’t even show others that I’m fertile?” 

Josh shook his head and sat down on the edge of the coffee table. “Hannah, did you ever think you’re not the issue? What if

it’s my fault? What if it’s the demon blood running through my veins?” 

Hannah bit her lip as tears threatened again. She was ruining this, ruining everything. She was pulling away and hurting the

ones she loved. 

“What about adoption?” Reed asked, his voice very neutral, cautious. 

Hannah didn't say anything, but the thought had already been there. There were wolf pups and witch babies who needed

homes.  Maybe  not  in  their  Pack  since  the  Redwoods  took  care  of  their  own,  but  in  other  Packs  and  with  lone  wolves  and separate covens. She knew it was an option, one that she wanted to do in the future. But she wanted to have a baby, as well. 

She felt so selfish, so needy at the thought. What was wrong with her? 

Josh nodded. “I'd like to explore that option. But, I don't think you're ready for that. It's okay to want a baby of your own. 

That doesn't make you a horrible person.” 

“Yes, it does. Why can't I just want any child and be okay with it?” 

“Because you're allowed to be selfish every once in a while,” Reed said. “Even though I don't even think that it’s selfish.” 

“I don't want to adopt, yet,” Hannah said, the tears running down her cheeks. “I think that's something we could do in the

future, but I want to prove that my body can't fail me again.” 

“The stress is killing you, killing us,” Josh said, his voice hoarse from the damage to his throat and maybe something else. 

“I'm sorry that I'm hurting our bond, but I can't help it. I’m trying to be strong; I am. I need some time alone.” Hannah bit her

lip and tried not to crumble into a ball as she watched the looks on her mates’ faces. She’d torn into them, broken them with

that last statement. 

Both men looked at her, their faces pale, pained. She walked past them, and they didn't reach out for her. They didn't even

try. But that's what she had wanted, right? 

She  walked  out  onto  the  deck  and  took  a  deep  breath  in  the  cold  mountain  air.  She  should  have  gotten  her  coat,  but  she wasn't thinking. She hadn't been thinking much in far too long. She needed to get over herself and move on. How could she do

that? 

She walked farther, off the deck, and onto the forest floor. The trees reached toward the sky around her, and even in the

dark, she could feel their presence. She closed her eyes, letting the magic run through her as she tried to calm down. The hairs

on the back of her neck stood up, and she felt something wasn't quite right. In fact, something was very, very wrong. 

Before she could open her eyes, a quick, sharp pain struck her neck, and she felt her body weakening. Before she hit the

ground, big, strong, hands gripped her none too gently. 

“I have you, Hannah,” said a voice she didn't recognize. 

How did he know her name? 

She  felt  her  body  being  carried  away,  yet  she  couldn't  hear  any  sounds.  She  couldn't  hear  Josh  or  Reed.  Her  body  was heavy, lazy. She couldn't open her eyes and couldn't call out to her mates for help. She was helpless, alone. 

And it was her fault. 

Chapter 4

Reed fisted his hands and tried to hold back the scream that threatened to overtake him. He’d let Hannah leave the house, and

he hadn’t done anything about it. She was standing out there right now, alone, in pain, and he was sitting in the living room on

his ass. What the hell was wrong with him? 

“I hate that she's in pain,” Josh said as he rubbed a hand over his face. “I feel like somehow she can’t even look at me, 

Reed. It's my fault.” 

The tension still running through his veins from watching Hannah walk out the room made his body shake, but Reed walked

over to Josh and cupped his cheek. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“If I hadn't charged the demon like an idiot, he wouldn’t have had the chance to slit my throat and Hannah wouldn't have

had to use all her power and strength to Heal me.” 

Reed’s  heart  broke  for  his  two  mates,  and  he  kissed  Josh  softly  on  the  lips.  “You  were  trying  to  save  Finn;  you  did something heroic.” 

Josh gave him a hard look then shook his head. “No, I let the demon inside me take over, and I acted on instinct. I cost us

something precious and might've cost us something more. I need to fix this.” 

“We will fix this. I can still feel hurt and pain through the bond, and I’m worried, baby.” 

“Me too. Let’s go outside and hold her in our arms then talk. We can’t just leave her out there.” Josh kissed his temple then

took  his  hand.  Reed  gripped  tighter  and  held  on  for  his  anchor.  Josh  was  always  the  strong  one,  and  Reed  needed  him  now more than ever. Hannah needed  them now more than ever. 

They  walked  out  into  the  chilled  air  and  looked  on  the  porch  for  their  mate.  Unease  crept  up  Reed’s  spine  when  they couldn’t find her right away. 

“Hannah?” he called out. 

“Maybe  she  took  a  walk  on  the  property?”  Josh  said  as  he  inhaled  a  big  gulp  of  air. As  a  partial  demon,  Josh’s  senses were heightened, much like a werewolf’s. 

Reed let his wolf come to the surface, scratching beneath his skin, as nervousness swept through him. Hannah could have

taken a walk on their property, sure, but she still should have been visible to them. With the attacks on their den, even with the

added protection of Bay’s blood in the wards, Hannah wouldn’t have walked deep into the forest without letting them know or

without an escort. 

She wouldn’t have, no matter how much pain radiated through her. 

Right? 

Reed opened his senses and inhaled her sweet scent. He followed her trail to a copse of trees and growled. 

“Where is she?” Josh growled, his tattoos pulsing and his eyes glowing red. 

Reed sniffed the air, this time catching a sweet metallic scent mingling with their Hannah’s bitter-apple scent. 

“Someone else was here,” Reed growled as his wolf tried to claw to the surface. 

Josh walked into the forest and cursed, then knelt on the ground. Reed came up behind him and placed his shaking palm on

Josh’s shoulder. 

“What is it?” 

“A needle,” Josh bit out, and Reed almost fell to his knees. No, not this, not again. It couldn’t be happening again. They’d

almost lost Willow to a sadistic bitch and a needle; they couldn’t lose Hannah. 

Reed moved past Josh and surveyed the area, taking in every detail, every scent, every change in the environment. Even

though, as he did it, his body raged. Pain and anger coursed through him, and fear threatened to claw his stomach. The scent

ended  at  the  wards,  which  the  kidnapper  must  have  gone  through.  How,  Reed  didn’t  know,  yet.  There  would  be  no  point  in going after Hannah on foot or in his wolf form now because he couldn’t follow the scent. They would have to rely on Josh’s

Finding abilities, however erratic they were. 

Whoever had taken her hadn’t been of their Pack because Reed didn’t recognize the scent. He closed his eyes, letting the

foreign scent settle on his tongue, in his skin. He wouldn’t forget this. No, he would find the fucker who dared to try and break

up his family and gut him. 

He might not have been the most alpha of his brothers, but he’d kill any who harmed what was his. He’d vowed it before

when Caym had taken Josh, and he vowed it again. 

He vaguely heard Josh on his phone with Adam, the Enforcer, Reed’s brother, and Josh’s boss. Even though Adam was

still  learning  to  walk  with  this  prosthesis,  his  brother  would  still  know  what  to  do  and  would  help  them.  Which  was  good because his wolf didn’t want anyone but Josh around. 

 “I don’t trust anyone. We need Hannah,”  his wolf growled. 

Reed took a deep breath and tried to soothe his wolf. It would do no good to attack his own family out of pain and anger. 

Though a brawl would help him focus. 

Reed felt an arm come around his waist and leaned into Josh’s hold. 

“We’ll find her,” Josh said, his voice deep, cracking. 

“We have to,” Reed whispered. 

They turned back toward the house, Reed’s body shaking. When they got there, Jasper and Maddox where already on the

porch, their eyes gold and their bodies radiating with tension. 

“Adam  is  on  his  way,”  Jasper  said  as  he  opened  the  door  to  the  house  and  walked  in.  Reed  and  Josh  followed,  with Maddox taking up the rear. 

“What did you get out of the scent?” Maddox asked. 

“Like a sweet metallic scent,” Reed answered and shook his head. “I didn’t recognize it, so it’s not Pack. And this doesn’t

feel like a Central move. They shouldn’t have been able to breach the wards.” 

Jasper nodded, his face thoughtful. “Josh, did you recognize the scent?” 

Josh looked up with a frown. “I’m not sure.” 

Reed stiffened then walked over to his mate to run a calming hand down his lover’s face. “What do you mean?” 

“I haven’t always had these senses, so I don’t know. The scent wasn’t something I’ve been near since I’ve changed, but it’s

almost like a memory. Like I’ve scented it before… when I was human.” 

Reed tilted his head. “So you may know this guy?” An irrational anger pulsated through him again, and he forced it down. 

It wasn’t Josh’s fault that someone had taken their mate. It wasn’t. 

“I don’t know. I won’t know until I see him. But, it’s odd, isn’t it? That he made it through our wards, and that I may know

him?” 

Jasper stood up and walked toward them. “We’ll find her. We thought we were safer with Bay’s blood, but we were only

safer from the Centrals. With the war and our losses, we’ve forgotten there are other dangers out there for a werewolf, a witch, 

and a demon.” 

“Shit,” Reed muttered, and Maddox raised a brow. “Why can’t we just live in peace? Why is everything a God damn battle

or war?” 

“Because  we’re  different.  We’re  wolves.”  Jasper  said,  and  Reed  wanted  to  slug  the  bastard.  Less  than  ten  minutes  had passed since Hannah had been taken, and that had still been too long. 

Reed looked over at Josh. “When we get out of the wards, can you Find her?” 

“I’ll try,” Josh said as he walked to their weapons closet. Yes, their military mate had a weapons closet. Josh geared up

with knives, guns, and other equipment while Reed got the small medical bag that he could attach to his belt in case Hannah

was… Yeah, he didn’t want to think about that. 

“We’re going to Find her,” Reed said. “We don’t know if this is a solitary attack or if the Pack is in danger, so I want you

guys to stay behind and make sure the Pack is safe. We’ll call if we need you.” 

Jasper  and  Maddox  blinked  at  the  forcefulness  of  Reed’s  order  but  nodded.  Reed  might  not  have  a  title  in  the  Pack,  but Hannah was  his mate, his and Josh’s. They would Find her and bring her home. 


****

Hannah opened her eyes and spied a grungy cement wall. 

 Oh, goddess, not again. 

She’d woken up in a cold, cement room before. Though she’d found her Reed and Josh through the ordeal, that didn’t make

it any more pleasant a memory. 

She picked her upper body off up the floor and groaned because the aches in her limbs didn’t go away; they intensified. 

She took a deep breath and looked around, trying to get her bearings. 

She’d  been  kidnapped—again.  This  really  needed  to  stop  happening.  Whoever  had  taken  her  had  been  strong  enough  to

carry her pretty far. Her magic had touched him, and she hadn’t recognized him as a wolf, witch, or demon. He’d been human. 

Though he’d smelled…off. Like he was a human, though not entirely, as though he weren’t quite himself. She wasn't sure what

that meant, but she knew it did not bode well for her. 

Whoever had taken her had the power, or whatever it was, to confuse the wards and come on to the Redwood Pack land

without being noticed. She shuddered as she thought of who or what could have done that because she was now at his mercy. 

The basement wasn't quite the same as the one that held Corbin’s torture chamber. There were no manacles, no places for

her to be tied down and beaten. Just an empty room with a cage at the other end. She swallowed hard as she looked at the thick, 

steeled cell. It looked stronger than a normal one. 

Hannah closed her eyes for a second, not wanting to think about what that could mean because that wasn’t a normal cage, 

one built by a normal human who knew nothing about the paranormal. No, that was one built for something stronger than her, 

stronger even than Josh. It was designed to hold a werewolf. Like her Reed. Whoever had taken her knew that such things as

werewolves existed. It wouldn't make any sense otherwise. Since they'd known exactly how to take her, then it would stand to

reason they knew  what they were taking. 

Why was the cage in the room with her? Did they have Reed as well? Her body shook and her hands fisted, terror trying to

suffocate her. When she'd woken up in the basement a year ago, she’d been across from Reed. She didn't want to go through it

again. Nor with Josh. 

“I see you're awake,” a voice said from the now-open doorway. 

Hannah started and curled herself into a ball. She couldn’t feel the earth around her, so her magic was useless. Again. She

hated being weak. 

“Who are you?” she asked, surprised at how steady her voice was. She had to remain strong and keep some semblance of

control. Josh would Find her if his powers were working, and Reed would be with him. She had to have faith in them, faith in

herself. 

“Does  it  really  matter  who  I  am?”  The  man  gave  a  small,  creepy  smile,  and  Hannah  finally  looked  at  her  captor  in  the waning light. 

He was tall, strongly muscled, and had a military-haircut, though she could still see the slight gray to the color. His brown

eyes looked hard, unforgiving, and he had scars down his arms, and some on his chest, but she couldn't see a lot because of the

shirt he was wearing. Everything about him screamed military. 

Had  he  known  Josh?  Or  was  this  just  a  man  who  wanted  something  paranormal  for  experimentation?  She’d  heard  the

horror stories of the tests that were done on the supernaturals taken from their homes. Josh himself had been part of an elite

crew that had known about supernaturals, though his team hadn’t harmed them; they’d merely known of their existence. 

“Of course it matters who you are,” she finally answered. “Why did you take me? Where am I?” 

“Oh, good, all the normal questions the captive asks. You must be getting good at this.” He walked over to her, and she

bolted upright and lashed out, her fist connecting with his jaw. He grunted in pain, but the glint in his eyes scared her. Before

she could breathe, he had his hand around her throat and her body against the wall. 

Hannah  struggled  against  his  hold,  but  he  slammed  her  head  against  the  wall  again.  Her  vision  blurred,  and  her  head suddenly ached as his fist tightened, restricting her air. He slapped her hard with his other hand, and she felt the ring he wore

cut her lip. She clawed at his hands, trying to free herself, but he was stronger than her. Too strong…

“Don’t struggle. It only makes me want to hurt you more,” he growled. “Why don’t you use your strength, or whatever the

hell it is you have? You’re an abomination. I thought you'd be stronger than this.” 

He squeezed harder as the darkness threatened to take hold. Before she could fight back, he threw her by the neck against

another wall. She slid down to the ground, her muscles not ready to move. Her breaths coming in ragged pants, she tried to take

in as much oxygen as possible. 

Oh, goddess, he was going to kill her, even though he didn't know what she was. It didn’t matter at the moment because she

could tell he didn’t care what she was as long as she wasn’t human. He would kill her for it. 

“What are you?” he spat out then kicked her in the ribs. Pain ricocheted through her body as she curled herself into a ball

again. Instinctively, she knew to protect her stomach and all her vital organs. 

“Who are you?” she asked again, knowing she would probably be kicked again for her attitude. But she would not give up. 

She would wait for Reed and Josh. Or find a way to get out on her own. 

“You think you’re so cute? Well, if you’re not going to answer me, I guess I'll have to beat it out of you.” 

He punched her in the face, and she felt her cheekbone crack. Tears slid down her cheeks as she tried to fight him off, but

he kicked again, harder. 

“I  saw  you  with  Josh  and  that  wolf.  You’re  a  whore,  living  with  two  men,  spreading  your  legs  because  you  can.  It's probably  because  of  whatever  the  fuck  you  are.  Do  all  of  you  just  spread  your  legs  for  anyone  with  a  cock?  Maybe  you’ll spread your legs for me.” 

Terror and revulsion warred within her as she reached deep within to her magic. She didn’t have much, not with the lack

of earth around, but she had enough to get him off her. It had to be enough. She pushed with her magic and arms, kicking out as

she did so. She got him in the stomach, and he flew back into the other wall. 

“Bitch!” 

Woozy and bleeding, she stood up on shaky legs and made it to the door he’d stupidly left open. A hand gripped her hair

and flung her back. Hannah hit the ground, hard, her wrist fracturing to break her fall. She bit out a sob and cradled it closer to

her. Being a Healer, she could only Heal others, not herself. Her cheek and wrist would have to heal on their own when she

made it out of here.  If she made it out of here. 

No, she had to think positively. She could get out, and if not, Reed and Josh would be there. They wouldn’t let her stay

here, even though she’d left them in the living room for time alone. Another sob racked her body at the thought of never seeing

them again, never telling them she loved them and that, no matter what, she’d stand by them. 

Purpose gripped her. She’d get out of here. She had to because she needed to see her men. They needed her as much as she

needed them. Hannah would make it happen. She would. 

She stood again, and the man came at her, fists raised. She hit him with her unbroken hand, and he slapped her again on her

broken cheek. This time, the pain didn’t hurt as much. That didn’t bode well for the rest of her. 

“You’re a fighter. I like that,” he growled then took her by the neck again. She struggled, but it was no use. He threw her

into the cage and locked it behind her. “I’m not going to rape you. Don’t worry. I don’t want to catch anything from you and

your whorish ways.” 

She didn’t comment that she was a witch and didn’t have those diseases. Or the fact that she wasn’t a whore. Whatever she

could use to keep her body safe from him she’d take. 

“What are you?” he asked again, and she gave in. She hurt too much to fight. 

“I’m a witch.” No need to tell him she was a rare earth witch who was the Healer of the Redwood Pack. She needed to

keep some things close to herself, even if it did no good. 

His eyes widened fractionally. She could tell she’d surprised him, though how he didn’t make the connection when she’d

pushed him off her with magic was beyond her. Maybe he wasn’t as smart as he thought. That could be good for her. 

“A witch? Good to know. But if you use any magic on me, I’ll kill you then your precious mates. I’ll make it hurt, too.” 

“Why are you doing this?” 

“Because you’re all abominations that we should have killed when the team first found out about you!” 

She slid back farther into the cage, trying to get as much distance between them as possible. “So, you’re military?” 

He nodded, a scowl on his face. “You’re pretty smart, for a dead girl.” 

Hannah gulped but tried not to move at that statement. She just had to keep him talking, and maybe that would be enough

time for Josh and Reed to get here. The bars were too strong for her to break, and she had a feeling they’d been made for a

wolf, something way stronger than her. 

“How did you get into the den?” 

He shook his head then sat down in front of the cage, his body drawn and ragged. Good. 

“I drank some of Josh’s blood to get through your wards.” 

Her stomach revolted, and she barely resisted the urge to throw up what was left in her stomach. 

“What? How?” 

He  sighed  and  took  a  gun  from  his  waistband  that  she  hadn’t  known  he’d  had.  “I  guess  I’ll  tell  you  the  story  from  the beginning, shall I? I knew Josh from the team. He was my subordinate when he first started, but then he moved up the ranks, too

quickly for my taste. Soon we were equals in rank, though the bastard was so much younger.” 

She nodded, trying to keep him going. She needed to give her men time. 

“I knew there was something different about him from the get-go. He was too good at his job and used whatever the fuck

was wrong with him to find our targets. It pissed me off that he could use that freakiness to surpass me.” 

She bit her tongue at the urge to defend her mate. It wouldn’t do any good here. 

“When we’d found out the werewolves and other freaks were real, Josh didn’t bat an eye, like he’d found his own people

or some shit. I wanted to take y’all out right there, but no, the higher-ups frowned on stuff like that. They wanted to use you or

something, but Josh and the others just let y’all live normally.” He snorted. “Or however normal y’all fucking freaks can be.” 

“You wanted to kill a whole group of people because you think we’re different?” she asked before she thought better of it. 

It wouldn’t do good to anger him. 

“You don’t deserve to live,” he spat. 

He wasn’t so different from Caym, the demon who wanted to take over the world and rule the humans. It didn’t matter that

one  was  human  and  the  other  from  hell.  No,  it  mattered  who  they  were  and  what  they  wanted.  Hannah  didn’t  think  this  man would appreciate the irony. 

“So, you’ve kidnapped me for… what? What good will I do?” 

“I’m going to use you to prove to the world you’re all dangerous. Though I would have preferred using a wolf, a witch will

do. Plus, I don’t think that bastard Josh, and whatever the fuck the other freak’s name is, will leave you alone with me for too

long. I figure I’ll use all three of you if I have to.” 

He  wanted  to  show  the  world  that  paranormals  existed?  That  would  destroy  them  and  maybe  even  the  humans.  Humans

couldn’t  take  knowing  about  the  existence  of  others;  it  would  be  too  much  for  them.  Wars  would  break  out,  and  people,  no matter their species, would be slaughtered. 

Did  this  man  not  know  what  he  was  doing?  He  was  going  to  risk  the  death  of  millions  because  he  had  a  grudge  against Josh, or whatever it was he hated? 

“You’re crazy.” 

“And, you’re a freak. Get the fuck over it.” 

“You can’t do this. You’ll kill millions of people.” 

“You think I care? You deserve it.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you shouldn’t exist. You’re nothing. You’re just something that needs to die.” 

“Why are you using me to do it?” 

“Because Josh is a traitor. He shouldn’t have left his men to shack up with a whore.” 

She bit her lip and stared at the man who had clearly lost his mind. There was no reasoning with him, no getting through to

him. Hannah just had to wait it out and pray Reed and Josh could overtake him. 

There had to be a way. It wasn’t just about her. No, it was about their people. Their family. 

Chapter 5

Josh closed his eyes and opened his mind to the Finding, the pain slamming back at him as it hit a wall. 

“Fuck, my Finding isn’t working,” he said as he rubbed his temples, closing his eyes. 

He felt Reed’s hand on his thigh, soothing him. “You had it right when we got through the wards. We’re going in the right

direction at least. Just relax and let it come to you.” 

Josh lifted a lip and growled. “Really? Let it come to me? Fuck, Hannah’s out there, and we can’t get to her because my

fucking demon powers, or whatever the hell they’re called, are screwing up my Finding. And, you want me to ‘let it come to

me’? Jesus.” 

“Feel better now that you’ve yelled at me?” Reed asked as he drove down the winding road where Josh had Found the path

leading to their mate. 

As soon as Reed had proclaimed that he and Josh were going to Find Hannah, they’d geared up and started driving. It had

only  taken  maybe  thirty  seconds  once  Josh  was  beyond  the  wards  of  the  den  for  his  powers  to  work.  But,  now  that  he  was trying to force it, his powers were fading. He fucking hated the demon bite that had screwed up his Finding. He let out a breath. 

No, without the bite, he wouldn’t have had the strength to protect those he loved, so he needed to keep it in perspective. But it

was hard as hell to do that when his mate was in a dark basement and bleeding. 

Yes, he’d seen that when he’d used his powers and cursed. He’d almost caused Reed to run off the road when he’d seen

Hannah’s swollen face in his mind because his body had jerked so violently. When his Finding actually worked, he could Find

any face he’d seen before and follow that path. But with the demon blood running through his veins, his powers were spotty

now, at best. 

“We’ll find her, Josh,” Reed whispered as he took another sharp curve. 

Josh nodded even as fear clawed at his belly. “We can still feel her in the bond, so we know she’s alive.” 

“Yes, and we can use that to find her once we get closer. I know our bond isn’t like Adam’s and Bay’s. They can find each

other no matter the distance, but we can find her once we’re closer.” 

Josh let out a curse. “We just have to get there. Meaning my Finding actually has to fucking work.” 

“It will.” 

“Who took her, Reed?” 

“I don’t know, but you said the scent was almost familiar, right?” 

Pain ate at him, and he cracked his knuckles. “I think so. That means I knew this guy, Reed. This guy came after our Hannah

because of me.” The last word cracked when he said it, not because of the damage to his throat, but because he couldn’t hold in

the emotion anymore. Damn it, he had to be strong for her. 

“No, this guy came after Hannah because he’s insane or because of something else, but this is  not your fault.” 

“We don’t know that.” 

“Fine, but dwelling on it doesn’t help your Finding, and it’s not helping Hannah. So get over yourself for a minute and Find

our mate.” Reed’s eyes glowed as his voice rose, and Josh reached to squeeze his mate’s thigh. 

“Thank you.” 

“Find her.” 

Josh closed his eyes and summoned his powers, or whatever he did to get them to work. He didn’t have a name for it and

didn’t really want to name it. He was the only one of his kind in existence that he knew of, so it had never seemed important. 

He opened up is Finding, and this time, instead of hitting a wall, he continued down a fraying path until he saw her. 

He let out a breath then cursed. 

Fuck, she was in a cage and hurt. Really fucking hurt. 

He  could  see  only  her  and  the  bars  around  her,  and  she  was  talking,  though  he  couldn’t  hear  what  she  said.  He

concentrated, tugging on that fragile bond in his Finding and wrapping it around their trinity bond. He’d never done it before, 

but  he  knew  it  was  the  thing  to  do. As  it  melded,  the  connection  grew  stronger,  their  bond  flaring  back  to  life.  It  sparked, warmed, strengthened. 

There. 

“Keep  going  down  this  road  for  another  mile  then  take  a  turn  into  a  copse  of  trees  that  looks  like  a  run-off.  She’s  in  an abandoned building three miles past that.” 

Reed growled and sped up. “I knew you could do it.” 

“She’s hurt, Reed.” 

Josh could hear the strain of the steering wheel under his mate’s hands as Reed fought his wolf for control. He was doing

his own fighting with his demon. 

“Can you see who has her?” Reed asked as he took the turn a little too fast. 

Josh braced himself against the door and focused his energy. “I’m looking.” He recognized the cage from a military bunker

that he thought he’d destroyed and cursed again. Fuck, this was someone from his team. It had to be. He looked around, though

it was hard to do because he could really focus on only Hannah, but he tried. There weren’t any other noticeable marks around, 

just the cage and her. When she held her wrist to her chest in pain, he growled…then saw him. 

Cyrus Ferns. 

His old commander. 

Fuck. 

“I see him. He’s that fucker from my team that was a hot head. He hates paranormals, Reed.” 

“We’ll kill him.” 

Though  Cyrus  was  a  human,  and  Josh  wouldn’t  have  normally  killed  a  man  like  that,  this  was  different.  This  man  was dangerous. Dangerous to his Pack, his family…his Hannah. 

Reed  stopped  the  car  and  cut  the  engine  about  a  mile  away  from  the  place  where  Cyrus  held  Hannah.  Josh  nodded  then rubbed Reed’s thigh again. 

“We’ll go on foot so we have a better chance of getting him,” Josh said, and Reed slid a golden glance at him. 

“Okay, soldier-man, I got it,” he said dryly. 

“Sorry, I’m just thinking aloud,” he said as he got out of the car and checked his ammo. The need to find Hannah and get the

fuck out of there filled him. He wanted to be in his home, his den, and wrap himself around her and never let go. 

Soon. 

After he took care of this fucking prick. 

“Change to your wolf, Reed. We need your senses for traps.” 

Reed nodded then stripped out of his clothes and put them in the vehicle. Josh glanced at the tanned body that he loved then

forced his gaze away to check his surroundings. From this distance, they couldn’t see the building, but Josh could feel it there. 

He couldn’t see any surveillance or signs of a trap, and Josh was damn good at spotting those. After all, it had been his job for

most of his life, and now as one of Adam’s enforcers, his protection level had increased. 

He  heard  a  sharp  groan  as  Reed  finished  shifting.  He  knew  the  change  was  as  brutally  painful  as  it  was  beautiful  in  its outcome. The russet-colored wolf came to sit by him, and he rubbed his mate behind the ears. Reed leaned into him as they

both surveyed the area with a keen focus. 

Reed huffed out a breath and started toward the building. 

Good, that meant Reed didn’t sense anything out of the ordinary either. 

They  slowly  made  their  way  to  the  building,  making  sure  they  knew  where  all  the  exits  were  and  had  an  escape  path  if needed. If they were lucky, they could overpower Cyrus and get out of there with Hannah quickly. But, they were never that

lucky. 

The building was an old storehouse that must have been part of an older dwelling. It had long since fallen into disrepair. 

Josh knew she was in the basement, and he could also feel that only she and Cyrus were in the area. 

Apparently his demon powers were better than he’d thought. 

Reed went first and sniffed around then did an awkward nod. Josh nodded back. Good, there wasn’t anyone around, and

Josh agreed. Josh made his way to the door and gripped his gun tighter. 

This was it. 

Yet it all seemed so familiar. 

He’d found his Reed and Hannah by breaking into an abandoned building when Corbin and Caym had taken them. But now

he was different, stronger, and not afraid of the things that could kill him. 

Well, not really. 

He was afraid only of losing Hannah and Reed. They were his everything. 

He  quietly  opened  the  door  and  did  a  quick  glance  of  the  hallway.  Empty.  Good.  He  went  in  first,  letting  Reed  creep behind him, protecting him from anything that could come up from behind. Josh followed their bond until he reached another

door farther down the empty hallway. 

He knew the basement was through that door as well as he knew Hannah and Cyrus were beyond it. He turned the knob and

crept down the stairs, Reed on his tail. 

Cyrus stood by the cage where Hannah lay. His old friend’s body looked haggard, bruised. 

Good, Hannah had gotten some good punches in. 

Josh spared a glance for Hannah and noticed her eyes brighten, but other than that, she didn’t acknowledge them. Good. 

She would have felt them through the bond as they got closer, so they hadn’t surprised her to the point she would give away

their arrival and location. 

“I see you’re here, Josh,” Cyrus said as he turned around. “You really didn’t think you could sneak up on me, did you? I

trained you, boy.” 

“Let her go, and I’ll let you die quickly,” Josh said as he gripped the gun harder. 

Cyrus just shook his head. “You’re a fucking traitor and a sick freak. But I’m the one with the gun on your whore.” 

Reed growled at the word, and Josh bit his tongue. “Put the gun down, Cyrus.” 

“No, I’m the one with the power. You put  your fucking gun down.” 

Josh  shrugged.  He  had  another  two  strapped  to  him  plus  his  knives,  and  the  fact  that  he  was  a  partial  demon  made  him faster and stronger than Cyrus. Not to mention that Reed was a werewolf and could rip Cyrus’s head from his body with one

strong bite. But Josh put the gun down anyway. He didn’t want to anger Cyrus any more than the man already was. That would

risk causing Hannah more harm. Anything but that. 

“Good. Now you see that I’m the one in control. You shouldn’t have left your blood with the Navy though Josh. This is all

your fault you know.” 

Josh  made  a  mental  note  to  visit  the  base  and  take  care  of  any  loose  ends  that  might  have  been  lost. After  he  killed  the bastard in front of him. He’d also have to tell Edward that even though his blood had changed with the demon bite, there was

still a way through the wards with his old blood. 

“Let Hannah go.” 

Cyrus threw his head back and laughed. “No, I don’t think I will. Things like you and your pussy here need to be put down. 

Humans are the powerful ones. If we weren’t, why are you the ones in hiding and we’re free?” 

“Because we let you,” Josh said and watched as Cyrus growled and tried to pull the trigger. 

But, Reed was faster. Before Josh could blink, a red blur bit through Cyrus’s wrist, severing his hand and the gun along

with it. Cyrus screamed in pain then went silent as Reed snapped his neck. Reed howled as Josh ran to the cage and broke the

lock using all of his strength. 

Hannah was in his arms in the next instant, her body shaking as he ran his hands down her body, checking for broken bones. 

The bastard had broken her wrist and cheekbone, but the rest seemed only bruised, except for perhaps a cracked rib or two. 

Josh  shuddered  as  he  held  Hannah  close  to  him,  her  sweet  scent  washing  over  him  as  he  felt  Reed  change  back  to  his human form. 

“Thank you,” Josh whispered as a naked Reed wrapped his arms around them. 

“I couldn’t let you do that to someone you knew,” Reed said as he kissed Hannah’s temple. “Hannah, baby, we’ll take care

of you.” 

“I knew you would,” she rasped. “Though I got a few hits in.” 

Josh picked her up and kissed her softly, aware of her hurts. “We’ll take you home and clean you up, baby.” He felt Reed

reach into his pocket and pull out his phone. 

“I’m going to call Adam and tell him to send a cleanup crew then get North to our house to take care of Hannah.” 

“Let’s go home,” Josh said as he carried Hannah out of the room, leaving behind the dead man he’d once trusted. That man

was his past, but the woman in his arms and the man beside him were his future. 

Chapter 6

 One Month Later

Hannah snuggled between her two men as they shifted in their sleep. Josh’s hand was on her breast, kneading even as he rocked

against her from behind, while Reed’s hand drifted down her belly to rub her softly. She moaned and leaned into Reed then

back into Josh, loving the way they woke up in the morning. 

In  the  month  since  her  attack,  she’d  healed  and  let  go  of  the  pressure.  She’d  had  to.  She  and  her  men  made  love  daily, softly, forcefully, and everywhere in between. But she didn’t stress about conceiving. She’d almost lost her life and risked her

mates’ lives because she’d been so stressed and lost her focus. The lines of what she could do and what mattered had been

blurred, and she’d almost lost herself. 

But, not anymore. 

She felt Josh shift and heard the nightstand drawer open, sending shivers of anticipation down her spine. 

“Good  morning,”  Reed  said  against  her  lips,  and  then  he  kissed  her,  his  tongue  tangling  with  hers.  He  increased  the pressure  of  his  hand,  her  body  opening  for  him  as  he  curled  two  fingers  within  her.  She  rubbed  against  him,  wanting  more. 

“Greedy,” he whispered. 

“I want you,” she said, panting. 

“You’ll have me,” Reed said as he picked up the tempo, hitting that spot to send her over. Her body flushed, tingled, and

cascaded as she came. 

Josh moved her leg, and then she felt the cool lube at her back entrance, his fingers soon following. 

“Good morning, baby,” Josh said, his voice low, needy. 

He  worked  her  slowly  while  Reed  teased  her  nipples.  She  closed  her  eyes,  taking  in  every  sensation  she  could,  even though there were too many for her to count, to feel. 

Josh moved back, and then she felt the head of his cock pushing in her past that tight ring of muscles. She stiffened at the

familiar intrusion, and Reed rubbed her clit to make her relax. 

“Take him in, love. Then I’ll fill you up,” Reed said, and she could feel his cock throb against her mound. 

She nodded, unable to speak as Josh filled her. 

“Damn, mate of ours, I love filling this ass,” Josh said as he stilled, her body slowly relaxing even more. 

Reed lifted her leg higher and slowly, oh so slowly, filled her pussy. When he was seated, Hannah moaned, her body too

full, too needy. 

“I need you to move, or stay still, or I don’t know. Do something, anything. Oh, goddess, I love this. I love you,” she said

as her body shook. 

Josh licked and nipped at her neck as Reed rolled her nipples. 

Then they moved. 

In tandem, they filled her, alternating so she could feel their cocks rub against the soft tissue separating them. 

Oh, goddess. 

They  increased  the  pace  as  her  body  heated,  her  climax  coming…soon.  Josh  bit  down  on  the  mate  mark  as  Reed  thrust, hard. 

Her body shattered. 

She came on a wave, her men following her as they panted and slowed, their bodies pooling in a state of carnal bliss. 

“Best  wake-up  ever,”  Reed  said,  breaking  the  silence.  Josh  chuckled  behind  her,  but  she  didn’t  say  anything,  merely

cuddled deeper into their holds. 

“I love you,” she said. 

“I love you, too,” her men said as one. 

They  lay  down  together  for  a  bit  longer  before  necessities  and  time  tables  forced  them  up.  They  had  family  lunch  at Edward and Pat’s house and were going to be late if they didn’t hurry. She forced herself and her men to shower separately, or

they’d never leave, and then she finished getting ready. 

They drove to the Alpha’s home, a giddy excitement running through her. This was family; she loved it. They were greeted

by all of the Jamensons, big and small. The sight of Micah, Finn, and Brie didn’t cause that ache anymore. 

As they ate, they discussed the upcoming frost, the goings on of the Pack, and the dangers that lurked. 

“We need to be aware of all dangers,” Edward said as he held his grandson Micah closer to him. “It’s not just the Centrals

out there, and we need to remember that. But we must also remember what is good.” He smiled at Micah, and Hannah gripped

her men’s hands as emotion welled over at the picture. “This family is what is good. We’ll survive. We always have, and we

will continue.” 

Hannah looked over at North as he patted Ellie’s shoulder. A dark look passed over her face. Maddox stood up from the

table abruptly and picked up Finn. 

“He needs to be changed.” 

He left the room, and the others looked around, confused. 

Their family was changing. With each addition, the dynamics evolved, and Hannah was part of that. She leaned into Reed’s

side as Josh rubbed her knee. 

These were her mates. Her wolf and demon. Hers. 


****

“Push, Hannah, push,” Josh said as he kissed his mate’s brow. She gripped his hand as Reed gripped her other. 

Josh looked over at the other man and gulped. Jesus, why did they always say childbirth hurt only the mother? From his

perspective, they were both about to pass out. 

She’d been pregnant at that lunch with the Jamensons. She’d also been pregnant when Cyrus had taken her, though she’d

only just conceived that day, or sometime close to then. 

Josh shook his head then kissed Hannah again. Things had a way of coming full circle and scaring the crap out of him. 

Here he was, about to be a father, and all he wanted to do was sit down so he didn’t faint and look like a pussy. From the

look of Reed, Josh figured he wasn’t alone. 

Thank God. 

“Okay, Hannah, you’re doing good,” North said as he smiled. 

Fuck that. Why did that man smile? Shouldn’t he be helping to get this done already? Didn’t he see Hannah was hurting? 

Okay, maybe he needed to back off a bit. 

“Push one more time, and we’ll have a baby for you to hold,” North said as Cailin, Reed and North’s sister, stood behind

him, ready to help with the newborn. She’d pulled her thick black hair from her face and smiled like a ready aunt. 

Hannah bore down, squeezed his hand so hard he knew he’d bruise, and pushed. Josh’s eyes blurred as he tried to use their

bond to take her pain. 

Holy shit, how did women do it? 

A baby’s cry brought him out of his thoughts, and he looked down at his son. 

His son. 

“You did it,” Reed said as he kissed Hannah then Josh. 

“A healthy baby boy,” North said as he showed off their son then handed him off to Cailin. “Okay, Hannah, one more.” 

Josh froze. “What?” 

“Huh?” Reed said at the same time. 

Hannah bit her lip and tried to look innocent. Yeah, not so much. “Um, I didn’t want you to worry, but we’re having twins.” 

Josh found his ass on the floor and looked up at Hannah. “Uh…” 

“Okay, Dads, get up and help Mom because she needs you,” North said, laughter in his tone. 

Josh scrambled up as Reed did the same, and held on, and Hannah pushed again. 

Twins? 

Oh, shit. 

After all the trouble of having one, they were having two? What the hell were they going to do with two? 

Another baby cried, and Josh blinked. 

“A girl,” Cailin said, tears running down her face. “Congrats, Momma and Poppas.” 

Josh moved back to sit on the stool as he watched Cailin clean off both babies while North made sure Hannah was okay. 

“Two?” Reed rasped, and Josh nodded. 

“Why didn’t you tell us?” Josh asked, his voice not quite steady. 

“Because I was worried, and I wanted to surprise you,” Hannah said as she smiled, her eyes never leaving their babies. 

“Well, you surprised us all right.” 

Josh moved to where Cailin had both babies on the bed, their little bodies pink and wiggling. 

He was a dad. Twice over. 

Cailin smiled at him and handed one wrapped in a blue blanket. “Your son,” she said as Josh carefully held him. He and

Reed didn’t know which of them was the biological father, but that didn’t matter. These babies were  theirs. 

Cailin followed him to Hannah’s side, holding his daughter. Hannah held out her hands, and Cailin deftly handed over their

girl while Josh very carefully handed Reed their son. 

“We’ll leave you five alone,” North said as he led Cailin out. 

Five of them. Two babies. 

“Two,” Josh said. 

“Kaylee and Conner,” Hannah said. “Our babies.” 

Josh leaned down and kissed Kaylee’s head. Her little eyes shot open and stared at him, her gaze so focused he knew she

knew who he was, even at this young age. 

“You’re both ours,” he said, his voice thick with tears. “Forever.” 

“Forever,” his mates agreed. 

Forever. 

The End
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Winter Eve - Excerpt

Looking for a shifter paranormal series that’s sure to make your day? Try out Lia Davis’s  Winter Eve. 

Chapter 1

The winding, slick roads of the Smoky Mountains seemed creepier than the last time Nevan Matthews had traveled them. Then

again, at the time, he’d been seven, it was daylight, and there wasn’t snow on the ground. 

Why was he even going? Oh, right. His extended family would bug the shit out of him if he didn’t show up, just like they

had bugged him about every aspect of his life since his father's death five years ago. And, again, when his fiancée, Becca, died

a year later. The only family he had left in the world had demanded he spend the holiday season with them. 

"You need your family now more than ever," Sarah, his stepmother, had said. "You spend too much time alone." 

Her soft, pleading voice had tugged at his heart, and he’d finally given in. He loved his stepmother. She’d always cared for

him as if he was her own son. It was impossible to say ‘no’ to the only mother he had ever known. Besides, he hadn’t been

back home since his father’s death. So he took his first vacation in five years to spend the holidays in a place he didn’t belong. 

With people far different from him. 

A  blur  of  brown  fur  zipped  in  front  of  his  headlights,  and  he  jerked  the  rental  car  to  the  left.  His  heart  hammered  in  his chest as the car swerved on the icy road and slammed into the rock wall of the mountainside. 

Steam rolled from under the smashed hood and mingled with the frigid winter night as Nevan emerged from the car. He

cursed under his breath and raked a hand through his light brown hair. 

"Now what?" 

He scanned the area for signs of life. He figured Sarah's cabin was a good twenty miles away. He'd freeze to death on top

of this mountain on a night like this before reaching the cabin on foot. 

Movement to his right caught his attention, and he narrowed his eyes for a better look. A large leopard crouched, staring at

him  from  the  roadside.  With  eyes  that  reflected  the  full  moon's  light,  the  creature  blinked  and  let  out  a  soft  growl  before  it turned to walk up a gravel driveway. 

The animal was beautiful, scary, and its eyes held a hint of humanity. Could it be a were? Sarah hadn’t said anything about

others living this far up the mountain. When the beast turned to look at him, he swore it wanted him to follow. He took a step

forward, and the cat started walking again. 

"Oh, great, Nev. You're being lead away by a cat, like Alice and that damn rabbit," he muttered to himself. No one would

ever  believe  him.  In  fact,  it  was  probably  leading  him  to  the  den  to  share  with  the  rest  of  the  pack.  Shaking  his  head  at  the ridiculous thought, he walked up the driveway. The cat sped up, running ahead much too fast for him. Then it darted into the

woods a few feet from a single-story log cabin nestled into the surrounding trees. Another step caused a blinding light to click

on, illuminating the front of the yard and the cabin. A few moments later, the door opened, revealing the most beautiful woman

he'd  ever  seen.  She  stepped  out  onto  the  large  wide  porch.  Her  straight  silk-like  strawberry  blond  hair  cascaded  over  her shoulders and stopped at her waist. The light of the full moon cast against her pale skin made her look like a goddess. 

"What can I do to help you?" 

Her velvety smooth voice warmed his body and awoke a very specific part of his anatomy. It was several seconds before

he found his voice and shook out of the trance she’d cast upon him. "I crashed my car and wondered if you have a phone. My

cell doesn't get service up here." 

"I don’t have a phone." Her gaze left him to search their surroundings and stopped as she glanced toward the dark sky as

though she saw something he didn't, or couldn't, see. "But, come inside. You’ll freeze to death in the storm." She turned and walked back inside. 

 Storm? 

A single snowflake drifted in front of his face, landing on his nose. 


***

Danica crossed the living room to the fireplace, feeling the man’s stare like tiny caresses over her skin. After grabbing the

poker, she stirred the fire and added another log. Keegan would freaking flip if he knew she’d taken in a stranger, especially a

human stranger, but there was something about this human. “What’s your name?” 

There was a pause, and then he let out a husky reply, as if startled by the question. “Nevan” 

“I’m Danica.” She stood and held out her left hand to him. Not because this stranger had uncovered long-buried desires, 

and  she’d  been  much  too  long  without  a  male’s  touch.  Nope,  that  wasn’t  it  at  all.  She  simply  wanted  to  see  if  he  could  be trusted.  Sniffing  out  a  lie  or  even  the  barest  hint  of  dishonesty  was  like  a  shifter’s  sixth  sense.  Other  shifters  didn’t  have troubles detecting a lie from across the room, but Danica’s sense of smell had been damaged along with most of the right side

of her body in a fire a couple of years before. It was one reason she lived on the edge of town, away from the others’ pity. 

“Nice to meet you.” There was a hesitation in his voice and leeriness in his gaze. 

“What brings you up the mountain this late in the season?” 

“I  was  on  my  way  to  my  stepmother’s  for  the  holidays.” A  frown  creased  his  forehead.  “Do  you  know  where  there’s  a phone? I should call before she sends out the cavalry.” 

“Cavalry?” 

“My stepbrothers.” 

“How many do you have?” 

“Four. Three of them are older, and one is a year younger than me.” 

She  hid  her  smile  by  turning  toward  the  kitchen.  “That’s  a  big  family.”  In  this  day  and  age,  humans  didn’t  usually  have large families. The ones that did held more family values than those who didn’t. They were more likely to protect each other. 

She walked into the kitchen and started a pot of coffee. When she turned around, she was startled by the sight of Nevan

standing just a few feet away. She reached out to balance herself only to find Nevan beside her faster than she’d expected a

human to move. He took her elbow and she gasped at the heat of his body so close to hers. Her body warmed, and her pulse

increased. With only a few inches separating them, she could smell his natural male scent mixed with his aftershave. Spicy and

good enough to lick all over…

She took a few steps back. He was a stranger, for God’s sake. She wasn’t the seducing type. Besides, who would want to

make love to a scarred, half-powered leopard? 

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.” 

“I didn’t hear you move.” Which was crazy considering there was nothing wrong with her supernatural hearing. She poured

coffee into two cups and handed him one, careful not to make physical contact again. Leaning against the counter, she studied

him.  He  was  human.  Nothing  remotely  magickal  or  paranormal  about  him,  yet  there  was  something  in  the  way  he  carried himself and moved. 

Shaking her head, she shifted to peer out the window. The snow was coming down in sheets. “Looks like we’re in for the

night.” 

Fabric sliding over fabric indicated he’d moved closer to look out the window. “At least.” 

She  lifted  her  gaze  to  meet  his.  He  smiled,  and  she  thought  her  knees  would  give  out.  Stepping  around  him  before  she completely  embarrassed  herself,  she  walked  out  of  the  kitchen.  “Come,  I’ll  show  you  to  the  guest  room  and  get  some  extra blankets.” 

The trip down the hall was the longest in her two hundred twenty-three years of life. The male following her put her cat on

edge. 

Stopping at the linen closet, she grabbed sheets and a couple of blankets and handed them to him. She quickly turned into

the bedroom to her left. “The shower is across the hall, and there is firewood on the back porch. Would you like me to get you

some?” 

“No. I think I can manage.” He offered her another gentle smile, and the air in the room grew thick. 

“I’ll leave you to clean up. I’m kind of a night creature, so I hope I won’t disturb you.” 

He looked around the room before meeting her stare again. “Thank you.” 

“You’re  welcome,”  she  said  softly  and  walked  back  down  the  hallway  toward  the  living  room.  It  was  her  fault  he  was here, stranded. If she hadn’t darted in front of his car like an irresponsible cub, he’d be on his way to see his family. 

An  all-too-familiar  energy  nudged  at  her  psyche,  and  her  mood  lifted.  She  went  straight  to  the  front  door  and  opened  it before Shayna Andrews could knock. “Why on earth are you here in this weather?” 

Laughing,  the  beautiful  blond  stomped  her  snow  covered  boots  on  the  porch  and  entered  the  cabin.  “I  was  hunting  and wondered a little too far out, and then it started snowing, suddenly.” 

Danica shook her head. Shay was always testing her adopted brothers’ abilities to track her. She liked to see how far from

town she’d get before they caught up to her. “Doesn’t pissing your brothers off get old?” 

A mischievous smile lifted the side of her mouth. “Nope. But, this time, I was actually hunting. You know how focused I

can get in cat form.” 

“Yeah. That focused curiosity is going to get you in trouble.” Danica motioned to the kitchen and frowned. She’d advised

Keegan to allow Shay out of town to learn to use her skills for the Packs. But, no, the Alpha leopard refused to let his princess

out of his sight. It was a shame that a twenty-five-year-old tiger shifter had to be under guard 24/7. Keegan was blinded by the

fear he’d lose her the way he’d lost his mate during the attacks on the den over two centuries ago. 

“Speaking of your brothers…” 

“Blaine should be here in about three seconds.” 

Danica shook her head again. It always surprised her how much Shay was in tune to her adopted brothers. Then she froze. 

“Did you say Blaine?” 

“Yeah…hey, you have a male here.” Shay walked toward the hall, sniffing the air. “And he’s human. Way to go, Dani!” 

Cursing, Danica tugged at her arm. “Please don’t. It’s not what you think. I caused his car to crash. I’m taking him into town

tomorrow to use a phone.” 

Shaking her head, Shay locked gazes with her. “You can’t bring a human into Ashwood Falls. Father will have a wolf.” 

Danica dropped her shoulders. “I have no choice.” 

“You  could’ve  left  the  human  alone.”  The  deep,  stern  male  voice  made  her  wince,  but  didn’t  surprise  her.  She  felt  the leopard’s presence about two seconds ago. 

“I’m a healer, Blaine.” 

Blaine leaned his large frame against the counter, one dark brow raised. “Was he hurt?” 

“No.” 

“Then he was none of your concern.” 

Danica’s  patience  with  the  Enforcer  was  growing  very  thin.  “You’re  wrong.  He’s  none  of   your  concern.  This  is  my house.” 

He growled. “I know that. You are family, Pack. It’s my job to ensure everyone is safe. Inviting a human into your home is

not safe, for any of us.” 

She folded her arms over her chest. “And, I still have the ability to detect the good in people.” 

“Damn it, Dani—” 

Shay  pushed  by  her  brother,  cutting  off  his  sentence  and  making  him  turn  toward  the  entrance  of  the  kitchen.  Danica followed his gaze to Nevan. 

Shay had her hand out-stretched. “Hi. I’m Shay.” 

“Nevan.” He shook her hand, looked from Blaine to Danica. “Is everything okay?” 

Danica shoved past the mountain of an Enforcer to stand between the two males. “Blaine was just leaving.” 

Blaine studied Nevan for several moments without speaking. Cocking her head to the side, she noticed a faint expression

of…acceptance? Surely, she was tired and didn’t just witness the alpha male in front of her dismissing an argument. 

Finally, he peered down at her and smiled weakly. He lifted her right hand and pressed her scarred palm to his cheek, a

sign of trust and respect among the Pack. “Are you sure you don’t need anything?” 

She rested her free hand over his heart. “No. I appreciate your concern.” 

That  arrogant  smile  he  was  famous  for  made  its  slow  appearance.  “Bring  your  friend  over  for  a  late  lunch  tomorrow  to meet father.” 

She rolled her eyes and ignored the command in the voice. “Good night, Blaine.” 

Chuckling, he moved to the front door. Shay drew her in a tight hug and whispered, “Sorry,” before following her brother

outside. 

Danica locked the door behind them. She wasn’t sure if Shay was apologizing for Blaine being an ass or for the fact that

she would have to put Nevan through a meeting with the Pack Alpha. Knowing her, it was both. 

“Your brother?” 

Confused, she turned to meet his gray-colored gaze. “What?’

“Blaine. Is he your brother?” 

“Oh. I guess you could say that. We grew up together. His family took me in when my parents died.” She thought about it

for a moment. Warmth entered her heart, filling it with unconditional love. The Andrews were her family. “Yeah, I guess he is

the brother I never had. Over protective and all.” 

He laughed and peered out the window, and the seriousness returned to his handsome features. “It’s snowing hard. How

did they get here?” 

She moved to the sink to clean the cups and avoid his curious stare. Damn. She couldn’t tell him the truth, and she didn’t

want to lie to him. Blaine was one of the rare shifters who could teleport. The ability was limited to places he’d been before

and to follow someone he had a blood bond with, like family or a mate. “Blaine has a truck that can drive through anything.” 

Which was true, but she doubted he’d driven it tonight. 

Suddenly, Nevan was standing beside her, taking a cup to dry it. She jumped. “How do you do that?” 

“Do what?” 

“Move without a sound.” 

He shrugged but didn’t look at her. “My brothers have very good hearing. I kind of grew up trying to sneak past them.” 

She laughed at the mischief in his tone. 

He fell quiet, making her glance his way. His gaze drifted over the scars on her right arm before meeting her eyes. “What

happened?” 

Setting the cup in the drainer, she pushed her sleeves down and shook her head. “I…I’m tired. Sorry.” She walked around

him and fled to her room. Heart pounding in her chest, she leaned against the closed door. 

She was a complete idiot. Damn him for raising hope that any male would find her attractive. 
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Blood Avenged - Excerpt

Love sexy paranormal romance? Crave more Alpha males? 

Try Gabrielle Bisset's bestselling Sons of Navarus series! 

Blood Avenged (Sons of Navarus #1)

Powerful and manipulative, Vasilije does as he pleases. A vampire beholden to no one, he takes what he desires, drinking

deeply the pleasures this life has to offer. 

When one of his own is staked, Vasilije must travel to New Orleans to exact his revenge. There he meets Sasa, a beautiful

woman who arouses him like no other has for centuries. Vasilije’s need for vengeance is equaled only by his passion for her, 

but what he finds in his revenge is just the beginning... 

Chapter One

 I am everything you desire. 

 I am everything you fear. 

 I am lust and appetite. 

 I am vampire. 

The  beat  of  the  music  slammed  into  his  body  like  crushing  blows  from  an  angry  attacker,  each  note  reverberating  in  his bones. He sat perfectly still and let the beat thrum through him as he picked up the seductive scent wafting across the crowded

room,  carried  by  a  thick  cloud  of  cigarette  smoke.  Undetected  by  all  but  him,  its  subtle  sweetness  teased  his  nose  with  a promise of what was to come. 

Scanning the room, he watched like a bird tracking its prey. All of humanity seemed to file past him. Desperate, drunk, and

powerless, the crowd was a smorgasbord laid out especially for him.  With no effort at all, he could have any of them. The

brunette dancing between two men, her movements telegraphing that her sex was needy for what they offered. If he chose, in

seconds, they’d be gone and she’d be his for the taking. The tanned, muscular male eyeing him from three tables away, who he

sensed  preferred  what  hung  between  his  legs  to  what  the  brunette  offered.  The  barely  legal  blonde,  whose  wide  green  eyes betrayed just how much of life she hadn’t experienced despite the lies her body told. 

He could have any of them. 

Vasilije watched his victim at the bar. Every bat of an eyelash he felt. Every clank of the ice against the glass he heard as if

he were there himself. The distance between them meant nothing. 

Through the tightly packed crowd, he saw the woman next to his target lean over, obscuring his view. He watched as she

pressed her body next to the man’s, a not-so-subtle hint to her interest. 

The sweet scent remained, and Vasilije closed his eyes to enjoy it, not interested in the woman or her pathetic attempt to

seduce his prey away. 

He had no idea the vampire waited patiently for his moment. Vasilije liked the idea that ignorance was bliss. For now. In a

few short minutes, another bliss would take them both over, and he’d have what he’d eyed for days. 

The man made a move toward the door and every cell in Vasilije’s body came alive. Two steps and he was in the thick of

the  crowd,  their  bodies  pressing  up  against  his  as  he  brushed  by  them.  He  weaved  through  the  group  like  a  dark  secret whispered from one person to another. 

At the exit, he inhaled deeply, his sense of smell filtering out the putrid mixture of exhaust, perfume, and stale alcohol that

hovered at the entrance to the street. Only his prey’s scent remained, imprinted on him. 

He was nearby. 

Closing his eyes, Vasilije let his other senses take over. The sound of the man’s shoes hitting the pavement echoed in his

ears. The feel of his prey’s blood pumping through his body throbbed against Vasilije’s cool skin, matching his heartbeat. 

So healthy. So alive. 

He’d  tracked  him  for  days,  his  desire  growing  with  each  passing  moment.  It  had  taken  little  time  for  him  to  decide  he would make him one of his kind. He stirred something inside that hadn’t been touched for years. 

Such a soul would be a perfect addition to his world. 

He moved away from the noise of the club into the streets of London as he gained ground on his target. Now in his view, 

the man moved much faster. Did he sense the danger that lurked nearby? But it was no use. He would surrender this night. 

Vasilije walked calmly, never losing sight of the man. He sensed his fear and took it into himself, relishing the sensation. 

How long had it been since he’d felt fear—true fear that stole one’s breath away and paralyzed the limbs? 

A quick left onto a darkened street and his prey broke into a full run, his fear morphing into pure terror that surged through

Vasilije’s veins. In his ears, he heard the man’s heart pound faster and faster, his body reacting to his mind’s screams. 

Into  the  night  air,  he  whispered,  “Come  to  me,”  and  waited  for  the  man  to  make  his  way  back  to  him.  With  each  step, Vasilije moved closer, but the man remained out of reach. 

Something or someone was helping him escape. 

Quickly, Vasilije scanned the area, his eyes darting left and right in the darkness. Was there another of his kind close? He

sensed no one, but someone was interrupting his pursuit. 

Reluctantly, he accepted the situation and disappeared into thin air, reappearing just mere feet in front of the man. Stunned, 

he skidded to a stop against Vasilije’s chest. 

“No more running.” 

His hand moved to the man’s chin and gently held him. Eyes filled with a fear he’d seen a thousand times before stared

back at him, pleading for mercy from a being that possessed none. 

His voice a deep timbre now, Vasilije began to hypnotize the man. “I’ve waited long enough for you.” 

To his surprise, the trick didn’t work. The man’s eyes grew wide and he opened his mouth to speak, but only weak cries

came out. Why was he able to resist? 

“Who are you?” 

“Alex,” he said, his voice almost a whimper. 

“Alex, I want you to look into my eyes. Listen to my voice.” 

“Please don’t kill me.” 

Vasilije  stroked  the  man’s  cheek  and  leaned  in  next  to  his  ear.  “I’m  going  to  give  you  a  life  you’ve  never  dreamed  of, Alex.” 

“Please! Take all my money. Just let me go. I have a girlfriend. Tatiana. I don’t want to die!” 

Vasilije thought back to the only Tatiana he’d ever known in his over four hundred year existence. Grimacing, he returned

his focus to Alex’s eyes and pushed his memory of the past out of his mind. 

“Well, maybe I’ll let you have her.” 

“Please don’t do this!” the man begged, his blue eyes filling with tears. 

Cradling his face in his hands, Vasilije concentrated on Alex, and slowly whatever had been protecting him slipped away. 

His lids became heavy, obscuring his eyes, and the fear left his mind and body. 

“Alex.” Vasilije let the name rest on his tongue as he hissed out the last syllable. “Mine.” 

The  muscles  in Alex’s  body  gave  in  to  his  power  and  all  fight  evaporated  from  him.  He  slumped  against  the  vampire’s body as his mind finally succumbed to his persuasion. 

Vasilije guided him to a building just a few steps away and leaned him against a stone wall.  For a moment, he stilled to

look at this human who had so captivated him, more than any other creature in years. His shoulder length blond hair shone like

it had been touched each day by the sun. Vasilije gingerly touched the ends with his fingertips, feeling the sun’s long forgotten

warmth against his fingers. 

His  eyes  moved  over Alex’s  face,  past  his  mouth  and  cheekbones  to  eyes  hooded  by  slack  lids.  Within  those  slits  were blue eyes that stared out passively at him. Eyes that saw what Vasilije commanded as he silently inserted ideas into the man’s

mind. 

Nothing  about Alex  was  unique  individually,  and  despite  admiring  his  beauty,  Vasilije  couldn’t  say  that  was  what  had

drawn him to the human. It was something else, something about him that created the impression of the forbidden. 

But now he would be his. 

Vasilije’s fangs slid seductively into his mouth as he eyed the gentle throbbing in Alex’s neck. In just a few moments, they

would sink into his skin and sweet blood would fill him. The thought of it made his mouth water. 

Unlike  the  rest  of  his  fellow  vampires,  he  wasn’t  forced  to  live  under  the  restrictions  of  vampire  law  and  obtain

permission to turn a human. His sire had been taken from the Earth years ago, and without her, he was free to sire anyone he

pleased. 

He was truly a being beholden to no one. 

Alex would join the hundreds of others scattered across the globe who counted him as their sire. Inside, he knew where

each one was at any given moment, like a piece of himself inside another. When he desired to have them around, they were. 

And when he preferred a life of solitude, the choice of many vampires, he sent them away. 

But they were never truly gone. 

He would keep Alex with him until he’d completed his initiation period. To do any less would be cruel. A newly turned

vampire needed his sire for virtually everything to survive. His blood would nourish him, like no other’s could. A human might

give him what he needed for a short time, but it could never be what his sire’s was. And his knowledge would help Alex learn

how to be a vampire and how to grow accustomed to the new life he’d given him. 

Vasilije  softly  pressed  his  mouth  to  his  neck,  feeling  the  warmth  of  his  skin  against  his  lips.  Alex  turned  his  head  in response, and Vasilije lifted his head. Staring deeply into his eyes, he silently instructed him to turn his head. 

His mouth returned to Alex’s neck. As he watched the rhythmic pulse just under his skin, he slid his tongue over his fangs, 

enjoying the feel of their sharp points. 

“Alex, from this moment on, I’m your sire. You belong to me.” 

Without moving his head, Alex moaned his unneeded agreement. For a long moment, the world around them stood still, as

Vasilije pressed his fangs slowly into the tender skin. His canines pierced a vein and blood began to flood over his tongue. Its

thickness oozed back toward his throat, the tangy taste sliding over his taste buds, exciting them. 

How wonderful he tasted! As Alex’s life flowed down Vasilije’s throat, he fastened his mouth on his neck and pulled at

the vein, careful to take only as much as he should. He’d bring Alex to the point of no return and then, as he lingered between

life and death, he’d give him the first of many gifts a sire could provide. 

Still human for the moment, Alex struggled against Vasilije’s hold, but it was no use. A vampire for centuries, he had the

strength of a bull and reflexes of a wild cat. At the first sign of resistance, he tightened his hold on the man’s jaw and flung his

leg over him, trapping his body between the wall and his own. 

“It’s futile to struggle,” Vasilije whispered low in his ear. “Let it take you.” 

“Please...” Alex’s voice faded to a groan as Vasilije’s mouth tugged at his vein with more vigor. 

“I want nothing else,” Vasilije chuckled as he closed the holes he’d made in Alex’s neck. 

He carefully laid him on the ground, and as Alex fought to hold on to the last shred of his human life, Vasilije wiped the

corners of his mouth. Licking the blood from his fingertips, he savored the taste as he knelt down beside the man who was to be

his newest vampire. 

Vasilije stroked the blond hair that would never again be touched by the warmth or light of the sun. His fingers glided over

the sun kissed skin on Alex’s face, which in moments would be reduced to a pallor common to those of the night. Even now, the

warmth that had been present in his skin was gone. 

Lifting his wrist to his mouth, Vasilije sunk his fangs into his skin to open a vein. Blood ran freely in a stream from his

wrist,  and  he  pulled  Alex  to  him  to  begin  the  transition  from  human  to  vampire.  Near  death,  his  head  had  to  be  held  to Vasilije’s wrist, but as if it were his true nature, Alex began drinking seconds after tasting his sire’s blood, eagerly sucking the

liquid into his mouth. 

For Vasilije, this was the part he enjoyed. To feed from the neck of a human could sustain him for a short time, but to take

from another like him and give in return was a far more satisfying experience. 

Alex’s  mouth  sucked  greedily  at  his  wrist,  drinking  his  sire’s  blood  as  readily  as  he’d  drunk  any  liquid  as  a  human. 

Vasilije  watched  the  sensual  scene,  enjoying  every  moment.  Blood  stained  lips  pressed  against  his  skin  drew  from  him  the most important gift a sire provided. As Alex swallowed every drop that spilled into his mouth, Vasilije watched his Adam’s

apple bob up and down in his throat. When he neared the end of the first feeding, Alex instinctively looked up to his sire to

guide him. 

Pulling his arm away, Vasilije let the ache in his wrist touch him inside, loving the sweet pain that accompanied feeding

one of his own. Alex wiped his mouth and sat up next to him, unsure as all new vampires were. 

“Come, Alex. I want to give you something.” 

Completely  under  his  spell,  his  newest  vampire  followed  him  back  to  the  club.  Vasilije  saw  the  brunette  he’d  admired earlier,  without  the  two  men  she’d  had  before.  Remembering  how  her  body  had  felt  against  his  as  he’d  pressed  through  the crowd, he approached her and with little effort, he had her nearly begging to leave with them. 

By the time they arrived at his house, she had her hands all over Vasilije, but she wasn’t for him. 

Turning to Alex, he smiled. “She’s yours for the night.” 

He  eagerly  took  his  gift  to  the  couch  and  began  undressing  her.  Vasilije  sat  back  in  his  chair  and  in  the  dim  light  of  the parlor,  he  saw  his  vampire  bend  her  over  and  ram  into  her  until  she  screamed  out  her  orgasm.  Unsatisfied, Alex  pulled  her head to his still hard cock and fucked her again as she eagerly swallowed everything he gave her. 

Vasilije heard the familiar click of a vampire’s teeth dropping as Alex came and in a flash was standing over him. 

“No,” he said in a deep voice like a growl. 

“I’m hungry, and I know it would feel incredible to taste her now. You said she was mine.” 

“A vampire drinks from his sire whenever possible.” 

Before he could answer, Vasilije touched his wrist to Alex’s mouth and the new vampire began feeding again. The brunette

watched with eyes full of fear. 

“Don’t worry. I won’t let him drink from you.” 

Vasilije watched the fear leave her eyes, replaced with their earlier lustful stare, now fastened on his own cock. Leaving

Alex to feed, she crawled up to Vasilije and began rubbing the front of his pants. With little encouragement, she freed his cock

and slid the engorged head between her lips. As her hand cupped and squeezed his balls, her mouth sucked his cock while Alex

sucked excitedly at his wrist. 

Looking down, Vasilije saw this was clearly not the first time this woman had sucked cock. Her tongue expertly slid under

the crown, teasing the most sensitive part before she pushed her lips to gently clamp down on the base of his cock as her throat

closed in around the head. The effect was incredible. Fighting the urge to come, he yanked her head off him and pulled her to

her feet. 

He’d said she was Alex’s for the night, but now as his young vampire finished feeding for the second time in just a few

hours, Alex grew sleepy and his head fell back against the couch. The brunette looked at Alex and then back to Vasilije before

she went back to work on his cock, stroking him toward completion as she softly moaned next to his lips. 

“Come,” he whispered. 

Following him to the floor, she pulled at his clothes before he removed them with a mere thought. He ran his hands over

her body slowly and then ordered, “Get on your hands and knees.” 

She willingly did as he commanded, and in seconds she offered him whatever he wanted. Tonight he’d take simply fucking

over anything else. 

Vasilije placed his hands on her hips and held her tightly in place. His cock found her drenched cunt and he slammed into

her, his balls smacking off her skin. She fought against his hold, backing up to meet his hard thrusts. 

Fuck, she was eager! 

No matter how hard he pounded into her, she met his body’s movement equally with one as wanton of her own. Vasilije

slid his finger and then a second one into her ass and began fucking her in both places, and she bucked against him like she

wanted more. 

Roughly, he pulled her up to his chest and continued fucking her cunt. His fangs slammed into his mouth as he ran his lips

over her neck. 

Alex may not be able to taste her, but there was no reason he shouldn’t. 

He bit into her and her moaning grew louder with each pull on her vein. The sounds of their fucking filled the room, and as

he drew closer to coming, Vasilije slid his fingers down to her clit and began stroking her. His eyes closed, his mind focused

on his cock filling her, his fingers teasing her, and the taste of her blood draining down his throat. 

She cried out some words before she came, but he was too focused on the feel of her squeezing his cock to understand or

care. Over and over, her body milked him until he filled her with his cum and she filled him with her blood. 

When he finally slid out of her, she fell to the floor, her body exhausted from how he’d treated her. Hours later, after he’d

fucked her until she begged to become his, a vampire like Alex, he dissolved her memory of everything she’d done and sent her

home in a cab. 

As dawn approached, Vasilije made sure Alex was safe from daylight in his own bedroom designed to be secure from the

sun and crawled into bed for the day. He’d had a productive night, and as he laid his head on the pillow, he smiled  at  how

good it was to be a vampire. 

Find out more about the Sons of Navarus series at http://www.gabriellebisset.com/
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