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Loving the Omega
 
 
Maddox Jamenson almost lost his mate before he knew she existed, but his life is now exactly how he’d dreamed it. The war with the Centrals is over, and his family is healing one day at a time. Ellie is reveling in the simple perfection that is her life and family now, but that doesn’t mean she can shed the self-doubts and concerns that come with being a new mother, mate, and Redwood.
When a disturbance in their quiet life threatens to ruin everything they’ve fought for, Maddox and Ellie will have to learn not only to rely on each other more than ever, but find within themselves the power to forgive.
Author’s Note: This is a novella set after book 7 to give you a taste of Maddox and Ellie. It is best that you have already immersed yourselves in the Redwood Pack world, however even new readers will enjoy a glimpse of one of the Redwood’s favorite couples.



 
Dedication
 
 
To those who loved Maddox as much as I did.



 
Redwood Pack Characters
 
 
With an ever growing list of characters in each book, I know that it might seem like there are too many to remember. Well don’t worry; here is a list so you don’t forget. Not all are seen in this exact book, but here are the ones you’ve met so far. As the series progresses, the list will as well. 
Happy reading!
 
Adam Jamenson—Enforcer of the Redwood Pack, third son of the Alpha. Mate to Bay and father to Micah. Story told in Enforcer’s Redemption and Forgiveness.
Anna Jamenson—late mate of Adam.
Bay Jamenson—new member of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Adam and mother to Micah. Story told in Enforcer’s Redemption and Forgiveness.
Beth—member of the Redwood Pack. Aunt to Emily.
Brie Jamenson—daughter of Jasper and Willow.
Cailin Jamenson—Only daughter of Edward and Pat. Mate to Logan. Story told in Fighting Fate.
Camille—deceased former member of the Redwood Pack.
Caym—demon from Hell summoned by the Centrals. Lover of Corbin.
Charlotte Jamenson—half-sister of Ellie’s. Will be raised as a daughter by Ellie and Maddox. 
Conner Jamenson—son of Josh, Reed and Hannah. Twin to Kaylee.
Corbin Reyes—new Alpha of the Central Pack. Lover of Caym.
Cyrus Ferns—deceased former unit teammate of Josh’s.
Donald—member of the Redwood Pack.
Edward Jamenson—Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Pat. Father to Kade, Jasper, Adam, Reed, Maddox, North and Cailin.
Ellie Jamenson—Daughter of the former Alpha of the Central Pack. Mate to Maddox and mother to Charlotte. Story told in Shattered Emotions.
Emily—young member of the Redwood Pack. Orphan and niece of Beth.
Emeline—elder of the Redwood Pack. Lost her mate in the first war with the Centrals.
Finn Jamenson—son of Kade and Melanie. Future Heir and Alpha of the Redwood Pack.
Franklin—deceased former member of the Redwood Pack. Camille’s lover.
Gina Jamenson—newly adopted daughter of Kade and Melanie. Her birth parents, Larissa and Neil were killed during an attack.
Hannah—Healer of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Josh and Reed. Mother of Conner and Kaylee. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations. 
Hector Reyes—deceased former Alpha of the Central Pack. Father to Corbin, Ellie, Charlotte and Ellie’s twin.
Henry—Redwood Pack member and store owner for 60 years.
Isaac—deceased member of the Central Pack.

Jason—member of the Redwood Pack and one of the Alpha’s enforcers.
Jasper—Beta of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Willow and father of Brie. Story told in A Taste for a Mate and A Beta’s Haven.
Jim—hot dog vendor and one of Josh’s former friends.
Joseph Brentwood—deceased former Alpha of the Talon Pack.
Josh Jamenson—former human Navy Seal. A Finder and partial demon. Mated to Reed and Hannah. Father to Conner and Kaylee. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations.
Kade Jamenson—Heir and future Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Melanie. Father to Finn, Gina, and Mark. Story told in An Alpha’s Path and A Night Away.
Kaylee Jamenson—daughter of Josh, Reed and Hannah. Twin to Conner.
Larissa—deceased member of the Redwood Pack. Witch and friend to Melanie. Mate to Neil and mother of Gina and Mark.
Lexi Jamenson—former Talon Pack member and new Redwood Pack member. Mother to Parker and sister to Logan. Mate to North. Story told in Hidden Destiny.
Logan Anderson—former Talon Pack member and new Redwood Pack member. Uncle to Parker and brother to Lexi. Mate to Cailin. Story told in Fighting Fate.
Maddox Jamenson—Omega of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Ellie and father to Charlotte. Story told in Shattered Emotions.
Mark Jamenson—newly adopted son of Kade and Melanie. Her birth parents, Larissa and Neil were killed during an attack.
Melanie Jamenson—former human chemist and mate to Kade. Mother to Finn, Gina and Mark. Story told in An Alpha’s Path and A Night Away.
Meryl—Redwood Pack Elder.
Micah Jamenson—son of Adam and Bay.
Mrs. Carnoski—elderly customer of Josh’s when he was human.
Neil—deceased member of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Larissa and father of Gina and Mark.
Noah—member of the Redwood Pack and former lover of Cailin’s. 
North Jamenson—doctor in the Redwood Pack, son of the Alpha. Mate to Lexi. Story told in Hidden Destiny.
Parker Jamenson—new member of the Redwood Pack and son of Lexi’s.
Patricia (Pat) Jamenson—mate of the Alpha, Alpha female, and mother to Kade, Jasper, Adam, Reed, Maddox, North, and Cailin.
Patrick—disgruntled member of The Redwood Pack.
Reed Jamenson—artist and son of the Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Josh and Hannah. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations. 
Reggie—deceased former member of the Central Pack.
Samuel—deceased former member of the Central Pack.
Willow Jamenson—former human baker and now mate to Jasper. Mother to Brie. Story told in A Taste for a Mate and A Beta’s Haven.




Chapter One
 
 
The quick, lethal slice of the blade robbed him of breath, and he gasped, clinging to that last thread of life he knew would fade away as he exhaled. Fire scorched down his throat, down his spine. The absence of pain, the absence of agony was a torture in itself. He reached out, begging, screaming until his voice was raw.
It wouldn’t matter though.
It never did.
The darkness surrounded him, clawing, digging its talons into his skin until he bled dry. It was the same thing every time. No matter what he did, he wouldn’t save him. He’d watch him die and lose the connection to the one man who mattered.
He pushed off the enemy and the cloying scent that meant the nothingness had found him and ran through clay and mud to the man who’d fallen, the man who’d been his everything as a child.
“Dad!”
His screams did nothing.
The man fell to the ground, his body burning, turning to ash. There would be no rebirth. No phoenix rising. Only death.
“Maddox! Let go!”
He turned at the sound of his mother’s voice, the pain underlying her terror unbearable. She stood in a ring of fire, a sad smile on her face.
“Let go, baby. Stop fighting.” 
Maddox Jamenson jolted from sleep, a scream on his lips. Sweat slicked his back, and his hands shook. He let his face rest in his hands as he tried to throw off the nightmare as he’d done every morning since his parents had died, but it wasn’t enough this time.
He staggered from bed, his feet sliding on the tile when he got to the bathroom, his body still in a state of shock and sleep. As he vacated his stomach of whatever was left over from the night before, he closed his eyes, trying to will away the shakes.
Soft hands rubbed the scars on his back, soothed his aches. His mate, his love, Ellie placed a cool washcloth on his forehead, and he leaned into her, his eyes closed. He knew she sat on the floor next to him, her back to the sink as she took the brunt of his weight. She’d carry him through fire. Had literally done that once before. Just as he had done for her. 
Those days were over now. At least they should have been.
Ellie shifted so he sat between her legs, supported against her chest, and ran her hands through his hair. “Feel better?” 
They’d lain the opposite of this before, his large body cradling hers. The picture they made now would have looked odd to outsiders, but this was him and Ellie. They were who they were. Nothing more. Nothing less.
Maddox nodded, finally opening his eyes to see his mate. Her dark hair framed her face, the worry in her dark eyes mixed with sleep—sleep they both should still be relishing in. 
“I’ve been better,” he replied truthfully. He ran his tongue over his teeth and winced. “And I need to brush my teeth.”
Ellie wrinkled her nose then kissed his temple. “Yeah, brushing your teeth sounds good. But what about the nightmare? Was it the same one?”
He sighed, closing his eyes for a moment, before forcing them back open. He was man enough to admit he was too afraid to keep them closed for too long afraid of what he’d see. 
“It’s the same thing each time. I feel the bond between my father and me snap, sever, break. It’s not just the Alpha bond, but the one that holds us together as a family…”
“…and your connection to him as an Omega,” his mate finished for him.
Maddox leaned into Ellie’s hold once more then stood up, holding out his hand. She put her hand in his, and he pulled her up, tucking her into his body. With her there, his wolf calmed, and he didn’t feel so out of place, out of sync anymore. He slid his fingers through her long black hair, loving the soft texture against his skin. Memories of her hair brushing his sweat-slick skin as they made love filled his mind, and he held back a groan. Yes, he loved her hair. The dark tresses fell over her honey-dark skin, the combination a perfect blend of what he loved about his mate.
“Want to talk about it?” she asked through their mental connection.
Their mating bond was unique in that it had held this special feature. They could communicate thoughts to one another along a special path created when they mated. He could hear the thoughts she sent him and vice versa. They couldn’t hear every thought, and he was glad for that. Without that barrier it would be easy to become lost inside her mind forever, painful memories and all. If he could, he would find a way to erase everything she’d been through with the Centrals and soothe her aches, but as Ellie had pointed out, without those, she wouldn’t be the person she was today. It was the same for him as well. They each needed their own space, but knowing that the other person would be there, even in that special connection, made Maddox feel more centered.
He wasn’t sure how the extra power through their mating bond had happened, or if there were true instances beyond rumors of it happening to others, but he was grateful for it. 
Before they mated, Maddox had felt that special spark with his Ellie but had also felt cut off from her in a way that terrified him. Not only had he been an idiot in thinking she was his twin brother, North’s, mate, but he hadn’t been able to feel her emotions.
As the Omega, he had that bond with each and every packmember—except his twin. He could feel the highs and lows that came with living, and it was his job to keep the emotional health of the Redwood Pack in alignment.
Without the mating bond, however, he hadn’t been able to feel Ellie. That alone had made him feel adrift in an endless stream of pain and loss.
Now, though, he had everything. 
Or at least he tried to believe he did.
“No, I don’t need to talk about it again,” Maddox finally answered. Ellie let out a breath then leaned into him, brushing her teeth at the same time as he did. 
They’d discussed his dreams and what they meant over and over in the past month since the Redwoods had defeated Caym and the Centrals, but they couldn’t find a way to make them stop. 
There was no Omega for the Omega.
Not even the mate who loved him with everything she had could be his Omega.
“Mom? Dad?” 
Maddox grinned despite the sour way they’d woken up and pulled Ellie into the bedroom at the sound of their daughter’s voice.
“We’re in here, Charlotte,” he called out, grateful he and Ellie had worn clothes to bed that evening. 
Charlotte huffed and rolled her pretty brown eyes—so much like Ellie’s— as she walked into the bedroom. Seven years old and the little girl already had the attitude of a pre-teen. 
Not that Maddox cared a bit. Considering how they’d found her, he’d take the attitude and eye-rolling over the abject terror and fear he’d seen the first time they met any day.
“I know you’re in here. That’s why I knocked first.” She said it with a smile and that hint of giddiness that told Maddox she was just happy she could speak whenever she wished.
When they’d first found Charlotte, she’d been chained to a wall in Corbin’s basement. Charlotte, fearful and in danger, tried her best to help Maddox and Ellie out of a dangerous situation. As soon as they’d gotten near the girl, they knew who she was.
Hector’s daughter.
Corbin’s sister.
Ellie’s sister.
It hadn’t been a hard decision to take Charlotte away from the Centrals and bring her to the Redwoods. In fact, he wasn’t sure he and Ellie had talked about it beyond the plan to save the little girl. Once Charlotte became a Redwood, there had been the issue of just how to raise her. Others might have raised her as a younger sibling and found a way to deal, but Charlotte desperately needed a mother and father.
The little girl had told them that in plain words.
There was no way to say no to that, and they adopted her as their own.
The fact she called them Mom and Dad, though, that was new. And still a kick in the chest every time he heard it. The good kind of kick, though. The really freaking good kind.
“Can we have French toast?”
Maddox blinked at Charlotte’s question then shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs. His mind had been on the past and what they’d overcome more often than not lately, and he needed to start focusing on the future.
“No? We can’t have French toast?” Charlotte asked, her lip wobbling.
Maddox knelt down before picking her up and tossing her over his shoulder. She squealed and wiggled, but he had a firm hold on her. He’d never let his daughter get hurt. No matter what. 
“Yes, I’ll make you some French toast.”
“Do you want me to make it?” Ellie asked behind them, laughter in her voice.
“No,” he and Charlotte said at the same time then froze. Maddox turned and pulled Charlotte so he held her in front of his chest. “Uh…”
Ellie raised a brow and folded her arms over her chest. “You both are way too much alike. And I only burned the French toast once.”
Maddox grimaced, remembering the taste. He wouldn’t let her throw it out. No, he had to eat it all to prove to her that he was a good mate.
Or a crazy one.
“Ellie, baby…”
His mate winked then tickled Charlotte, who in turn thrashed and ducked in his arms. Soon he was laughing with the both of them, the perfect morning after another shitty night of dreams.
 
 
“Crap! Why can’t I get this right?”
Maddox winced at Ellie’s words but didn’t get up from his spot on the floor. He kept painting Charlotte’s dresser as a surprise for her when she got home from the play date in the center of the den.
Ellie had tried baking. 
Again.
And from the burnt smell filling his nostrils and the frustration radiating off his mate mixing with the paint fumes, she wasn’t doing well. The woman could cook and not kill them. They all knew that. She could make pastas, rice, some sauces, and even dressings.
As soon as she had to add sugar to something and call it a baked good or even French toast, it was like she forgot how to use an oven.
For some reason he thought that was the cutest thing ever. Not that he’d ever tell her that.
“I see that smirk, Maddox Jamenson.”
Maddox schooled his features as Ellie came to his side before sitting down. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”
Ellie snorted then leaned into him. He set his paintbrush down and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. 
“What’s up, mate of mine?”
“I will never be able to bake cookies and other things for our girl like Willow does.” Willow was Maddox’s brother Jasper’s mate. She was also an amazing baker and now a chocolatier. 
“Baby, that’s Willow’s job and passion. You don’t have to bake as well as her. In fact, you can use her skills to your advantage. We can have cookies without the cleanup.”
She sighed then bit into his shoulder softly. His wolf perked up, the slight sting of her teeth against Maddox more than enough to entice him.
“I want to be able to bake with Charlotte,” Ellie whispered.
Maddox kissed her temple then brought her to his lap. She curled into him, and he ran his hands down her side. He knew this was about more than just baking, but he would wait until she was ready to talk about it. After all, she’d given him time that morning.
“You can. Maybe Charlotte will be a savant at it.”
Ellie snorted then leaned into his neck, sniffing before licking behind his ear. It was a slow move, as if she hadn’t thought about doing it and just did it instinctively.
Maddox groaned then stood up with her in his arms. Thank the moon goddess he was a wolf with extra strength because getting up from a seated position on the floor with his mate in his arms wouldn’t have been easy otherwise. Not that Ellie was heavy by any means, but it could have been awkward as hell.
“Where are we going?” she asked softly. 
“I’m going to take you to the bedroom and make love to you and make sure my scent is all over your body.”
Ellie licked the underside of his ear again before nipping on the lobe. He growled, the sting of her bite going straight to his cock. 
“I’m pretty sure your scent is so deep in my pores there’s no way it would ever leave.”
Maddox grinned then set her down on the edge of the bed. “I just want to be thorough.”
“You look like a wolf on the prowl, you know.”
Maddox licked his lips then nipped at hers. “I am, Ellie mine. Now let me strip you down and lick those pretty breasts.”
She blushed then lifted her arms, making it easy for him to take off her shirt. When they’d first mated, he’d been soft, gentle, oh-so-sweet. It was what they’d both needed. The pain in Ellie’s past, and the strain on his wolf from knowing that past, had forced him to treat her as gently as possible. Not that she was fragile, oh no, she was the furthest from fragile as a mate could be.
She was strong to the core.
And as they became mates in truth and time had passed, they’d explored each other in a heady way. Each time they came together was more explosive than the last, their wolves arching, bonding, and mating in all ways possible.
He took off his clothes as well, leaving both sets in a pile on the floor near the bed. His gaze went to hers, the gold rim around the honey brown glowing in need, in heat. He loved those eyes, loved falling in love with them each time he set eyes on her.
“Love me, Maddox.”
Licking his lips, he knelt before her, putting his hands on her knees. “Let me taste you, Ellie mine. You know I love it when you come on my tongue, all sweet and delicious. Like my own taste of candy and nectar.”
“You know, I’m starting to crave your dirty talk.”
He grinned then spread her legs. As she shuddered under his gaze, he blew cool breath over his pussy, loving the way she tensed then fell back fully on the bed. 
“Up on your elbows, Ellie mine. I want to look in your eyes as I lick your pussy.”
She shivered, and his wolf growled, wanting more.
Craving more.
He licked her then, the sweet taste bursting on his tongue. She bucked, and he put his arm over her hips, holding her in place so he could lick his way around her, a sweet torture for the both of them. He suckled and licked around her clit, pulling back the hood so he could flick her clit with the tip of his tongue.
She cried out for him, and he hummed against her hood and clit before spearing her with his fingers. He curved them, finding that swollen spot deep within her. He rubbed circles over it as he licked and nibbled her clit. He knew she was close, her body zinging with that special energy that shot right to his cock.
He pressed harder on that bundle of nerves at the same time he bit down on her clit with one fang, a gentle scrape that was more of a dominance play than anything else. They both loved it, and from the way she screamed his name, her gaze never shuttering as those honey brown eyes met his, he knew that he would have to do that move again.
Next time.
Because right then all he wanted was to be deep within her.
He pulled out of her and licked his fingers. A slow movement that had his mate swallowing hard, still gasping for breath from her orgasm.
“I want you on top, Ellie mine,” he said as he plucked her off the bed and set her on her feet. “Ride me so I’m deep within that tight pussy of yours.”
“You like it when I’m in control, do you?” She grinned then pushed his shoulders so he fell back to the bed, his cock bouncing off his belly. 
“You know I love it when you do that hip-roll thing. Sexy as hell.”
She straddled him, her hands planted near his head and her slick heat brushing against his dick. “I like it too. I like when you play with my breasts when I ride you. It makes me feel like I’m in control even as you press up deep within me, never letting go.”
He almost came right then at the visual. With a grunt, he lifted her up by her hips then slammed her down on his cock. They both groaned, lying still and adjusting to the feeling of her pussy wrapped so delicately around his dick.
She sighed then rolled her hips in that way that made his balls tighten. Fuck, he loved it when she did that.
He cupped her breasts, flicking her nipples. Goddess, he loved her breasts too. Honestly, he loved every single thing about this woman. She lifted up, sliding up his cock, leaving a glistening trail, then slid back down. He groaned but kept his attention on her breasts, knowing that’s what she loved. He let her set the pace, because as soon as she came again, it would be his turn.
“Rub yourself against the base of my dick, Ellie,” he grunted through the pleasure. “Make yourself come.”
She grinned at him then shifted forward so her breasts were near his mouth. He loved the taste of them, he licked and suckled until they were like dark red berries, ready for plucking.
Ellie rolled her hips again, this time grinding her clit against the base of his cock at an agonizing pace. Her breath quickened, her moves becoming frantic as she reached her climax, her pussy clamping down on his dick.
He pulled out in one quick move, flipped her on her back, and then plunged into her before she could come down from her high. She arched her back, her eyes closed.
Goddess, he’d never seen such a beautiful sight.
He gripped her hips, ramming into her with all his strength. They both needed the strength, the pace that sent them over the edge. His balls tightened, the tingling at the base of his back telling him he was close.
“Ellie, open your eyes.”
She met his gaze, and he slammed into her once more, staying there as he came within her, filling her up until he was sure she’d always be part of him as he was of her.
Soon after, he lay down beside her, spent yet energized. He knew they would have to get up soon and get dressed again so they were ready when Charlotte came home, but right then, he was perfectly content with his mate naked in his arms. Things weren’t perfect in their den, in their home, but they were well on their way to becoming exactly who they needed to be.
However, it didn’t shake the sense of something about to change. Something even his Omega powers couldn’t predict.




Chapter Two
 
 
Even after a very sweaty orgasm-filled afternoon, Ellie was still on edge. She had no idea why, but she knew if she didn’t keep her mind on what she was doing, she’d start to worry about something.
But what would she be worrying about?
She had no clue, but she still felt…off. 
Though the war was over and people were healing as much as they could emotionally and physically, she knew it would take much longer for everyone to feel as if they could relax. Sure, others were doing dinners, going out into the human world for jobs they’d lost during the war, making babies, and getting by, but their lives hadn’t returned to normal yet.
It sure wasn’t the norm in her own house. Every morning she woke to Maddox silently—and sometimes not-so-silently—screaming. Some days, like that morning, he’d run to the bathroom to empty his stomach, and Ellie would be right behind him, soothing him. 
There wasn’t much more she could do. She was his wife, his mate, his other half of the Omega. She might not have the powers he did, or the connection to the moon goddess that he’d thought for so long was a curse, but she had their mating bond. 
When he let her, she would soothe his heart and soul through their mating bond. She wasn’t the Omega, meaning she couldn’t actually take in his pain, his fear, and all of his emotions and find a way to make him feel whole again, but she could help somehow. 
She just wished she could dream his dreams, pull him out of the agony, and heal him. 
Not that he would let her, even if dream walking was a possibility.
No, her mate cared for her own safety and health more than his own. That wouldn’t stop her from trying though. However strong her mate was—and he was the epitome of psychological and physical strength—she was just as strong.
That’s why they were mates.
They’d both been through the fires of hell and survived with heavy scars on their skin and souls.
Warm hands gripped her hips, and she leaned into her mate’s hold, closing her eyes. For however long she worried for him, he did the same for her. Just because there wasn’t a sadistic demon out to kill them didn’t mean they couldn’t get hurt in other ways.
Taking care of each other was the way of mates, and she wouldn’t change that—though getting a decent night’s sleep without nightmares would be a plus.
“You’re thinking too hard,” Maddox murmured. His lips trailed against her ear, his warm breath sending delicious shivers down her back. He nipped at her earlobe before moving to bite gently on the faded mate mark. 
Mating marks healed just like normal wounds or cuts, but all wolves knew the mark was there even if they couldn’t see it. Maddox, like most wolves, loved to mark her over and over, the new mate mark over the old one, a sign to others that they still held the combustible chemistry they had when they’d first mated.
In their case, she was sure that their individual and Omega energy had increased since they’d first mated. After all, they’d danced around each other for so long because they hadn’t known what the other had been thinking that they’d been almost hesitant at first. What she wouldn’t do to gain that year back when they’d been in so much pain because they hadn’t talked.
Goddess, what idiots they’d been.
Communication was key in any relationship, and it was even more so for two lost souls who were too afraid to hurt not only each other but also the Pack that had loved and taken her in. 
“Ellie mine, what are you thinking about so hard that I can feel your wolf pacing even in human form?” Maddox’s hands brushed up her sides from her hips until he gently cupped her breasts. His hands bypassed her nipples though, and she arched into him, wanting more. 
He pulled back after leaving a kiss on her neck then turned her in his arms. She reached up and ran a hand through his sandy blond hair. He had his mother’s hair. Not that she could tell him that anymore, not when the sense of loss would supersede the past memories of what they once had been. “If you keep moaning that way, Ellie mine, then we’ll be naked and sweaty when the Silvers come over to talk about their son.”
Ellie let out a sigh and leaned her head on his shoulder. “As much as I like to be naked and sweaty with you, I guess you’re right. The Silvers should be here any moment. I’d rather not scare them any more than they already are.” 
Maddox sighed. “So are you going to tell me what you were thinking about?”
Ellie shrugged. “I’m just thinking about the past, present, and future. You know, nothing too big.”
Her mate snorted then kissed the top of her head. “You want to talk about it when the Silvers leave?”
She started to shake her head then stopped. Hiding what she was feeling from him was stupid considering they could hear each other’s thoughts. Plus, they both were there for each other no matter what. 
“You know what, let’s do that. When North and Lexi drop Charlotte off, we’ll make dinner and talk.” Their daughter might not know everything that had gone on during the war, but the little girl had seen enough that talking about what was going on in their world would be beneficial. Charlotte might be more animated and talkative than she had been when they’d first adopted her, but that didn’t mean the little girl didn’t have just as many fears as Ellie did. It would do them all good just to sit and talk—even if nothing came of it other than soothing their wolves.
Maddox kissed her softly, a brush of his lips that promised more to come. He opened his mouth to speak then closed it. The scent of other wolves at their door filled her nostrils, and she pulled back, preparing herself to help the Silvers.
The couple had lost their only son during the war with the Centrals. He’d been one of the first sentries killed when Corbin and Caym invaded the Redwood den. Their son, Robert, died protecting the den’s pups in the same battle in which they’d almost lost Maddox’s brother Reed. The bravery of their son, though, didn’t diminish the sense of loss.
It had been a couple years since Robert had died, but from the scent of loss wafting off the couple through the door, Ellie would have thought it was yesterday. Not that she’d blame them. Just the thought of losing Charlotte…
Ellie shook her head. No, she wouldn’t be thinking about that. Not now. Hopefully not ever.
Maddox opened the door, and Ellie stood by his side, a united front of peace and health. At least that’s what she hoped they represented to the couple.  Kevin and Laura Silver took hesitant steps into the house, their bodies radiating with tension.
It had taken years of saying no and turning Maddox away for them to get to this step. As the Omega, Maddox had done what he’d could to help them, taking away some of their pain, but it hadn’t been enough. The Silvers had closed themselves off, burying their pain deep within so it became a part of who they were, even though Ellie knew it wasn’t healthy.
The coping mechanism had worked during the war, but now that they enemy had been defeated, it wouldn’t be enough. The man who had killed their son was gone, and now they had no one to fight.
No one but themselves.
Hopefully Maddox would be able to help them with that.
It was, after all, his duty, his obligation and privilege in life.
Maddox opened his arms, and Kevin took two steps before falling into the embrace of the Omega. Maddox ran his hand down the man’s back, siphoning off the pain in such a rush that Ellie couldn’t help but feel it across the mating bond. Laura, the dominant of the two, raised her chin, the icy protection around her heart cracking.
There was only so much pressure, so much pain, a woman could take before she had to break.
“Laura,” Ellie whispered. “Come into our home. Sit down. We’re here for you.”
Laura narrowed her eyes, the ice cracking despite the glare in the woman’s gaze. “Coming to the Omega won’t bring Robert back. Our son is dead, and there is nothing we can do about it. We don’t have the enemy’s blood on our hands. Don’t have his flesh between our fangs. We have nothing.”
Ellie tried not to flinch at the vehemence in the woman’s tone. It wasn’t lost on her that the same blood Laura craved ran through her own veins. She’d been raised, beaten, and scarred by the enemy. It didn’t matter that she’d left them and fought for the Redwoods.
She’d been born a Reyes.
And from the snarl on the woman’s face, Ellie might as well have never left.
She’d always be a Reyes to some.
A Central.
An enemy.
Kevin pulled back from Maddox, the man already looking calmer from being in the presence of the Omega. The submissive male would be the easier of the two to comfort it would seem. 
“Laura, please,” the man whispered.
Laura closed her eyes, her voice cracking when she finally spoke. “I’m sorry. I just…I don’t hate you, Ellie. Know that.”
“That’s enough, Laura,” Maddox said calmly, his voice holding no room for disregarding him. “Let’s sit and talk. You’re here because you want to heal, and that’s the first step.”
Kevin took his mate’s hand, and Maddox did the same. Ellie squeezed his hand then led them to the living room. 
“Tell me about Robert,” Maddox said once they were seated.
Kevin opened his mouth. Once. Twice. But nothing came out.
Laura met Ellie’s gaze, her eyes shining with tears. “He was our son. Our only pup.” She told them about Robert as a child, as a man grown. Told them about his love for caramel ice cream and cherries. Told them about the times he would climb trees and pretend he was a cat rather than a wolf. 
By the time Kevin chimed in with stories of the man the Pack had lost, Ellie was on the couch next to Laura, quietly weeping and holding the woman who sobbed so deeply Ellie wasn’t sure Maddox would be enough to heal her.
Wasn’t sure if the woman wanted to be healed.
Maddox opened the mating bond fully with her, and she held back a wince at the immense agony running through the couple. He healed them inch by inch, a slow process that would take years, decades, but he was the Omega.
It was his duty.
His purpose.
He would siphon off the edges of pain and take it deep within himself. The mating bond flared, and she took some inside as well. It was something they’d promised to each other when they’d first mated. He would not be able to heal everyone on his own. Not anymore. That was what had almost killed him. Together they would be strong enough to overcome whatever they had to take out of those who needed the help.
It didn’t hurt. Not really. She knew it would if she was alone, and it had deeply when Maddox hadn’t been mated to her. She was just grateful that they had each other.
They listened to the Silvers grieve for another hour before she fed them the cookies Willow had made. The couple had suffered enough. They didn’t need to be forced to eat Ellie’s baking as well.
By the time they left, Ellie was emotionally exhausted, and Maddox looked as though he needed a nap as well. And not even the fun, sweaty nap they’d discussed before the Silvers had arrived seemed like a good idea.
Maddox stood and pulled her into his arms, crushed her to his body. “Thank you for being there, Ellie mine. I love you so fucking much. I don’t know what I’d do without you.”
Tears stung her eyes, and she wrapped her arms around his waist, inhaling his scent of wolf, forest, and home. The act centered her wolf, and she sighed, knowing that this was her forever.
Cheesy as it sounded, but her wolf knew the score.
“I love you too. Now let’s get some protein in us and then get ready for Charlotte to get home.”
Maddox kissed her softly then pulled back, an odd look on his face.
Her wolf went on alert. “What is it?”
He shook his head. “I don’t know. Something’s wrong.”
Logan, Lexi’s brother and Cailin’s mate, slammed open the door, his hazel eyes bright, the gold rim glowing as his wolf rose to the surface.
“It’s Charlotte. She’s missing.”
Ellie blinked as the world faded around her, her wolf howling in agony. 
Her daughter.
Her Charlotte.
Gone.




Chapter Three
 
 
Caym couldn’t be back. Could he?
They’d sent the demon to hell in the arms of his brothers. Caym had screamed, begged, and pleaded, but it hadn’t been enough. The relief in seeing the portal to hell open and drag him back to hell had filled Maddox like no other.
Had they been wrong?
That was the thought running in a circle within Maddox’s mind as he tried to listen to whatever Logan was telling them. 
Charlotte. Gone.
How the hell could that happen? The war was supposed to be over. Their children were supposed to be safe. The den should have been a safe haven, not a place where things could go terribly wrong and a little girl who had been through so much already was in the middle of something Maddox had no idea about.
His wolf nudged at him, bringing him out of his thoughts and into the situation at hand. “What happened? Exactly.” He growled out each word, his control barely leashed. Ellie gripped his hand, her own wolf dancing on the same edge as his.
Logan ran a hand through his hair, his body radiating tension. “Come with me to the den center, and I’ll explain. We’re forming a search party.”
Maddox looked at Ellie and nodded before following Logan out the door. “Explain, wolf. I’m barely reining it in as it is.”
Logan didn’t even pause his steps, merely looked over his shoulder and nodded. If anyone were to harm Cailin or their unborn child, the man would understand. Maddox just didn’t need to deal with dominance games at the moment.
He needed his daughter.
“The kids were all outside playing in the park. Charlotte, Gina, Mark, and Parker were playing by the trees. You know how close they’ve all gotten since North and Lexi mated.”
Maddox nodded. The kids, though not blood-related in any way, had become family fast. Parker was only a couple years older than Charlotte, but they had grown close quickly. Between those two and Kade’s adopted children, Mark and Gina, the four of them were a unit.
“The other three turned away to look at something, and when they turned back, Charlotte wasn’t there anymore. They thought she was just playing hide and seek or had gone off on one of her quiet walks, but they couldn’t find her. Then they came up to Cailin and told her that Charlotte disappeared. As soon as we heard that, we went into action, and I came to you. I would have called, but I didn’t want you to have to hear that over the phone without a wolf there to fight in case your own wolf demanded it.” Logan narrowed his eyes as if checking to see if Maddox was ready to break out of his skin and go wolf but didn’t move to push at Maddox.
Maddox growled low, but the sound ripped from Ellie’s throat tore through him. An aching, agonizing, lost moan that made his wolf shake. Helplessness threatened to fill him, but he pushed it back, wanting to take action before delving into self-pity.
“Why weren’t any adults watching her?” his mate asked, tears in her voice. Maddox lifted a lip in a snarl but kept quiet. “I wouldn’t have…I wouldn’t have let her out of my sight if I had known she’d be in danger.”
Maddox’s wolf pushed at him, a desperate need to calm their mate and find their young filling him. It wasn’t her fault that they’d let Charlotte out of their sight. No, he was the one who had lived in this den his whole life. He was the one who had been complacent because one of their dangers was gone. 
Just because one of them was gone didn’t mean the rest were. They had to hide from the humans, keep their existence secret. There were other Packs across the country, the globe that could take advantage of a seemingly weak den. Even within a Pack there were those who would create dissension and uproot peace.
Life as a wolf was dangerous.
He fingered the scar on his cheek. He, above all others, knew the outcome of letting one’s guard down.
He tugged at her arm, pulling her into his side even as they made their way to the den center. He would have stopped and hugged her tightly, but they needed to be where Charlotte was last seen more than they needed to comfort each other.
That would come after they found their daughter.
And damn it, they would find their daughter.
“We were, Ellie,” Logan finally answered. “I promise. It’s just…” Logan stopped and sighed. “I’m so sorry.”
Maddox didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. While it would be easy to blame those around him for what was going on, he couldn’t. No, that rested on his own shoulders. He’d been so deep in his head, worried about what was going on in his dreams, dealing with his own loss, his own lost connection, that he’d let his barriers down. He’d let his daughter out of his sight because he thought they were safe.
He should have known they’d never be safe.
Not really.
By the time they made it to where the pups had been playing, Maddox’s wolf was ready to climb out of his skin. Packmembers in both wolf and human from covered the area, just as on edge as he was. No, scratch that, there was no way they could be. He and Ellie were the ones ready to break. But they couldn’t. Not until they had Charlotte in their arms.
Kade came out of the tree line, his eyes gold, his body radiating the same tension Maddox felt. Only now, his brother held the power of the Alpha as well. Later, Maddox would be able to revel in that power, sink into the feeling that his wolf would be taken care of by their Alpha. Right then, though, he couldn’t think of anything beyond finding Charlotte.
Kade squeezed Maddox’s shoulder. “We’ll find her, Mad. I promise. We have her scent, and you’re her family. We’ll find her. She can’t have gone far.”
“So you think she wandered off? Not taken?” Ellie asked, her voice breaking. Goddess, she was trying so hard to be strong. But she’d been strong for far too long while living with the Centrals. She shouldn’t have to deal with this on top of that.
No one should.
“She wouldn’t have run away, Ellie, you’ve got to believe that.” Hell, he had to believe that. What if they’d done something wrong? What if they hadn’t made their home good enough for their little girl? She’d been through so much as a child and yet maybe their love, their support, their everything weren’t enough.
Maybe he wasn’t enough.
“What are we doing? We need to follow any scent trail we can find in depth.” Maddox pulled off his shirt, ready to shift. His nose would work better as a wolf rather than being in his human form.
Kade nodded and talked while he undressed as well. “We’re going now. I contacted the Talons to keep them on alert.” 
During the end of the war, the Talon Pack had come to their aid. It spoke of great trust that Kade would tell them that a child was missing, letting others know that their defenses could possibly be breached. But in case this was something greater than a child lost in the woods, they needed all the help they could get. 
“Then let’s get on it.” Maddox took a deep breath and centered within himself, trying to find that one cord that would lead him to Charlotte. It was harder with family. He knew that. His powers connected him so well with each and every person he called his own, but the closer he was to them, the harder it became to pinpoint them.
When it had been Adam in pain because he’d lost his mate, the agony had been so overwhelming that Maddox had never been able to shut him off completely. 
Charlotte, however, wasn’t feeling any pain, any true fear. 
Maddox wasn’t sure what he felt about that.
Kade gripped his shoulder and shook his head. “I can feel her but not where. You know it doesn’t always work like that. Not when they’re born outside the Pack and brought in.”
Maddox nodded. Just because he and his brothers had a connection to the moon goddess that gave them special abilities didn’t mean those abilities always worked out like they should. In a perfect world, he’d follow a flowing bond to his daughter and take her home, only to make sure she never left his sight until she was thirty.
Or a hundred.
No, in a perfect world, Charlotte wouldn’t be missing in the first place. 
Ellie ran a hand down his back, soothing his wolf when he would have normally retreated within himself, not knowing what to do with all the emotions raging through him. Before he’d had her, he’d been the quiet one, the one in the corner, unable to join the fray because of the overextension of his powers. 
Now he had Ellie, and he could breathe again.
He just needed Charlotte as well.
“We’ll find her,” Ellie whispered, her voice hollow. Goddess, he hadn’t heard that tone from her in years, and he’d be damned if he’d let it happen again. Not when they’d worked so hard to become strong together.
Maddox turned and cupped her face, needing her gaze, her wolf, her everything. “Yes. Yes, we will. She’s probably just asleep under a tree or something.”
Ellie tried to smile up at him, but it was too much for either of them. He kissed her softly then pulled back so he could kneel. 
“Stay in your human form, Ellie mine. Just in case you need your arms right away.” Just in case someone needed to lift their daughter and carry her home quickly.
Not that he’d tell her exactly why that would be important. Not when she had the same dangerous and bloody scenarios in her head as well.
“Find our baby,” Ellie thought to him.
“I will. We will.”
Maddox gave her one last look then let his wolf rise to the surface. His bones broke and reformed, the tendons popping before knitting themselves back together in their new arrangement. Each shift hurt like hell once they reached majority, but the sweet release once he was four-pawed was always worth it.
He was a wolf.
He was a man.
He was a Redwood.
Now he needed to be a father.
As a wolf, his vision was clearer, crisper. He wasn’t color blind as some in the wild were and, in essence, had the best of both worlds. That was what the moon goddess had intended for her hunters all those years ago when she’d created the first werewolf by blending two souls in one body.
Maddox shook off the last of the change then leaned into Ellie’s body, the tension in her muscles even more evident as he took in all of her. The spicy dessert scent was richer than usual, that tang of fear not easily masked by their mating bond.
She rubbed his nose once more then pulled back, her shoulders stiff. Maddox huffed, ready to go. Kade stood beside him, also on all fours. Logan had also shifted. Others around them stood in human and wolf form, ready for someone to make the first move in this smaller search party. 
Enough of this.
Maddox sprinted toward the trees, Ellie on his tail. He leapt over a fallen log then stopped, waiting for Ellie to join him.
Ellie vaulted over the log and narrowed her eyes. “Go, Maddox. Follow her scent. I’m right behind you, and Logan is right behind me. I’m not alone in case that’s what you’re wondering. Go.”
He gave her an awkward nod—it wasn’t easy in wolf form—then took off again, following what he hoped was Charlotte’s scent. It had faded in the short time since Logan had gone to find them and also mixed with each of the searchers. Even though he could break apart each scent and find what he wanted, the web they wove was also a tangled mess of Pack and home.
The heightened senses of a wolf were more often than not a burden, not a gift.
The birds, rabbits, and other prey scattered around him. They knew a predator was in their midst, bent on a goal that would leave blood in its wake if needed. The trees stood tall around him, reaching toward the heavens and everything in between as if in prayer—a prayer before the altar of nature that surrounded them. The scents of forest, Pack, and loss surrounded him as he broke through the wards. Pinpricks of sensation assaulted his body, the magic of his den snapping over him like a rubber band.
He left the wards behind him, Ellie right on his tail, Logan on hers. 
Charlotte had left the den.
On her own.
Why the hell had she done that? It made no sense. The other half of his soul, his wolf—now so close to the surface that if he didn’t hold back all would be lost—raged. 
He inhaled again.
There.
That gingerbread scent that spoke of childhood and hope. He’d found her. Only twenty feet away. At the most.
But she wasn’t alone.
No…
And what surrounded her…no…that shouldn’t be there.
Not now.
Not again.




Chapter Four
 
 
Ellie came to a halt behind her mate, her chest heaving from exertion. She’d run as fast as humanly possible for longer than she should have, but she hadn’t been able to stop. Not when more was at stake than a cramp in her side. Though she might be a wolf, that didn’t mean she could push herself past her limits and not feel it. It didn’t matter. She’d do that for her child. She’d do more for her child.
She’d do everything for her child.
Maddox stood in front of her, his wolf body shaking. Before she could ask why her mate had stopped so abruptly, she froze, every worst-case scenario a mother could imagine slamming into her brain like a five-ton semi. 
That scent.
That goddamn scent.
The Centrals.
The fucking Centrals had her baby.
Her wolf raged, claws erupting from her fingertips as she fought for control. She was one of the most controlled wolves in the Pack, and yet right then, she had to use all her power not to shift and kill what should have already been dead. Her whole life had been one show of strength and lack of control after another, and she had the scars to prove it.
The scents she smelled had to be wrong. Caym had killed the Centrals for more power in a last-ditch effort to defeat the Redwoods. The cruel and callous act had been in vain as the demon had been sent to hell anyway, but the Centrals had died nonetheless. There shouldn’t have been any left. Her Pack had scoured the area and the abandoned den for survivors and come up short. They’d even buried the dead in a place of peace and solace. Though it had hurt to lay to rest those who had done them harm, she wouldn’t have had it any other way. Her Pack was strong because of what others would find weak, too caring. 
That was why she was a Redwood.
That and because she loved Maddox.
Long before the final battle with Caym on the field of blood and sorrow, right when she’d finally broken from the Centrals and became a Redwood, the other Centrals had, to all intents and purposes, died on their own. They’d become tainted by the demon and the black soul he harbored within himself. Hector, her father, and Corbin, her brother, had blood-bonded with the demon, damning their Pack to a death unlike any other.
The wolves had rotted from the inside out. That sickly sweet scent that marked them as Centrals at the time had been so potent it still haunted her dreams like the deaths of Maddox’s parents haunted his own.
But this scent…this scent was different.
That was what brought her up short, made her wolf wonder why they were standing there and not fighting for blood while, at the same time, holding the human back so they could remember why that scent was so important.
The scent filling her nostrils and coating her tongue was reminiscent of what she’d been before…before her mother had been killed. Before her twin and cousin had been sacrificed in front of her so Caym could walk among them.
It wasn’t tainted…
But…but how was that possible?
“Maddox,” she breathed.
Her mate leaned against her leg, his heavy weight a solidifying presence there, anchoring her to the present rather than pushing her into a past colored by heartache.
Maddox shifted into his human form, the process faster than usual for him. Damn it. She knew he was using too much of his strength to shift so quickly after a hard run, but without his scent tracking as a wolf, they might not have found Charlotte’s scent.
He pulled on the clothes she’d brought for him and the others in the bag on her back and sniffed around, his gaze intense. From the way he frowned, she knew he had no idea what to do next. Just like her. They were behind boulders, hidden from view and upwind from whatever scent they could sense. That didn’t mean they were completely safe, but they were at least in a position where they could fight and find a way out if possible. Right then though, she wanted to find her daughter so they could leave. She didn’t want to know why the Centrals were there. She just wanted her baby. 
They’d won the goddamn war.
Why couldn’t that be enough?
Why couldn’t sending the demon to hell be the end of it?
Nothing in life was that easy. Oh goddess, how Ellie knew that. She had the scars and memories that said just that. Maddox held the scars and memories that were just that.
As it was, Ellie knew Charlotte was somewhere around them, but she wasn’t sure exactly where. Engulfed in the Central scent, Ellie didn’t know what was going on and what would happen.
They hadn’t picked up the Central scent on the den lines and inside their wards, meaning Charlotte must have felt…something…and come outside the wards. It was either that, or they had another traitor. In the past, the Redwoods had trusted the wrong wolves, wolves with dreams of higher powers and shifters far greater than themselves, leading to the deaths and pain of the Jamensons and other wolves. She didn’t want to think that there was another traitor out there that had been lying in wait for the perfect opportunity to attack again. The Centrals were supposed to be gone just like Caym. Though they hadn’t let all of their defenses fall, she thought they could have been safe from something like this for just a bit longer. At this point, Ellie wasn’t sure of anything anymore.
All she knew was that her daughter had left the protection of the den for the unknown. Either someone had taken her—and that was looking less and less likely since they hadn’t felt the breach of the perimeter from an unknown force and Charlotte didn’t feel scared according to Maddox—or their daughter had left on her own accord.
That sliced through her, leaving in its wake a bloody trail over her heart.
She’d always known she wasn’t good enough for Charlotte—far from it. But she’d done her best to be a mother to the little girl who was of her blood. Charlotte had been born a Reyes, a bastard of Hector in the strictest sense, a by-blow in her own brother’s words. Ellie had never thought of her like that. No, Charlotte had always been an innocent. 
A child in need of a family.
Ellie and Maddox fought to provide that.
What if it wasn’t enough?
Calling someone their daughter and doing their best by her didn’t make them parents. Just because she held Charlotte during her nightmares and sniffles, just because she tried her best at baking goodies and provided a warm roof over her head didn’t make Ellie a mother.
Didn’t make Maddox a father.
Or at least that’s what she felt some days. She knew that wasn’t true and was an insult to even think so, but sometimes she couldn’t help the shades of doubt.
Though Maddox was more in tune with his role than Ellie. At least that’s what Ellie thought. Maddox had the best examples of parenting and family around him—even if he had to draw on his memories now that Edward and Pat were gone.
Ellie had nothing.
After all, no matter how strong the Jamenson blood ran through Maddox’s veins, Ellie held that of the Reyes. Maybe there wasn’t a way to overcome the environment in which she’d been raised. Her mother, though strong in some respects, had given up long before Hector killed her. In fact, most of the wolves around Ellie didn’t know the true story of her mother’s death…of her mother’s disappearance.
Ellie herself didn’t know the truth. No one had told her and her vivid imagination was far worse than anything Hector could come up with. At least that’s what she prayed for to the moon goddess.
Her mother had wanted release from the chains binding her to this earth and this pain so desperately, had craved it with every fiber of her being, that she’d left her daughters—and her son—behind.
The same sadistic bastard who had tortured Ellie for years.
Ellie’s twin had given up just as their mother had, the sweet release of death the only kiss of sweet freedom she’d ever feel. Though her sister fought until the end, Ellie had always known deep inside that Jessa would give up before taking every lash, every burn. Ellie had been the one to land the most punishments and had been the one who had become Corbin’s pet. Jessa had never been strong enough.
And in the end, it showed.
Ellie knew she would never be good enough. No matter how hard she fought, no matter how far she’d come since becoming a Redwood, she still wasn’t clean. No mating bond, no inner peace that came from leaving behind the old, would fix that.
She was still a Reyes.
The mating bond flared, almost knocking Ellie to her knees. Love, anger, and hope crashed into her, a strong beat of promise and transition. 
Maddox gripped her chin and forced her gaze to his. She loved his eyes, that Jamenson green she hoped that, one day, their babies would have. No, she couldn’t have his babies. What if she lost them too? What if they ran away from her because she wasn’t strong enough?
Hell, who was this woman? She wasn’t this weak. She hated sounding like she wasn’t strong enough to hold a feather.
“Stop it.” 
She blinked, confused. “Stop what?”
“Stop doubting yourself. You are not a Reyes. You are a Jamenson. Fuck where you came from. Remember who you are now.”
She narrowed her eyes. “Don’t read my thoughts. You don’t have that right. We promised we’d block all stray thoughts that we don’t control.”
He kissed her then. Hard. A clash of teeth, a press of firm lips.
Her wolf pushed at her, wanting more even as she pulled back to fight the scent that toyed with them, not knowing what it meant.
“I might have promised, but that doesn’t mean I won’t use what I glean by accident. Stop worrying about what you’ve done wrong.”
“You first.” She knew her mate better than she knew herself. There was no way he wasn’t feeling as if he’d failed somehow as well. She wasn’t alone. She knew that. And her brave mate was hers for a reason.
And from the look of shame on his face, she knew she’d struck a chord.
That above all else pushed her out of her funk. There was no way her sweet alpha of a mate could be at fault for this. And if she thought about it enough, she knew she wasn’t either. That didn’t mean she’d let go of all doubt though.
“Charlotte first,” she whispered back, and he nodded. 
“Charlotte first. Then we work on those thoughts of yours, Ellie mine.”
She pulled away slightly, needing space, even though she wasn’t far from him. No, she’d never be purposely far from him again. They were in each other’s minds for a reason. Their mating bond was stronger than others for a reason.
They needed each other.
Maddox gripped her hand, and she raised her chin, ready to go. Just as she took a step, the scent of the Centrals increased, and her wolf raged to the edge of control. 
A dark wolf with a white streak on his tail jumped out of the tree line, his hackles raised, but his fangs weren’t bared. It was as if he was protecting what was behind him, not attacking outright. 
The wolf lowered his head in submission, but that didn’t appease Ellie’s wolf, not when she couldn’t find her daughter. Ellie crouched low, ready to attack just in case. She could sense Logan and Maddox doing the same behind her.
No one would separate her from Charlotte.
Not again.
“Where’s my daughter?” Ellie asked, her tone strong, surprisingly not shaky at all though her heart was in her throat.
The wolf growled.
Not the right response.
Ellie bent further, ready to spring and pin the wolf and make him tell her where her daughter was. Maddox growled behind her.
“Don’t kill him. Not yet.”
Ellie growled back.
“Mommy!” 
Charlotte’s voice pulled Ellie back from the edge, and she blinked at her daughter, unsure of what she was seeing.
Charlotte stood between them and the wolf, her black hair wild in the breeze, her eyes glowing gold with her own little wolf.
“Please don’t hurt them. They were family.”
Ellie’s mouth parted, her heart breaking inside, not knowing what she meant.
Not knowing what this meant.
What did all of this mean?
 
 
****
 
 
Charlotte knew her mom and dad weren’t going to be happy. She’d known that since she’d first felt the other wolves from her old home.
But that didn’t mean what she was doing was wrong.
At least that’s what she hoped.
She saw the pain in her mom’s eyes, the same sadness in her dad’s and she knew she’d messed up.
Bad.
“I’m sorry, Mommy.”
She wasn’t used to calling Ellie and Maddox mom and dad every day, but she was getting there. Calling them mommy and daddy wasn’t something she did.
But right then, she didn’t feel right. Her tummy hurt, and she wanted to make them feel better. She wanted her mommy and daddy. She didn’t want them as Maddox and Ellie. She didn’t want them to be angry at her.
Her own little wolf felt all angsty and wanted to bow and show its belly. Maybe she wanted to turn and do that so her mom and dad wouldn’t feel so bad.
She bit her lip, tears welling. She shouldn’t have left without saying anything. She shouldn’t have.
And she told them so.
“Charlotte, baby, come to me, please,” her mom said, her voice very calm, like when she didn’t want to scare her.
Charlotte always knew when people were trying to scare her, so her mom’s voice made her feel warm inside.
Safe maybe?
“I’m sorry, Mommy,” she said again then ran to her mom. Strong arms wrapped around her, cocooning her. Her mom’s and dad’s scents surrounded her, making her wolf feel warm and happy.
“Oh baby, tell me why.” Her mom’s voice cracked a bit, and her dad growled low beside her.
“Explain yourself.”
Charlotte froze then looked over at her dad. But her dad wasn’t facing her. No, he was facing Duncan, the wolf that had helped raise her.
“Don’t hurt him, Daddy, please. That’s Duncan. He took care of me before the bad wolf took me.”
Maddox turned sharply toward her, his eyes glowing that gold that told her that his wolf was close. Just like hers.
“Talk to us, Charlotte. Please.”
“Just don’t hurt him. Promise me.”
Her dad sighed, and her mom’s arms tightened around her.
“Okay, Charlotte. I promise.”
Uncle Logan growled behind them, but he didn’t say anything. And she trusted her dad with everything she had, so she knew Duncan would be safe.
“Duncan loved my mom. And then she died.”
Duncan whined softly before starting to shift, and Charlotte closed her eyes, remembering the woman who had raised her. She shouldn’t have said it like that, but she didn’t know how to say it any other way.
“Oh, baby,” Ellie whispered, and Charlotte leaned into her mom.
Not having her first mom hurt, but she had her new mom and dad.
Everything would be okay.
It had to be.




Chapter Five
 
 
Maddox wanted to grab Ellie and Charlotte and run, leaving Logan to deal with the mess. He couldn’t, though, because sometimes being a dad meant being more than himself.
The black wolf, Duncan as Charlotte had called him, stood up as he pulled on his pants. Pants that another female wolf handed him from behind a boulder. Now that Maddox was slightly calmer, he could scent four distinct other scents. 
Central scents.
The Centrals he’d known long before Caym had come into the picture. In fact, he wasn’t sure he’d scented that smell since he’d been forced to go to the Central den when Ellie’s brother, Corbin, had scarred his face, thinking he was North.
Connections.
Paths.
They all crossed one another with such frequency that Maddox wasn’t sure fate wasn’t asking for a kick in the nuts. Or maybe it was the other way around where fate was concerned.
From the way Charlotte seemed to lean into Ellie but still want to care for this Duncan, Maddox had a feeling things weren’t what they seemed at first glance when it came to the Centrals. Really, though, nothing was ever as it seemed when it came to the rival Pack of wolves.
What worried Maddox most, though, was that this Pack wasn’t supposed to be a Pack at all. No, it shouldn’t even exist at this point.
“Ellie, take Charlotte back to the den,” he said, his voice as smooth as possible. 
“Please not yet, Dad.”
Maddox barely resisted the urge to close his eyes at his daughter’s pleas. “Stay behind me, Ellie.”
“I’m staying for only as long as I feel relative safety. Then we’re all leaving. The enforcers are here, and I can feel Kade coming. They can take care of it. It’s their jobs. We need to be selfish for once. We need to get our baby home.”
“I know, Ellie mine. But these people…they’re something to her. We need to feel it out.”
He heard her inward sigh and broke for her. “I know. I know. That doesn’t mean I have to like it.”
His mate went behind him anyway, and he loved her all the more for it. Logan and Kade, who had come up when he and Ellie had been sending their thoughts to one another, flanked him, their chins held high.
Duncan bared his throat, a clear sign of submission.
“I mean you no harm. I mean the child no harm. She was Martha’s. I wouldn’t hurt her.”
Martha.
Maddox had never known Charlotte’s mother’s name. The little girl never spoke about her, even though they’d given the open space and comfort she’d needed to feel free in order to do so. She’d come into their lives on the wave of panic and torment, but they’d done all they could for her. Or at least he thought he had.
They hadn’t known of this Duncan.
What else hadn’t they known?
What kind of parent did that make him?
Yes, it made no sense. Charlotte hadn’t told him so he couldn’t have known. But the irrational father part of his brain wanted him to know everything. Even the things he could not possibly have known.
Duncan looked toward Kade, the power radiating off their Alpha clear and vibrant. There was no missing who was the dominant wolf in this situation, even with Logan, another strong fighter on his other side.
“You’re dangerously close to encroaching on Redwood Pack land.” Kade’s voice fell over them all like a curtain, the power beneath the words so potent that Maddox wanted to bare his throat just like the stranger in front of them.
“We meant no harm.”
“I’m Kade Jamenson, Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Who are you? We don’t take kindly to our children running away to wolves we don’t know. If that is indeed what happened. You didn’t break the wards. Our Enforcer is sure of that. So tell me, who are you?”
“I’m Duncan Leeland. I’m a Central wolf.” The wolf raised his chin, though his eyes were still downcast, not able to meet Kade’s gaze. This one’s power wasn’t as strong as any of the Redwoods that had come into the clearing. That much was evident. But that didn’t mean they would take that for granted.
“The Centrals are dead, yet you smell of them.”
“The Centrals that stayed with Hector and the demon they summoned into our realm are dead. Those of us who broke off are in hiding.” Duncan met Kade’s gaze for a moment then lowered his lashes, the action shocking in its bravery. 
“How many more of you are there?” Maddox asked, unable to hold back his questions for Kade. Though the man was his brother and he’d roughhoused and played with him as a child, right then, he was his Alpha, not of his blood. Kade didn’t seem to mind though.
Duncan shook his head. “I believe forty or so. We spread out as much as we could when we ran away.”
“You still smell of the Centrals. How is that possible?” Ellie asked. Since they did smell of them, that meant they still had to have some connection to each other or the old Pack. But if they did, they should have been tainted by the demon and even dead by his pulling of their souls for more power.
“Martha and I always lived outside the den. We were Charlotte’s caregivers.” He looked at Charlotte and gave her a sad smile. 
Maddox’s wolf didn’t like that. No, he wanted to take his daughter and run. From the pain along the mating bond, he knew Ellie felt the same way.
“Martha was her mother,” Duncan continued. “Hector…well, we all know how Hector was.” He winced as he said it, but Charlotte didn’t respond even though Maddox wanted to rip the dead Alpha’s throat out for everything that had happened. “Hector didn’t want Martha and Charlotte near the Pack or even inside the den near his other children. Corbin knew, of course, but you really couldn’t keep much from him because he’d throw a tantrum or go crazy if he scented something that should be his.”
Ellie’s body thrummed behind him, and Maddox reached out, a soothing stroke down her arm. 
“Those outside the den weren’t affected by the taint then.” Maddox had known some of that at least. After all, Charlotte hadn’t been affected at all, even though she’d been a Central during the time when the other wolves had begun to rot. Ellie hadn’t had it either since she had left before the change had begun.
Thank the goddess.
“Thankfully,” Duncan answered, though Maddox hadn’t voiced his statement as a question. “I think the wards they worked so hard for and sacrificed their witches for shielded us. If I can be grateful for anything in this mess, it’s that.”
“Why are you here? Why did you take the child?” Kade’s voice held no argument. Though Duncan scented like he was telling the truth, that didn’t mean he would be forgiven for the scare they’d just had.
Charlotte had been missing for fifty-eight minutes.
Fifty-eight long minutes.
“We didn’t take her.”
“They didn’t take me.”
Charlotte and Duncan spoke at the same time, the desperation in his daughter’s voice breaking his heart. He’d promised he wouldn’t hurt Duncan, but he hadn’t promised that Kade or Logan wouldn’t. He’d been clear on that, even though Charlotte might not understand that.
Their safety as a family, her safety as his daughter, was more important than anything.
“We wanted to make sure she was safe.” Duncan met Maddox’s gaze then his glance went over Maddox’s shoulder to look at Ellie. Maddox growled, low, deadly.
“Are you saying we wouldn’t keep her safe?” Maddox bit out.
Duncan’s eyes widened, and he shook his head. Duncan might have been the more dominant wolf of his own group, but he clearly wasn’t an Alpha. Maddox wasn’t sure there would be an Alpha among them.
The moon goddess was the one who blessed those of the hierarchy with their powers. She was the only one who truly knew who could handle it. Or at least thought could handle it. 
Sometimes, as in Hector and Corbin’s case, blood and family ties won out over inner strength.
“That’s not what I’m saying at all.” Duncan lowered his head. “I’m sorry. I’m not doing this right. Charlotte was ours, at least for the time. I’m not saying she’s ours now. She was Martha’s. Before…well, before.”
Charlotte hiccupped a cry, and Maddox took two steps back, his gaze remaining on Duncan, but now he could hold Ellie’s side. Charlotte leaned into her mother but put a hand back, gripping Maddox at the same time. His wolf calmed some at both of their touches. They were a unit. A family. Nothing could change that. 
“We wanted to see her. She must have felt us or scented us. We didn’t encroach on your wards. I promise. Since we were there when she was a baby, it makes sense that she’d be able to remember us, remember the feel of our wolves. Even from a distance. We wanted to see her at least one more time before we had to leave again—if we have to leave again.”
Kade let out a breath. “And here we come to the part where I’m most interested. I’m glad that Charlotte is okay.” His brother turned his head and gave Charlotte a small smile. “Though we will have to have a discussion on telling adults what’s going on in the near future, I believe.”
“Oh yes, that will be done.” Maddox reached over and patted Charlotte’s back before pulling her into his arms. At eight, the little girl was almost too big to be held, and would be too big if they’d been human. Being a wolf was good for some things.
The little girl’s warm weight leaned into him, and he inhaled her sweet scent, letting his wolf calm just that much more. Ellie wrapped her arm around his waist, her scent mixing with his and Charlotte’s. To anyone else, their combined scent and look would scream family, love, and future. To him it meant all that and more.
That’s what he hoped anyway. Though Charlotte might have a past with this Duncan, he couldn’t have a claim on her. Maddox’s wolf wouldn’t allow it, and Ellie for sure wouldn’t do so either.
“Why didn’t you come to the front gates?” Kade asked. “You’re a wolf, so you wouldn’t be sent off in another direction by a spell due to the wards.” The Redwood Pack witches, like all witches connected to wolf Packs, helped create their wards. For humans, the wards would make a confusion spell that would make the human turn in another direction. Unless, of course, they knew the den was there and had been invited in. For other wolves, it blocked them from attacking.
Or at least that’s how it should have worked. When the Centrals had been using dark magic and human sacrifices to keep their wards painful and to break through the Redwoods, things had been different.
But that time had passed.
At least Maddox hoped so.
“We didn’t know if we could. I saw the way you reacted when you knew we were Centrals. What would have happened if we’d walked up? Would you have killed us on sight for being the enemy?” He held up a shaky hand at the sound of their growls. “I’m not saying you’re unmerciful when it comes to others, no, this is beyond that. We were the enemy. At least a part of them. I know what they did to you, at least a small fragment of what they did to you. All of us do. We didn’t want to remind you of that. We didn’t want to be hurt because of our so called leaders.”
“We’ll never know,” Kade said softly. He turned to Maddox and Ellie. “Take your daughter home. We’ll be right behind you.”
Maddox stiffened as Charlotte pulled away, fear permeating the air. “Please don’t hurt them, Uncle Kade.”
Kade’s eyes glowed gold, the tingle of power washing over them. “I’m Alpha, Charlotte. Remember that, young one.” Never before had Kade sounded like their father until just then. “But worry not. Your Duncan will be in your life. That I’m sure. Wait for me at your home, and we’ll talk more and have a way for Charlotte and the both of you to see him again. No more running off, young lady.”
“I promise I’ll be good from now on.” The relief in her voice left Maddox undone. This little girl had been through so much and was going through more again because of the adults around her. 
“Good, little niece of mine. Now go home and rest a bit. I’ll be there soon.”
Charlotte sighed then leaned into Maddox. He gave his brother one last look and then turned to take his family back to the den. Kade would deal with the Pack issues and let him know. He always did. Right then though, Maddox needed to take his family away and make sure they were safe. His wolf would have it no other way.
 
 
By the time they made it to their house, Charlotte was sleepy but hadn’t said a word. He knew she was worried about what would happen to Duncan. After all, they had left most things unresolved. 
Maddox collapsed on the couch, Charlotte still in his hold. Ellie sank into the cushions next to him, not speaking. The adrenaline from the search and lack of fight had finally worn off. Soon they’d talk about it all, but right then, he just wanted to lean into his life’s heart and make sure his wolf knew they were there no matter what.
Half an hour later there was a soft knock at the door, and then Kade walked right in. They were family and closer than most. Most days they didn’t need to wait for a response to come in. If they weren’t welcome, the door would have been locked.
Charlotte was asleep in Maddox’s arms, and Kade gave her a small smile. Maddox stood up with Ellie’s help and then put their daughter on the love seat with a throw over her. They’d put her in her bed in a bit so she’d be more comfortable, but right then, they needed her near them.
Maddox lifted his chin then led them into the kitchen where they’d still be able to see Charlotte but would be able to speak normally without fear of waking her.
 “So what’s happening with Duncan and the others?” Ellie asked before Maddox could speak.
Kade sighed then went to the fridge to pull out a beer. He handed one to Maddox and Ellie, only to stop halfway with a sly grin on his face. “I guess this is your house, isn’t it?”
Maddox lifted a brow but took the beer anyway. “What’s mine is yours.”
“Tell us, Kade. Please.” Ellie took a big gulp, and Maddox pulled her into his side. They both needed to decompress soon, and Kade had to know it.
“Gideon and I had talked about something like this in the past and what it would mean for us,” Kade began. Gideon was the Talon Pack Alpha. Maddox knew the two Alphas were in touch almost daily while they were cementing their treaty and that the two Packs were working together. 
“You had an idea that the Centrals were still around?” Maddox asked after he took a pull from his beer. He looked over Kade’s shoulder to check on Charlotte once again. When he found her sleeping, her hand tucked under her cheek, his wolf calmed. He had a feeling he’d be doing that often over the next few days. Years even.
“We did. And you did too considering where Charlotte came from. What we were more worried about was how those factions would blend into what we have. When the Centrals died, or at least the tainted ones, we went on as if the Pack were truly gone. But we thought the possibility existed that they might not all be dead. From what I can glean from Duncan and what we scented from his wolf, they don’t have an Alpha. They don’t have a true Pack.”
Maddox let that settle over him. “They’re a group of lone wolves then.”
Kade sighed then ran a hand over his head. He drained the rest of his beer and set the bottle on the counter. “Are they really? I don’t think so. I think they’re more…forgotten. They’re not a Pack in the sense that we are. They don’t have an Alpha or Beta or Heir. The moon goddess hasn’t blessed them or assigned them with those positions. I also don’t think they have the dominant wolves to make that happen.” 
“The only reason they were able to leave the Centrals when they did was because my father never cared for the weak, much like my brother,” Ellie growled out. Maddox took her hand and brought it to his lips, unable to let her go even for a moment. “They were able to hide because no one would have missed them. The only reason he found Martha was because of his blood-tie to Charlotte and through the mating mark. Because he had another mate that I didn’t know about. Fate gets it wrong sometimes, and I pity them for it.”
Maddox pulled her into his arms so her back was to his chest and rested his chin on the top of her head. Things were truly fucked up, but he thought they were on the way to cleaning it up. He hoped so anyway.
“I know, and it sickens me that an Alpha wouldn’t care about the Pack’s submissives, but there isn’t anything I can do about it now.” Kade furrowed his brow then shook his head. “No, there is something I can do about it now. Something Gideon and I have talked about in the past. I’m going to call him as soon as I get home to Mel and the kids since this would involve more than just the Redwoods.”
Intrigued, Maddox straightened. “What do you have in mind?”
“Gideon and I are blood bound through our pact. That means we have a true alliance. This new Central group isn’t a Pack. Not yet. Not until one of the children achieves their dominance and becomes the Alpha. That’s what I think is going to happen anyway. Or maybe they will mate into the Pack. I’m not sure. That’s a future that isn’t in our hands. But what we can do is protect the innocent.”
“You’re talking about another pact,” Maddox said under a breath, unsure how he felt about that. The Centrals had killed their members, their parents, and had tortured them beyond all imagination. He didn’t think he or the rest of the Redwoods would be okay with that. Kade might be Alpha, but he was still a good person. Maddox had to believe that.
His Alpha would do what was good for the Pack.
“Not the same way. We don’t know who they are. Not really. But they’re weaker than us, and they need help.”
“You’re going to help them build another Pack,” Ellie said, her voice filled with awe.
Kade gave a small smile. “I think so. It’s not up to me alone, but we might. They don’t want to come into the Redwoods or the Talons, and frankly, I don’t know if we can do a full bond with them and allow that. I don’t know if my wolf would allow that. And knowing how much Gideon has gone through recently, I don’t think he can either. But we can watch them grow and help out where we can. In terms of protection, they have a witch and can create a smaller ward. The Central’s den is between the Talons and us. Defensewise, it would be ill advised to not care for them. If another outside Pack or set of lone wolves comes in and tries to take out these new Centrals, it could hurt us and the Talons.”
“So you’re doing it for us and for them. That’s smart, brother.”
Kade rolled his eyes. “I try. Okay, now make dinner, eat, rest, and talk to that child of yours about running away. She scared the crap out of us.”
His heart hurt just thinking about it. “Tell me about it. Thank you for everything.” He pulled away from Ellie to hug his brother. Then Ellie did the same. 
“Yes, thank you, Kade,” Ellie said when she leaned against Maddox. “Now go home to your mate so you can tell her everything. You know how Mel gets when you leave her out of the loop—even if it’s because someone had to stay home with the kids since we didn’t know if there was an issue with a kidnapper or whatever.”
Kade said his goodbyes and left Maddox and Ellie in the kitchen, their breathing in sync as they tried to calm down from what had happened.
Charlotte was safe. That was the most important thing. Now they just had to make sure she knew she’d always be safe with them. No matter what.




Chapter Six
 
 
Ellie wrung her hands together then forced herself to relax. This wasn’t the end of the world, but telling her daughter that she’d scared the living crap out of her was going to be hard.
Charlotte woke up soon after Kade had left. The three of them, Charlotte, Ellie, and Maddox, had done their best to eat dinner and ignore the issues of what had happened until they were ready to talk about it. If there was one thing Ellie had learned from all her experience and pain, it was that cooler heads always prevailed no matter what.
Now they sat in Charlotte’s room on her little bed. The newer set Maddox had finished painting and was still drying would be a present for later. Maddox sat on one side and leaned back against the wall with Charlotte on his side. Ellie sat cross-legged on Charlotte’s other side, facing the two of them.
“Charlotte, honey, you scared me.” Ellie closed her eyes then opened them as Charlotte placed her small hands in Ellie’s. “You have to know that.”
“I’m sorry. I just felt something like I used to before, and I didn’t want to miss them. I know it was stupid. I know that now. I think I knew it then, too.”
“Never do that again.” Maddox nipped Charlotte’s ear like a wolf would a pup. “You don’t get to leave the den without telling an adult. We thought someone had kidnapped you or you were hurt and lost somewhere. With all that went on in the past few years, the fact you were gone was even worse.” Charlotte teared up, and it pained Ellie, but their daughter needed to know this. 
“I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.”
“I know you won’t, baby.” Ellie moved so she sat against the wall like the others and pulled Charlotte close. 
“Are Parker and the others mad at me for leaving them? Because they didn’t know I was leaving. I hope they don’t get in trouble. I didn’t plan on leaving. It just happened.”
Ellie closed her eyes. So many things could have just happened when Charlotte was out of their sight and out of the wards that Ellie didn’t want to think about them; at least Charlotte was learning there were consequences to her actions.
“No one is in trouble. Well, you’re going to be grounded a bit,” Maddox said, and Charlotte wiggled between them.
“Grounded?”
Ellie met Maddox’s gaze and nodded. “Yes, baby, grounded. You can’t leave without telling an adult. A lot of people who might have been needed elsewhere were taken off their shifts to help find you. That’s not saying it wasn’t worth it because you know all of us would do it again to make sure you were safe.”
“How grounded?” 
“No TV or cookies for two weeks,” Maddox answered. “You can play with your cousins because you’re a wolf and you need the pup play, but only at our house during that time.” 
Charlotte lowered her head but didn’t say anything. Instead, she leaned into Maddox and wrapped her arm around his waist and took her other hand to pull Ellie into a large hug. 
“I love you, Mom and Dad.”
Ellie’s eyes filled with tears, and she hugged her family close. “I love you too, baby girl.”
“Ditto,” Maddox said, and Ellie rolled her eyes. Such a boy. 
They talked for another twenty minutes or so then put Charlotte to bed, leaving the door cracked open so she could have the hall light on when she fell asleep. Ellie stood at the doorway, looking at her daughter as she slept and wondered how she could be so lucky to have someone so loving that she would want to check on Pack members from her past without conscious thought. That kind of sensitivity sure didn’t come from Hector’s blood.
Maddox tugged at her hip, and she went with him to their bedroom, closing the door softly behind them.
“I’m so glad she’s okay,” Ellie whispered.
“She’s great, Ellie. She’s a good kid and might have done something stupid today, but that doesn’t mean she’ll do it again. I think she learned her lesson. Now, what was going on through your mind today when we came up on the Central scent?”
“The same thing running through your head.” Ellie threw herself on the bed with a huff, tired of the day and ready to sleep. That wouldn’t be coming any time soon though. 
“We’re idiots you know. You are an amazing mom. I’m a pretty amazing dad. We just have to believe it. This whole not thinking we’re good enough thing needs to go away because I thought we were past that.”
“I think it’s just something we need to put away and consciously push that way until it’s second nature in us. We might think we’re good enough for each other and know that, but that wasn’t always the case. That took years.”
Maddox lay on the bed next to her and cupped her face, gently brushing his lips over hers. Her wolf perked up, ready for more.
“You are the love of my life. I never thought I’d have that, but you changed me in the best ways possible. You are a great mother, Ellie. We’re a family. That means fights, growing up, and burnt cookies.”
Ellie socked him in the arm even as she laughed with him. “Dork. I’m going to learn to bake cookies no matter what.”
“And I’m going to eat them. No matter what.” He kissed her again. “I love you, Ellie Jamenson.”
“I love you, Maddox Jamenson.”
Maddox grinned then cupped her breast, her nipple pebbling against his palm. “What do you say we reaffirm our bond?”
Ellie laughed. “Oh my god, Maddox. That was the worst pick-up line I’ve ever heard.” She stood up, and Maddox blinked. 
“It’s so bad you’re leaving?” 
She rolled her eyes then took off her top. “Oh no. I’m going to totally do you right now because my wolf needs you just as much as yours needs mine. Not to mention the human part wants you too. But I’m up so I can go down on you. It’s been entirely too long since I’ve had you in my mouth.”
Maddox let out a groan then turned on his back, putting his hands behind his head. “Far be it from me to deprive you of my cock.”
Ellie smiled then went to her knees, her clothes long gone. Maddox sat up, took off his shirt, and helped undo his pants, his cock falling into her palm, hot, ready. He tangled his fingers in her hair, and she looked up at him, smiling. “Ready, love?”
“Anything you want to do to me, Ellie, works for me. Have at it. I love your mouth.”
Ellie ran her hand up the length of him then licked the tip. The salty taste of his precum burst on her tongue, and she moaned before swallowing as much of him as she could. She had one hand on his thigh, digging into his skin, while the other held the base of him, rubbing and squeezing in time with her sucks so her mate would come hard.
She pulled away then nibbled down his length, sucking and licking, leaving little kisses before opening her mouth wide for him again. Maddox tugged on her hair, and she stiffened so he could move. She loved it when he held her in place and he moved, showing her just how he liked it. Pleasing him pleased her, and she knew it worked in the reverse as well.
There was a reason they were meant for each other in mind, body, and soul.
Maddox lifted his hips and gently fucked her mouth, the tip of his cock brushing the back of her throat with each thrust. She relaxed her jaw and let him slide in and out, knowing he was ready to come as his balls drew up and tightened in her hand. 
He groaned her name as the first spurt of come landed on her tongue. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked him down harder before swallowing each drop. He pulled her hair again slightly, and she let go of him with a pop.
Before she could blink, he had her on her back, his head between her legs and his tongue on her clit. He speared her with two fingers, and she bucked off the bed, her body sensitive already from going down on him. Nothing turned her on more than knowing her man was ready and willing.
Maddox licked and sucked her, and she threaded her fingers in his hair, urging him to continue. As her breasts tightened and she came, she screamed his name before he flipped her yet again, this time forcing her to her hands and knees.
He was in her in one thrust, her body clamping around him as she fell off her cascade. Only this time she knew she’d rise right back up as he slammed into her. 
“Lean back into me, Ellie mine,” Maddox gasped as his fingers dug into her hips.
Ellie pushed up and back, forcing her back to his chest. He ran both hands up and down her stomach, flicking over her clit every so often before palming her breasts. She gasped and turned her head, catching his mouth with her own. As he fucked her from behind, he did the same with her tongue. His fingers plucked and rolled her nipples, and she bit back a scream as she came again. 
Dear goddess, the man was good at turning her inside out, on, and everywhere in between.
Maddox pulled out of her, and she felt lost without his touch. “Maddox, I need you. Finish. Please.” She couldn’t form complete sentences, her mind all warm and hazy and ready for more of him.
Maddox gently turned her so she was on her back yet again, this time with him hovering over her. He took her hands and threaded his fingers with hers. “I want to see your eyes as I fill you up.” He entered her slowly, inch by inch, his rock-hard cock stretching her already sensitive pussy. “I love the way your eyes glow gold as you come. I love the way your eyelashes flutter when you’re finding that peak and falling down. Your cheeks blush the same color as your breasts, and that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. I love the way you wrap your legs around me and take me deeper.”
She smiled and wrapped her legs around his waist. After all, he’d asked. Plus she loved when she did this because he went deeper, his cock sliding over that swollen bundle of nerves within her at just the right angle that she’d come hard and surround him, milking him as well. He pistoned in and out of her, his pace increasing as they found their rhythm. 
His gaze met hers, and she was lost. He thrust again, this time staying deep within her, coming hard and filing her up. She felt his warmth within her, and she prayed that this time would be the time they made a baby. She was ready for that step into their future. She was ready for anything Maddox gave her, anything the goddess gave her as long as she had this man beside her.
They’d been together long enough that they knew exactly the right angles, touches, and caresses to find that bliss they desired. But what made her love him all the more was that each time became a new journey. They might know the path, or a few different ones, but they took each step as a new day. A new pleasure. He didn’t treat her like someone he’d had over and over, though it seemed most days that he knew her body in a way that he could make her come at just a word. No, each time they were together it was like a new discovery of the old loves and wants.
That was what she loved about mating this man day in and day out. She wouldn’t have him any other way.
Maddox leaned his head on hers, his breath coming out in pants just like hers. “I love you, Ellie mine. Love all of you. For this day and forever.”
Ellie unclasped their hands and reached to cup his face. The bristles of his beard scraped her in that sexy, tingling sensation that reminded her that his face had just been between her legs, rasping against the inside of her thighs the same way.
“I love you, my Omega. Love you for this life and the next. You’ve given me everything.”
He was hers as she was his. Her Omega. Her mate.
Her everything.
 
The End
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I love writing these after the HEA novellas. Most of you know Maddox and Ellie were my favorite couple and I’m so happy I had another chance to visit them.. 
I’m not leaving the Redwoods yet. Coming in August, I will be in the Dark Fates Anthology with my story called The Hunted Heart. This is Emeline and Noah’s story. You saw hints of them here and tehre, but now you get to see where they are now.
I’m also not leaving this world completely. You’ve met some of the Talons and because I fell for Gideon the first time he walked on the page to help the Redwoods, I knew I had to tell his story. I also knew I wanted to write some of the Redwood Pack children’s stories. Rather than write two full series where I wasn’t sure how they would work together, I’m doing one better. The Talon Pack series will be out in early 2015. It is set thirty years in the future and will revolve around the Talon Pack and how they are interacting in the world and with the Redwoods. Because it’s set thirty years in the future, I get to write about a few of the Redwood Pack children finding their mates.
The first novel will be about the Talon Alpha Gideon and….Brie, Jasper and Willow’s daughter thirty years from now. It’s called Tattered Loyalties.

If you don’t want to wait that long, I also have my Dante’s Circle and Montgomery Ink series going in full swing now so there’s always a Carrie Ann book on the horizon! Plus coming in 2015, I have the Bad Boys of Haven! Wow, I’m tired just thinking about it but I can’t wait.
Thank you so much for going on this journey with me and I do hope you enjoyed this final full book in the Redwood Pack series. Without you readers, I wouldn’t be where I am today.
Thank you again for reading and I do hope to see you again.
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Did you enjoy this selection? Why not try another romance from Fated Desires?
From USA Today Bestselling Author Carrie Ann Ryan’s Dante’s Circle Series
 
Tangled Innocence
 
 
“I’m done with men.”
Nadie Morgan barely resisted the urge to roll her eyes at her friend Faith’s proclamation. She was pretty sure the woman had said something similar before in the exact same exasperated tone. Faith usually said things like that, considering she was trying to find a man to match who she was and who she wanted to be.
Not an easy thing when Nadie wasn’t sure Faith knew who she wanted to be in the first place. Well, Nadie probably shouldn’t be casting stones, considering she stood in an eerily parallel place.
Faith ran a hand through her blunt black bangs, leaving them in their perpetual disorder, then curled her lip up in a snarl.
“Don’t you roll your eyes at me, Nadie Morgan. If you’d ever get off your virgin ass and actually tell him you want him, maybe you wouldn’t be in the same predicament as me.”
Nadie froze, the sounds of the bar slowly faded away so she couldn’t hear her friends’ reactions—if there were reactions. An odd numbness settled in, tunneling her vision so all she saw was Faith and her wide eyes set in a pale face.
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw the rest of their friends stiffen as well, then turn toward Faith, their mouths opening, most likely to defend Nadie where they thought she would never be able to defend herself.
In most cases, they’d have been right.
“Well, that was blunt,” Nadie finally said, her throat dry. What else was she supposed to say? She was surprised she could speak at all. It wasn’t as if Faith was saying anything untrue or far from Nadie’s mind. It just hurt to hear it in the first place.
She’d rather have buried it forever and not looked back, but she knew that would have been weak.
Weaker than she’d been acting already.
“Oh crap, I’m so sorry, honey.” Tears filled the normally strong-willed woman’s eyes, and Nadie immediately forgave her. There hadn’t been any true damage, and all Faith had done was tell the truth.
“It’s okay.” She raised her hands at her friends, and they quieted whatever words they were about to say. “No, really. You just got dumped. It sucks, so you lashed out, and I’m a pretty good target at the moment.”
Faith shook her head then got up and walked around the circular table where they always sat when they came to Dante’s Circle. Normally, it was a place that had become a sort of home to them, and right then, it was nice to have that familiarity. Faith wrapped her arms around Nadie and Nadie hugged her back. Hard. “No, it’s not freaking okay. I’m hurt and in a pissy mood, but that doesn’t give me the right to act like a cruel bitch.”
“Just a normal bitch then,” Becca, deadpanned, then flipped her fiery red curls over her shoulders.
“Hey, don’t call Faith a bitch,” Lily added in then came up to wrap her arms around Nadie’s other side. “Well, she might be one, but we’re trying to change that. And Nadie honey, I love you. Don’t listen to what Faith said.” 
Soon, Amara, Eliana, Jamie, and eventually, Becca moved to join the group hug. Nadie could feel Faith’s tears seep into her shirt and knew that her friends weren’t there to comfort Nadie, but Faith. The woman wouldn’t accept the comfort otherwise, and everyone knew it.
Sometimes she and her friends just had to be sneaky about things like hugs and showing Faith they loved her just as much as they loved the rest of the girls.
“Okay, break it up. I can’t breathe under all of you,” Faith snapped.
Nadie just shook her head as Faith wiped her tears, straightened her shoulders, and then sat back in her seat on the other side of the circle.
“So, we hate Chadwick,” Amara said as she pulled her auburn hair into a ponytail. She smiled prettily at Faith who rolled her eyes.
“His name was Chad, not Chadwick,” Faith answered. “Stop making him sound like some dweeb who loves his mom and the country club.”
Nadie tilted her head then took a sip of her lemon drop. “Um, but he did love his mom and his country club. Wasn’t that the whole point? That he wanted to be with mommy and her money rather than stand up for something more? I thought you said something about the snooty mommy and her leech of a son.”
Faith narrowed her eyes. “You’re not supposed to throw my words back in my face.”
“On the contrary,” Amara put in. “We’re you’re friends. If he’s a right bastard with mommy issues, that’s our job. You’re the one who told us that dear Chadwick was a limp neck—and probably had limp other things too—mommy’s boy. Or should we call him mother’s boy. He seemed like the guy who would raise his eyebrows all haughtily and call for his mother.” Amara tried and failed to use a British accent—which Chad, not Chadwick, did not possess, and the girls fell over in giggles.
“Oh sweet baby Jesus, stop making me laugh like that. I think I’ll start leaking,” Lily said as she pressed her hands to her breasts. The new mom had control issues sometimes. Lily. A mom. So weird yet perfect at the same time.
“Oh God, you leak when you laugh?” Becca asked, her eyes wide before she turned to Jamie. “That’ll be us in a few months.”
Nadie just smiled and took another drink of her lemon drop as her now-mated friends talked about babies, leaking, and growly mates. She didn’t want to feel jealous, but the little green monster wrapped its spindly arms around her, and she winced. It wasn’t Becca’s, Jamie’s, or Lily’s fault that they had met their true halves and something like a perfect life had actually stuck.
So much had changed in the short time since the world had grown around them that sometimes Nadie couldn’t run fast enough to catch up.
She frowned and thought about the date then sat straight up. “Well, hell.” The other girls stopped what they were doing and looked at her.
“Did you just curse?” Jamie asked, her hand on her baby bump. “You never curse.”
Nadie snorted. “I curse, you just never listen. That isn’t the point though. Think about what day it is and where we are.”
Amara’s eyes widened. “Well, hell,” she repeated.  “It’s been two years, hasn’t it?”
Nadie nodded then sat back as she watched the reactions wash over her friends’ faces. It had been two years since the seven of them walked into Dante’s Circle like they normally did, but they’d left with something much more.
Something most of them still didn’t have a handle on.
Lightning had hit the building, or at least inside the building, on that day. Nadie, her six friends, and the owner of the bar…Dante, were struck by that same bolt of lightning. She could still remember the screams, the feel of her body rising from her chair then slamming down to the ground, and the heated sensation of something…else…flowing through her in an arc. It still haunted her nightmares sometimes.
After all of that, none of them had been the worse for wear, just a few cuts and bruises and, of course, Amara’s broken arm, but that was it. Amara had healed quickly, as had the rest of them. Too quickly, in Nadie’s opinion. 
They had been forever changed though.
Lily had been the first to notice—though they all had in a way considering it was weird that eight of them had been struck by lightning and hadn’t been killed or injured beyond falling to the ground.
They’d discovered that their human world wasn’t quite human.
Every human who called themselves human, Nadie included, were diluted versions of supernaturals, and most weren’t in the know about the fact that hundreds of realms existed near and entwined with their own realm. 
“I can’t believe it’s been two years since I met Shade,” Lily whispered then gave a little smile.
Shade was a warrior angel and Lily’s true half. Apparently supernaturals had another part of their souls out in the world, and they were lucky when they found it. Or at least they were lucky when they found it, and the other half actually wanted it, but that was another story altogether. 
“And I met Ambrose around that time, though it took another year to meet Balin,” Jamie put in. 
Jamie had not just one mate, but two. Nadie held back a blush at that thought. What on earth would she do with two men? She hadn’t even been with one let alone two. Oh no way, too much for her. That didn’t mean she couldn’t have her own fantasies though.
“That means it’s almost been a year since I met Hunter,” Becca said as she frowned. “It seems like so much longer, you know? I mean, Jamie and I are pregnant, and Lily just had Kelly. We’re bonded with our mates and have seen so…much.”
Nadie nodded, knowing what she meant—at least when it came to what they’d seen. That was the other part of being struck by that particular bolt of lightning.
Each of them had a new energy within themselves. It was as if the lightning had altered their DNA, which the scientist Lily said was possible, considering the paranormal worlds were so much different than the human one. Now, apparently, once one of them met their true half—or the other two-thirds in Jamie’s case—they started to grow weak, as if their body was rejecting itself. Then once they made love with their true half, they turned into a paranormal creature.
It was as if she were now in some sci-fi movie that she couldn’t quite wake up from. Lily had turned into a brownie; Jamie, a djinn; Becca, a leprechaun. Each of them had met with others of their realm and, in some cases, fell right in step with that part of their lives while others had fought for their right to live—at peace and in general. Not everyone in the realms was happy about the turn of events.
Frankly, Nadie wasn’t sure she was either.
The others were talking about how much had changed and how the rest of them still needed to find their true halves. Nadie, though, knew she was in a different place than the rest of them. While the others had hope for a future or were on the bliss side of happiness, Nadie knew she had nothing like that. No, she had nothing. She had a feeling she’d known her true half longer than the rest of them, longer than they’d even known what true halves were, yet he’d done nothing about it.
She closed her eyes, a sudden rush of something more powerful than herself seeming to wrench whatever energy she had left from her bones. Pain arced across her body, bile filling her throat as something clawed at her, her body growing weak. Her hand shook as she set down her lemon drop, but she didn’t think anyone noticed. Life was moving on for the rest of them, yet Nadie didn’t think she’d move on with her friends.
She swallowed hard, the truth slapping her in the face.
Again.
Her dragon didn’t want her.
Well, not her dragon, as he never would be hers. He’d seen to that. The tattooed, sexy bar owner, Dante, had known her for years and yet hadn’t taken one step toward her beyond being her friend. And he’d started to move away from even that since the lightning. They weren’t the friends they’d once been and the loss was almost too much to bear.  She’d had a crush on him ever since she could remember and she’d never done anything about it, either. 
He was a freaking dragon, meaning that even when she’d been human and ignorant of all that went beneath the surface of the human realm, he would have been able to feel her as his true half, would have been able to feel that pull, that deep desire not only to have the other person in his life for eternity, but to have them in all ways possible.
Yet he’d done nothing about it.
Well, that was just fine then. She didn’t need him anyway.
Another wave of pain drenched in power washed over her, and she closed her eyes, willing it away. Damn that dragon. No, damn her as well. If she’d had the courage to actually speak her mind, maybe she’d have been able to see what he wanted from her or, rather, what he didn’t want from her.
Now she was alone and too scared to do anything about it.
Honestly, she had only herself to blame for it.
She wasn’t weak, but she sure as heck was acting like it. Her fingers slid over the smooth wood on the table as she tried to regain some semblance of control. She didn’t want this to be the last time she came with her six girlfriends into the bar that had become their getaway, but it was looking more and more like that was what would have to happen. 
She couldn’t come into the place that called to them and not think about the dragon who filled her dreams. Not that she’d ever seen him in his dragon form, but his human form was exactly what she wanted.
“Hello, ladies,” Dante said as he walked up to them. His piercing blue—not that blue was a good enough word for the pools of color she saw—eyes met hers for a moment before moving on to the rest of the girls at the table. 
His attention elsewhere, she could do what she loved best—study her dragon. While she was the plain Jane with straight blonde hair and a way-too-innocent face, according to Faith, Dante was the exact opposite.
He’d tied his long black hair in a ponytail so the blue streaks stood out even more. She wasn’t sure if he dyed it that way or if black and blue just came naturally. Since he was a dragon, it could just be who he was. He’d chopped off a lot of it recently, something she wasn’t sure about, but she thought he was sexy no matter what. So it settled in the middle of his back. She knew that if he didn’t keep on it, though, it would grow so long that it touched the floor again. 
God, she envied his hair.
He was built, but not too bulky, and wicked tall. At five foot three herself, everyone seemed a bit tall to her, but Dante was a couple inches over six and a half feet. She felt like a tiny fairy next to him, but she liked it.
If she ever wanted to kiss him, though, she might need to stand on a chair to accomplish it.
She blinked away those thoughts, knowing it was a lost cause.
There would be no kissing when it came to the dragon. He couldn’t even stand to look at her for too long.
Her eyes went to the tribal dragon-like tattoos running down his arms and the small black hoops in his ears and brow. When he spoke, she could sometimes catch a glimpse of the tongue ring he wore, but he’d never flat out shown it to anyone. Becca thought that Dante might have a few more piercings…lower on his body, but Nadie and the rest of them had never been brave enough to ask.
“Nadie, are you okay?” The deep voice broke her out of her thoughts and sent decadent shivers down her spine.
Nadie look up at Dante and swallowed hard. “I’m fine,” she croaked out. 
He tilted his head, his penetrating gaze not leaving hers. She needed to stop looking at him because once she left the bar she wouldn’t be coming back. Yes, she’d come to that conclusion. She couldn’t force herself to live in the shadow of what she’d once been and think she wasn’t good enough for him anymore. It would make it only that much harder to leave him if she didn’t stop staring at him.
“If you’re sure,” he said, his voice telling her he didn’t believe her.
Well, it was his fault anyway she was feeling like this. He’d ignored her for years, so apparently she wasn’t good enough to be his true half. The thought that she wasn’t good enough in his eyes burned, but she’d get over it. She had to. Leaving might kill her, but she’d walk out of the bar with her head held high.
She might be rejected, but she wouldn’t be kicked while she was down.
“I’m sure. Thank you for asking.” She held back a wince. No matter how hard she tried to act cool and unmoved, those stupid manners her parents had droned into her never quite went away.
Dante frowned at her, his eyebrow ring moving delicately as he did so. She didn’t like to see him frown, even though she’d noticed him doing it more than usual since the lightning strike.
Not that she’d been watching him or anything.
Much.
Wow, she needed to stop this. Before she knew it, she’d be following him home, climbing through his bedroom window, and watching him sleep.
Stalker much?
She looked up at the man she’d been trying to forget and gave him a small smile. Damn her, she just couldn’t stop doing that. His eyes brightened—or maybe that’s just what she hoped had happened—and he smiled back.
“Okay then. Well, ladies, you all are closing down the house tonight as the rest of my customers have decided to call it in early. And since I’m closing at ten anyway. Do you want another round, or are you done for the evening?”
The others talked, mumbling their words to each other, but Nadie couldn’t keep her eyes from Dante. Something was up with him, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. The strain in the corner of his eyes and the firm set of his mouth that he thought he hid so well didn’t escape her notice. Before the lightning strike, she might have gotten the courage to ask him as he’d always been a friend and had never made her feel insignificant. Now though? Now she was afraid, too afraid to do anything about it.
And that made her feel insignificant.
Something she’d have to change by leaving and never coming back.
She was better than this, better than the empty shell she was becoming.
However, right then, with the slight tension she saw creeping over Dante’s shoulders, it wasn’t about her but about the dragon who seemed to literally be carrying the weight of the world on his shoulders. She didn’t know how to help, or even if she could.
Another flash of weakness—the one that came with meeting her true half but not completing the bond—wrenched at her, and she gasped. Her friends turned toward her, but before she could lie and say she was okay, something odd happened.
It was as if someone siphoned the pain from her, inch by inch, and suddenly, she was fine. Well, not fine, but at least better than she’d been. It made no sense. It shouldn’t have been happening like that. Oh, she’d thought it had happened once or twice before, but never to this degree. The pain slid away, and Nadie swallowed hard, able to breathe again.
Dante let out a grunt beside her, and she blinked up at him through clear eyes.
“Dante? You’re pale. What’s wrong?” she asked as she stood up, worried. She put her hand on his upper arm then froze at her action.
He looked down at her hand then wiped the sweat that hadn’t been there before from his brow. “Just a little dizzy, my sprite. I’ll be fine.” He placed his hand over hers, squeezing, and gave a strained smile. “Thank you.”
She swallowed hard at his touch and smiled back.
He slowly slid his hand away and she moved back as well.
He’d called her my sprite. Well, that was different. Darn it, she had no idea what was going on with this man, but it was something. Something he was hiding. She needed to gain the courage to ask him. It didn’t matter that she was leaving for good. He was her friend, and it looked as though he needed one right then.
But if past experiences were anything, she knew she couldn’t be the friend he needed.
Not anymore, not with the fact he’d ignored what she was to him for so long.
“If everyone is fine then, I’m off to go to Shade and Kelly,” Lily said, and then she said her goodbyes. Faith got up and walked to Dante, whispering something in his ear, but Nadie wasn’t sure what it was. Soon the rest of the women left, either not noticing the tension or ignoring it altogether. That was exactly what she needed right then, and she was grateful that her friends seemed to know it.
She followed her friends out the door, letting herself take one last look over her shoulder at the man she wanted but could never have and then went to her car. The others left the parking lot as she got in and tried to start her car.
Try being the operative word.
The car made this annoying chugging sound then ticked before refusing to turn over. She slammed her hand on the steering wheel then cursed when she hurt herself.
“You’ve got to be kidding me.” Everyone had left her probably thinking she’d be right behind them, and honestly, she didn’t want to call them back just to leave her car there. She searched for her cell phone and cursed. Damn it. Where had it gone? Nothing was working right. She fought back tears of frustration, annoyed with herself more than anything.  They’d all gotten in their cars together, not knowing hers wouldn’t start. It wasn’t her friends’ fault she was stranded, but she still felt alone.
She’d have to go back into the bar and call a tow truck or something. Maybe she’d left her phone at the table. This was not the night of eating chocolate while having a good cry she’d had in mind.
The knock on her half-open window startled her, and the scream that ripped from her throat at seeing the man outside would have made any horror movie heroine proud.
The blond man, his hair falling to his shoulders, held up his hands, his green eyes wide. “I’m sorry, honey. Didn’t mean to scare the crap out of you. I was just going to see if you needed help with your car.”
The man had to be taller and wider than even Dante, and that didn’t make her feel any less freaked out. The barrier of the car door would be nothing to a man like that, and all she could think about, despite his soft words, was an image of him ripping the door off, throwing her over his shoulder, and taking her away.
Damn it. Why didn’t she have a weapon of some kind in her car?
And why didn’t she know how to use said weapon?
“I’m a friend of Dante’s. I won’t hurt you. I promise.” Hands held out in a surrender position, he slowly backed up. “Why don’t I get Dante and get you some help? Okay? I’m Jace by the way.”
She blinked up at the man named Jace, unsure of what to do. He might have said he was a friend of Dante, but considering the bar’s name was in his line of sight, that could have been a wild guess and a pretty damn good lie.
Nope, she wasn’t getting out. She’d just call the bar from her car and have Dante—or the cops—come to her. She reached in her purse and cursed because she’d forgotten she didn’t have her phone to begin with. As she had just started to really panic, she let out a breath when she saw Dante himself walking toward them.
“Nadie? Jace? What’s going on?” He didn’t sound alarmed, more like curious.
“Nadie?” Jace rasped. This time there was something like awe in his tone, and she had no idea what he meant. 
Had Dante told him about her? No, that would be stupid. There was no reason for Dante to do so. She was nothing to the dragon.
Dante walked up to Jace, cupped his cheek, and then gave a nod. Nadie felt as if she’d been slapped—she hadn’t known Dante had someone…let alone a man. No wonder Dante didn’t want her. He already had his mate. Oh Jesus. Fate really was that cruel to her.
Yet something important clicked inside her at the same time at the intimate sight.
“What’s going on?” she asked, her throat dry.
Dante moved, pushing Jace a step back then stood by her car door. “Come on into the bar, Nadie. We have a lot to talk about.”
She shook her head. “Tell me here. What’s going on?” There was something off about this, something she didn’t understand. It wasn’t fear running through her right then—no, it was something much warmer, something filled with undeniable promise. She needed to put a stop to it before it went anywhere…especially since it seemed Dante and Jace were an item—or something much more.
And once again, Nadie had been left on the outside looking in.
“Nadie, please,” Dante begged. “Come inside. For me?”
At that last word, she nodded. She’d never seen her dragon beg, and she didn’t want to see it again. He wasn’t the type to do so, and that meant something far greater than she could imagine was going on here.
“Fine, but you need to tell me what’s going on when we get in there.”
Dante nodded. “Yes, I’ll tell you everything. Finally.”
She got out of the car and swallowed hard. She looked at Jace and blinked. The feeling of being by his side was strangely just as intimate and heated as being by Dante’s. That didn’t make any sense, and yet she wasn’t sure she wanted it to. For some reason she wanted to move closer to them both, hold them and never let them go. The warmth in her belly wasn’t a mere attraction, no, it was something far greater.
Something tugged at her heart, her breath, her…everything.
She had a feeling she’d just taken a step toward a future she hadn’t thought possible, but this time, she wasn’t turning back.
 
Find out more in Tangled Innocence. Out Now.
To make sure you’re up to date on all of Carrie Ann’s releases, sign up for her mailing list HERE.
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Did you enjoy this selection? Why not try another romance from Fated Desires?
From USA Today Bestselling Author Carrie Ann Ryan’s Holiday Montana Series
 
Charmed Spirits
 
 
Jordan Cross has returned to Holiday, Montana after eleven long years to clear out her late aunt’s house, put it on the market, and figure out what she wants to do with the rest of her life. Soon, she finds herself facing the town that turned its back on her because she was different. Because being labeled a witch in a small town didn’t earn her many friends...especially when it wasn't a lie.
Matt Cooper has lived in Holiday his whole life. He's perfectly content being a bachelor alongside his four single brothers in a very small town. After all, the only woman he'd ever loved ran out on him without a goodbye. But now Jordan’s back and just as bewitching as ever. Can they rekindle their romance with a town set against them?
Warning: Contains an intelligent, sexy witch with an attitude and drop-dead gorgeous man who likes to work with his hands, holds a secret that might scare someone, and really, really, likes table tops for certain activities. Enough said.
 
Find out more in Charmed Spirits. Out Now.
To make sure you’re up to date on all of Carrie Ann’s releases, sign up for her mailing list HERE.



 
Ink Inspired
 
 
Did you enjoy this selection? Why not try another romance from Fated Desires?
From USA Today Bestselling Author Carrie Ann Ryan’s Montgomery Ink Series
 
Ink Inspired
 
 
Shepard Montgomery loves the feel of a needle in his hands, the ink that he lays on another, and the thrill he gets when his art is finished, appreciated, and loved. At least that's the way it used to be. Now he's struggling to figure out why he's a tattoo artist at all as he wades through the college frat boys and tourists who just want a thrill, not a permanent reminder of their trip. Once he sees the Ice Princess walk through Midnight Ink’s doors though, he knows he might just have found the inspiration he needs.
Shea Little has spent her life listening to her family’s desires. She went to the best schools, participated in the most proper of social events, and almost married the man her family wanted for her. When she ran from that and found a job she actually likes, she thought she’d rebelled enough. Now though, she wants one more thing—only Shepard stands in the way. She’ll not only have to let him learn more about her in order to get inked, but find out what it means to be truly free.
 
Find out more in Ink Inspired. Out Now.
To make sure you’re up to date on all of Carrie Ann’s releases, sign up for her mailing list HERE.
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