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      In the dramatic conclusion to the Ravenwood Coven series by NYT Bestselling Author Carrie Ann Ryan, this sleeping magical paranormal town knows that war can be a beginning…and an ending.

      Rowen Ravenwood is the final witch of her line—the only one standing in the way of Oriel, the dark necromancer who wants the core of the town’s magic for his own. With each passing battle and loss, Rowen is one step closer to losing it all if she doesn’t rely on the one man she refuses to love again. Only this time she might not have a choice when family secrets come to light.

      Ash Christopher’s family curse hit him harder than anyone knows. He’s cool, relentless, and only feels what he needs to in order to survive. He’s gained everything in power and lost all else to his ambition—including Rowen. After all, a man cannot have a soul mate when he does not possess a soul.

      The town of Ravenwood is dying and as the final battles come to pass, it will take the courage of a coven reborn, a mating bond broken, and a love worth fighting for in order to save all before it is lost.
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        Ash

      

      

      Before

      

      Rowen was my forever.

      The starlight danced across her face; her eyes bright as the magic flowed between us. I could barely keep up with the energy whirling within her, and that was saying something. The earth magic cascading along my skin sunk to my soul, and I held out my hands. The air blew through Rowen’s hair, the dark strands floating, as if flying. She was gorgeous, in her element, and not just within the magic.

      This was who she was meant to be, and I was just grateful that she allowed me to be here. That I loved the woman in front of me with every ounce of my being.

      “Are you ready?” Rowen asked, her voice soft.

      “Always,” I whispered.

      She opened her mouth, the magic sparking between us as we began the spell.

      “As we walk from the past and into the future,

      Know we are the observers and those who push through to the new season.

      Bring forth new life, new hopes, and new choices,

      Walk away from the past that haunts,

      And towards the future that brings forth the goddess and light.

      May we walk into the new season and life.

      So mote it be.”

      Warmth infused over the two of us, and I grinned, leaning down to press my lips against hers. She had sharp features, a strong jaw, and catlike eyes that were deep pools of gray that always pulled me in no matter what she was doing.

      I leaned down, picked up her wrist, and pressed my lips to the Ravenwood symbol etched on her skin. She had gotten the tattoo before she had turned eighteen when her aunt hadn’t been looking.

      I had just smiled and had gotten a similar one on my chest.

      I wore the Ravenwood line on my body, though I wasn’t a Ravenwood. I was a Christopher—one of the three founding families of our little town in Pennsylvania.

      Magic infused the area, and those who were its residents knew of witches, shifters, fae, and other magics. And it was the strength of our bonds as the coven that kept the secrets intact and kept us safe. Rowen was the last of her line now, the last Ravenwood witch. Though I knew she still grieved for her family, she was strength personified and was ready to protect her people, no matter what. And it was my job to protect her.

      Rowen reached out and traced the Ravenwood marking, the symbol of our coven along my chest. “I do appreciate you doing this spell with me while you’re shirtless. It’s given me a wonderful focal point.”

      I rolled my eyes and she leaned forward and kissed the pentagram on my forearm. I shook my head and kissed her again, pushing her backward. She let out a small laugh, and I bit her lip before sliding my fingers between her legs. She groaned, and I hiked up her skirt slightly so I could have better access. She was warm, wet, and all mine.

      She gave me a sleepy and content smile, like a cat in cream. “Is it the magic that’s making you like this? Or something more?”

      “You always make me like this, Rowen,” I groaned softly before I took her lips again, delving my fingers between her wet folds. She groaned, spreading her thighs for me, and I settled in between them, pressing kisses to her skin and then over the pentagram on her inner thigh that was just for me—no one else.

      “I’m going to say that I’m glad that you used magic for this tattoo because I’d have to kill the person who did this for you.”

      She slid her hands through my hair and moaned. “Possessive much?”

      “I’m always possessive with you, Rowen. That’s the problem.”

      I nestled between her thighs, slid her panties to the side fully, and licked. She arched against me, her thighs going around my shoulders as I began to kiss her intimately. I spread her folds, needing her, wanting her taste. The magic settled around us like fireflies buzzing in the air. She was air, and I was earth. She was our coven leader, and I was her servant, always.

      I pulled her dress up higher, and she leaned forward to tug it over her head. She laid nearly naked now in the grass, the trees shielding us from others, the magic between us making sure this moment was private behind her ancestral home.

      Her anchor, dandelion seeds blowing across her shoulders and body, moved in a wind tunnel around her skin, tickling my own as I continued to lap at her.

      My anchor, a full redwood forest of ink, pulsated along my body. I had full-sleeve tattoos, the same forest up my back and down my thighs. With each passing month for the past year, another tree would spout, and my magic would grow stronger. It wasn’t unheard of for powerful witches, but it was surprising. Only I couldn’t care too much about that in this moment.

      I continued to lap up her spicy scent, and when she came magic shook the air, and I sat up between her legs, needing her taste, needing her everything.

      “Ash,” she whispered.

      I leaned forward, slid my hands over those sinful curves of hers, and kissed her.

      She hummed along me, her thighs now pressing against my hips. And when she magic-ed my pants away with just a quick spell under her breath, we laughed. So, I rolled to my back, let her straddle me, and let her take control. She was my priestess, after all, my everything. And then she met my gaze and slid over my length. I groaned, her wetness tight and hot around me. She rubbed against me, her hips rocking slightly as I gripped her sides and continued to move in and out of her. Her mouth parted, and I looked up at her and knew she was mine.

      We may only be eighteen, young in the eyes of some, coven leaders in the eyes of others, but I didn’t care.

      This was the woman that I would marry, the woman I would bond with.

      The woman that would break the Christopher curse, no matter what the curse became. We knew what had happened to each of my family members with our curse, but we didn’t know mine yet. But I knew with Rowen at my side, we could survive anything. Any curse, any coming darkness that the prophecies told us about.

      With Rowen at my side, we could be anyone and be anything.

      She leaned down, her breasts in my face, so I sucked a rosy nipple into my mouth. “Ash,” she murmured.

      “Come for me, come on me, Rowen. One more time.”

      “Always. For you.”

      And she came, her body blushing beautifully, and I slid my hands around the back of her neck, pulling her closer to me, as I filled her, both of us letting our magic wrap around one another. And then it clicked, a bond so old and perfect that I could barely breathe.

      This was happiness. This was truth. My soul sung for her.

      Rowen’s eyes widened as she looked down at me, and we grinned, the mating bond snapping into place between both of us as if it had always been there, waiting for this moment in time. This wasn’t the first time we had been together, but this was the first time it felt like this was our forever.

      Tears slid down her cheeks, and I wiped them away, kissing her slowly as my soul wrapped around hers, and hers did the same to mine.

      “It’s true. You’re mine.” I sat up, my body still shaking from release, my cock buried deep in her. I wrapped my arms around her. “I love you.”

      “I love you so much, Ash. I can’t believe I’m this happy.”

      She smiled wide, looking as if she had the whole world ahead of her, and she did. We did. Together. And so, I kissed her harder, the bond between us radiating with hope, a future, and love. I didn’t even sound like myself, but I fucking loved this.

      We made love again, and then we dressed, thankfully Rowen magic-ing back my pants. And as our fingers tangled, I kissed the top of her head and led her home.

      “I need to meet the triplets and Jaxton. I promised them we’d go over a few things. You okay?”

      “Of course, I’m okay. I’ll see you soon?” She looked so innocent, as if scared everything was going to change. And hell, it would, but then again, I didn’t mind.

      We would be starting college soon, but we would all be going together. Rowen and I would be going to the university right outside Ravenwood, making the drive for it was going to be difficult, but we had known what was going to happen when we had signed up for school. We needed classes, needed our degrees to begin our human lives, all the while connecting ourselves to the paranormal ones that lay in Ravenwood. Countless founding families had done it before us, and we would do it again.

      Together.

      I kissed her one more time, needing her, and then I left her standing on her porch, her air magic billowing her hair, her smile wide, her eyes knowing. She wore a dress of dark gray that flowed in the breeze, and she looked like my goddess. My witch.

      And I loved her with every ounce of my being.

      I rubbed my fist over the Ravenwood symbol over my chest, wondering why it burned slightly. Maybe we had used too much magic during our coupling and the spell itself. I shook my head and walked towards where the bears slumbered. I grinned, thinking of the bear triplets, and how Trace and I had a few plans later that day to surprise my sister. I shook my head and stumbled, confused as to where the dizziness had come from.

      I scratched at my chest, wondering what the hell was going on. I opened my mouth and tried to scream, but nothing came out.

      Instead, a numbness began to settle over me, beginning at my fingertips, slowly creeping up my skin, as if I could see the layering of something coming, something stretching me.

      I tried to breathe, tried to do anything, but there was nothing. I sat on my knees, my hands digging into the dirt as I sucked in lungfuls of air, trying to catch my breath.

      Something was wrong.

      The pentagram on my forearm pulsed, as did the Ravenwood symbol on my chest. More trees bursts along my arms. It was intensifying, as if my magic was increasing, and yet I couldn’t feel anything. There was nothing.

      I fell to the side, my hands over my chest as I shook, my mouth going dry, bile rising up my throat.

      And then I knew…because there was nothing else.

      There was no connection, no bond, no need for the warmth that I had left behind. No need for wondering what that warmth can be.

      I scrambled up, the last vestiges of who I was left behind with each passing step. I made my way to the home I shared with Laurel and staggered upstairs, ignoring the shout from my little sister.

      I met my gaze in the reflection of the mirror in my bathroom, at the blue eyes that had once been dark pools but now were shattered with gray and silver, and I knew.

      The Christopher curse had taken something from me. Just like it was taking Laurel from us.

      And yet, I couldn’t care.

      After all, I had no soul.

      I was no longer here. No longer anyone.

      Some part of me screamed, begging for whoever looked in the mirror to stop it. To fight. To push against whatever was breaking and fight harder.

      But there was nothing.

      There could be nothing.

      Trace, Laurel, and Jaxton stood in the doorway behind me, their eyes wide.

      “What happened?” my little sister asked.

      I let out a breath. “Nothing. Nothing’s happened. Go. Go make your decision between the two and leave me the fuck alone.”

      I heard the words coming out of my mouth. They were cruel, callous. This wasn’t me.

      Stop it. Fight for yourself. Don’t be a dick. Tell them. Tell them you’ve lost your soul. They need to know. They need to find a way to get it back. We can’t protect Ravenwood. We can’t protect Laurel. We cannot protect Rowen without our soul. Fight for that bond. Why are you not fighting?

      I pushed away the little voice in my head, the screaming.

      It didn’t matter. It couldn’t.

      Others were shouting at me, but I pushed my way through them, using the force of my magic against my friends and family. They fell against the wall, their eyes wide as they pulled themselves up, reaching for me. But I flipped them off as if they were flies.

      I didn’t need them. I didn’t need anybody.

      Why couldn’t they see that? Why couldn’t they see I didn’t need the prophecy, or this town, or this coven?

      I was the final remaining male witch of this town. I was the power.

      I needed no one.

      I stepped outside, intending to make my way to my car and to get out of the dregs of this town.

      And Rowen stood there. Her chest heaved as if she had been running, and tears slid down her cheeks.

      “Ash, what’s wrong? Why can’t I feel you? What happened to the bond?”

      I tilted my head as I looked at her. Part of me screamed, and the other part of me knew I was crueler than I would ever be in my life.

      But it needed to be like this.

      Didn’t she understand? It needed to be like this.

      “I’m leaving. Leaving this town, this coven. I intend to make something of myself. And I don’t need Ravenwood to make it happen.”

      Others were shouting, as was the voice in my head, but once again I ignored it.

      “Ash. You can’t be saying this.” She moved forward, but I stepped back out of her way, angling towards my vehicle.

      “Goodbye. I mean, it was nice and all, but, as you can see, I’m going to do just fine without you and this town. Grow up, Rowen. Be the little witch you’re meant to be.”

      She slapped me, her hand leaving a sting behind—the first moment of feeling I had had in the past hour. “You bastard. What is going on?”

      “The curse,” my little sister called from behind me. “It’s the curse, Rowen.”

      Rowen turned to Laurel and then back at me, her eyes wide and filling with tears. “No. Ash. Fight it. Fight for everything. We can do this. We can bring your soul back, I promise.”

      I tilted my head and stared at her before I smiled. And it was a cruel smile, one I knew I would never use again because I couldn’t. Because that screaming voice in my head, though I was deafening it, would never let me do this again.

      “Why would I fight? Who would I fight for? Oh, Rowen, you can’t be my soulmate. After all, how can you have a soulmate without a soul?”

      And then I walked away from her as she fell to her knees and broke down, the others comforting her. But nobody came for me. And nobody would.

      Because I was a Christopher, not a Ravenwood.

      And I had to find my own path.

      One without a curse, without a town, and without magic.

      And yet the screaming part of myself, even through its silence, begged.

      But I ignored it.

      After all, it was the only way for me to live.

      Even if I knew that this was only the beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Rowen

      

      

      

      Present Day

      

      I loved my town. There was nothing better than a fall day in Ravenwood, Pennsylvania. Where wind blew through the trees, the bright reds, golds, oranges, and yellows of the tall trees billowing with each passing breeze. The leaves fell in swirls of color and emotion, and I held up my face to the air, letting the magic that was the town of Ravenwood seep into my bones and gently caress my skin.

      I let my magic sizzle slightly, the wind calling to me. I stood on Main Street as passersby smiled at me or moved around me. I wasn’t standing in the middle of the sidewalk, but as our town was old, the sidewalks weren’t meant for more than two people or so at a time in some places, so one inevitably bumped into another human, shifter, or something in between.

      The leaves fell, the coming of autumn pungent in the air.

      This was my time, one where my magic was not solely harnessed within death and destruction or rebirth and promise. But of change, and what could be. My anchor danced around my body, the seeds of the dandelion tickling my sides as a small smile played at my face.

      Each anchor represented the element that a witch held. For a shifter, it was of that animal—not another soul, but a part that connected you to the magic that was that aspect of yourself. I wasn’t sure what the fae held in terms of an anchor because I had never seen one unclothed.

      A smile played on my lips as I opened my eyes and walked towards my magical tourist shop. I would have to ask Jaxton’s sister, Nelle, about what anchors the fae held. After all, she was mated to one.

      My smile fell, emotion slamming into me as I remembered the paleness on Nelle’s face, the mermaid no longer smiling when she had died for those brief moments in the fae king’s arms. Our enemy had slain her, and yet, Nelle still lived. Perhaps she wasn’t quite who she had once been, but she was here and learning to become who she now was. Though, after the ravages of battle and war, were any of us the same person we had once been?

      Nelle was alive and breathing and coming to terms with the mating bond with the king of the fae, Aspen. I wasn’t sure exactly what she felt or how she was coping. She spent most of her time either in the mer realm below the surface of the sea, or within the limits of the fae territory. The fae were on the outskirts of Ravenwood, but they were still considered part of our town. The same as many of the shifter dwellings that weren’t directly in the town limits. The wards that connected me to Ravenwood and the core of our power still protected them. And it was their magic that kept their people far more secure than I ever could on my own.

      However, the ward surrounding the town was something that I had been focused on since I had first learned how to strengthen my magic. Long before the coven of three had become who it was, long before I had found out who the darkness was and who our enemy could be. I might not know his face, but I knew his name.

      Oriel.

      A necromancer, a dark witch, and one who wanted the core power of Ravenwood.

      My wards were now strong enough to protect the town without killing me, for now. At least that was what I hoped.

      The bells rang above the door as I walked inside my shop and smiled over at my lone worker for the day. Esmeralda grinned and began talking to a mundane tourist, someone without magical talent and one who didn’t know of the magics below the surface.

      Ravenwood, Pennsylvania, was special. Those who lived within town limits and grew up knowing exactly what was special about our town, knew of magic. They could see beneath the glamours of the fae, knew of the power of witches and the coven. They knew of shifters and could see the bear shifters, and the few wolves, walk around town in their animal form. The stronger the wards were, the more freedom our shifters had. With the coven of three—me, Laurel, and Sage—we were able to bring forth stronger magic, and therefore our glamours were able to hide bear shifters in bear form, walking down a sidewalk next to a human that had no idea who was nearby.

      It was part of the quirkiness and core of Ravenwood. It was what we were fighting to the death for—that and the magic beneath our feet that could destroy the world if held in the wrong hands.

      “Have a blessed day,” Esmeralda said softly to the two women who giggled on their way out.

      I smiled at them as well, and they ducked their heads, blushing before they scurried out and piled into the small compact car parallel-parked in front of my store.

      I turned and raised a brow at Esmeralda, and she laughed, her eyebrow ring glistening underneath the overhead light. “Let me guess. They’re looking for stones and crystals to help them get through some form of breakup?”

      “Yes, they asked for potions, but I didn’t think that would be something you would approve of.”

      I nodded and glanced around the crystal area, noting what was missing. Nothing for love, but for protection, and strength, and for seeing through the darkness. I nodded in approval at Esmeralda as I went behind the antique desk that served as a register.

      “Good on you, and no, no special spells to get through love and heartache.”

      Esmeralda cackled, her smile wide. “It’s never worked before, and there’s always some form of disaster waiting for you in the end if you do so. Like a broken mirror or a bad perm.”

      I snorted and went through receipts as Esmeralda went to a box beside her and began unpacking our inventory. Esmeralda was a witch, but she wasn’t of the coven. Her blood was diluted enough that she barely held any power but could still feel things through some crystals. She trained with me weekly to focus that power. She couldn’t call to an element, couldn’t go through most rituals and spells, but she was still a witch.

      However, because she didn’t have the strength required to keep the wards around Ravenwood secure, her soul wasn’t irrevocably tied to that of Ravenwood like mine was.

      The center of my chest burned slightly, and I frowned, wondering why that wouldn’t desist. I hadn’t even realized I had fisted my hand over my chest until Esmeralda gave me a look. “The wards too much again?”

      I shook my head, letting my hand fall. Instead, I reached around for the clip that I had snapped to the chunky belt on my flowing skirt and twisted up my hair on the base of my neck, the slight wave of my dark brown, near-black hair annoying me today.

      “Nothing’s wrong. I’m just focusing.”

      “Well, that’s a lie, but I’ll let you keep it. Because I know Sage and Laurel won’t let you lie for long.”

      I narrowed my eyes at the other woman. “You’re getting spooky, missy.”

      “So says the witch.” She winked as two more tourists walked in, both mundanes unable to see the magic around them. But they didn’t snicker or sneer. Instead, they looked curious, and as I let my wind magic settle around me, focusing on the curiosity escaping them, I nodded in approval before letting Esmeralda do what she did best.

      Many mundanes and others came into our shop wanting to see a witch. While I might look like one, with my flowing skirts and blunt bangs, or even when I went full-on CEO in my dark suit pants and business tops, I wasn’t what most were looking for. Esmeralda was the perfect late- to mid-’90s era witch from one of our favorite movies. She had the piercings, the black spiky hair, chunky boots, and a short, black dress that moved around her hips as she swayed. She looked like a natural witch, and tourists loved it. I looked like either a businesswoman or a fortune teller, depending on my day. Today, I was more of a cross between the two and couldn’t be bothered to really care. I hadn’t slept the night before; dreams of lives past slamming into me with each passing moment.

      I knew why, of course. Ash. As soon as Ash had stepped foot into Ravenwood to protect his sister, the memories of who we had once been had come forth. I could still remember the day that we had given ourselves to one another fully. Not just our bodies, as we had done that before, but in a way that had been pure magic, a blending of who we could be and what connected the two of us.

      Because of that, I had lost him.

      My chest ached again, and I did my best to ignore it because I was truly afraid of what would happen next. Not that I would allow fear to be the one thing that came at me. I needed to be stronger than this. I needed to not let fear drive every ounce of who I was.

      Anyway, I couldn’t not think about Ash. Not when he haunted my dreams, and he was always there. No matter what I did, he was there. Although he only stepped foot into my shop in order to be with the coven and the rest of our circle, I still felt as if he were always there.

      I did not want to think about Ash, so I wasn’t going to. Instead, I went to work on my shop, the herbs, everything that I needed to be as a full businesswoman. I had opened the shop after Ash had left. After I had been left behind not only by him but by the others. After all, somebody had needed to stay in Ravenwood to keep its wards secure, and my aunt hadn’t been able to do it on her own. When she died, I had been the only one left. The final Ravenwood.

      It didn’t seem possible in a town that was named after my family, but everyone else was gone. There were no more connections. And with the way that my life was going, I would be the last Ravenwood. No more generations would come after me.

      The one person that was supposed to be mine, my soulmate, was gone. Oh, the husk of who he might have once been still roamed the town, but Ash wasn’t mine. I couldn’t have a soulmate, couldn’t have a future with a man with no soul.

      With that, I told myself it was the final time I would think about Ash.

      I went back to work, spoke with a few more tourists, and Frank, the old jaguar shifter who hobbled in. He had been injured in an attack a few months ago, and I knew he was still in pain but was doing better. He smiled up at me as I came down the spiral staircase from my office, and I went towards him and hugged him tightly.

      “You’re looking mighty fit, Frank.”

      He wiggled his brows, then kissed me on the cheek. “Only for you, Rowen.”

      “Well, I appreciate it. Is there something I can do for you?”

      “I was stopping in to see your face before I head over to Sage’s bakery. I’m craving some honey twists.”

      His eyes danced with laughter, and I grinned. I couldn’t help it. He was a cranky old jaguar who might not be able to race as fast as he once could, but he was a sweet older man who I adored. I didn’t know what I would’ve done if we had lost him in that attack.

      “You better be careful. I saw a few bear cubs out there earlier. You may run out of honey twists.”

      He guffawed. “Sage always leaves one for me. She knows to hide them from the big bears. Even with their sense of smell, they don’t mess with the jaguar.”

      He wiggled his brows once more and I laughed, feeling far lighter as he walked away.

      “He’s such a nice man,” Esmeralda said as we found ourselves in an empty shop. It was happening more often than not these days, the empty shop, the quiet times between rushes. Ravenwood was dying, and we all knew it. Yes, the town members could keep us afloat, with their outside jobs and us doing our best to keep them here. However, whatever was twisting our wards, leaving an oily slick that was taking more and more energy out of me with each passing day, seemed to be pushing the tourists away.

      Honestly, even though I hated the idea that we may have to close some doors on Main Street one day soon if we weren’t careful, I was grateful that some tourists weren’t going to be here because they would be cannon fodder for the revenants. The walking dead that were controlled by the necromancers.

      Necromancers were witches that turned to their dark side and twisted their magic, so they had a connection to the dead. They retained their elemental magic, but it was perverse and called to the souls and husks and bodies of those perished. They controlled those revenants and pushed them into the town, doing their best to kill everyone in their path. The strongest ones, most likely Oriel, could also control shades, actual spirits of those who were dead, rather than what was left behind when the spirit left.

      Oriel and his team of witches and necromancers had desecrated grave upon grave to build up their army of revenants. They were using sites outside of Ravenwood itself, cemeteries we couldn’t protect. Some news organizations had already picked up on the grave robbing. However, no one could put it together outside of small circles. Oriel was too smart for that, and while I wished he would make a mistake that would help us catch him, I didn’t want him to make the mistake that would bring the eyes of the outside world to Ravenwood. We needed to protect its secrets, even if we weren’t prepared for what would come if Oriel were any stronger than he was.

      The bell over the door jingled again, and I smiled wide as Sage and Laurel walked in.

      Laurel’s now vibrant red hair was a mass of curls around her face as if she hadn’t bothered to blow it out that morning. She was gorgeous and filled with so much life that I nearly envied her. But I could only be grateful because we had almost lost her. The Christopher curse that had taken her brother from me had nearly taken her from me as well. Had nearly taken her mate from us, too. She winked at me, the fire dancing in her eyes, nothing to do with an abundance of power that she couldn’t control, but everything to do with the happiness in her gaze. Yes, we were on the brink of another battle, war heading towards us far too quickly for either one of our own goods, but Laurel was happy.

      Just as happy as the woman with the chestnut hair beside her. Sage was a newer witch, one who hadn’t known of her powers until she stepped foot into Ravenwood. A spell, most likely done by Oriel himself, had kept Sage away from us for far longer than we had ever known. It wasn’t until that spell had been broken, purposely, that Sage had made her way here, shattered and in need of family. She had found that family in us.

      But now she was here, her water element strong, and getting stronger day by day. We three were the coven, keeping the town safe, and we were strong enough to take out Oriel.

      No matter what my dreams might
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