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      As one of the seven lightning-struck women, Nadie Morgan knew that her fate would be forever changed and revolve around a certain dragon.

      From the first time Dante Bell saw Nadie, he knew that she was the one for him. There's just one problem: there’s another in his life Dante’s waiting on, as well.

      When Jace Goodwin, a bear shifter and Mediator, finally comes back to the human realm after years away, his first stop is Dante's Circle, where he not only finds his dragon but also the woman they’ve both been waiting for.

      Once secrets are told, and the sparks fly, Nadie's new life becomes something she never thought possible. However, there's another realm at play, and Jace and Nadie's dragon will have to fight against the realms themselves to keep the two mates he’s wanted and waited eons for.
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      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 for you 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. A special thanks goes to my FAN CLUB (https://www.facebook.com/groups/CarrieAnnRyanFanClub/) for helping with this list.

      Happy reading!

      

      Agda—Brownie council leader.

      Agnes—Sole female on the Angelic council.

      Alec—Nocturne Pack council member. Friends to Hunter and Becca.

      Amara Young—One of the seven lightning struck women. Works at an inn. Has a past that is very secretive.

      Ambrose Griffin—Warrior angel, Shade’s mentor. Father to Laura (deceased) and Nathan (deceased), husband to Ilianya (deceased). Mate to Balin and Jamie, story told in Her Warriors’ Three Wishes.

      Azel—Black-winged angel. Striker’s third in command.

      Balin Drake—Non-soul devouring demon, son of Pyro. Mate to Jamie and Ambrose, story told in Her Warriors’ Three Wishes.

      Becca Quinn—One of the seven lightning struck women. Works as a bartender at Dante’s Circle. Mate to Hunter Brooks, story told in An Unlucky Moon.

      Bryce—Lily’s ex-fiancee.

      Caine—Angelic council leader.

      Cora—Shade’s ex-fiancé (deceased).

      Dante Bell—Dragon shifter. Owner of Dante’s Circle. Story told in Tangled Innocence.

      Eli—Bakery Owner.

      Eliana Sawyer—One of the seven lightning struck women. Works as a welder.

      Faith Sanders—One of the seven lightning struck women. Works as a photographer.

      Fawkes—Demon, son of Lucifer, friend of Balin. Mate of Leslie. Story told in His Choice (Found in the Anthology Ever After).

      Fury—Leader of the demon council.

      Glenn—Lily’s sleazy ex-boss.

      Hunter Brooks—Wolf and Beta of the Nocturne Pack. Met Ambrose, Jamie, and Balin in hell during the demon games. Mate to Becca, story told in An Unlucky Moon.

      Ilianya—(deceased) Sister to Shade, wife to Ambrose.

      Jace Goodwin—bear shifter and Mediator for all realms. Story told in Tangled Innocence.

      Jamie Bennett—One of the seven lightning struck women. Bookstore owner and lover of romance. Mate to Ambrose and Balin, story told in Her Warriors’ Three Wishes.

      Kobal—Old djinn council member, ally to Pyro.

      Laura—(deceased) Daughter of Ambrose .

      Law—Gray-winged angel, Striker’s second in command.

      Leslie—Pack member of the Nocturne Pack. Mate of Fawkes. Story told in His Choice (Found in the Anthology Ever After).

      Liam—Nocturne Pack council member. Friends to Hunter and Becca.

      Lily Banner—One of the seven lightning struck women. Worked as a lab chemist in solid-state NMR. OCD and quirky. Mate to Shade, story told in Dust of My Wings.

      Lucifer—Infamous demon from hell and Fawkes’ father.

      Nadie Morgan—One of the seven lightning struck woman. Works as a school teacher. Story told in Tangled Innocence.

      Nathan—(deceased) Son of Amborse.

      Pyro—Demon from hell, father to Balin.

      Shade Griffin—Warrior angel, ex-fiance to Cora, brother to Illianya, mate to Lily Banner, story told in Dust of My Wings.

      Striker—Angelic council member, leader of the rebels.

      Temperance—New Djinn council leader.

      Thad—Co-worker of Lily’s. Had a crush on her.

      Timmy—10 year old brownie.
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      “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.
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      Dante Bell had to take a deep breath and get a grip, or he’d lose it. As it was, he could practically feel his talons scraping his fingertips, so he fisted his hands and fought for the control he’d had for thousands of years. It wouldn’t be good to go dragon in the middle of his bar in front of the woman—and man—he was trying to soothe.

      Not good at all.

      He’d let Nadie walk out to the parking lot herself, despite the fact he’d told Faith he’d go out with her to make sure she was okay, because he’d known Jace was out there getting off his bike. The man had texted and let Dante know he was there, and Dante had wanted Jace to meet Nadie, or at least see her and keep her safe. Dante had told Jace who Nadie was, what she looked like. Even if it took a moment for the bear to understand, deep down, Jace would have felt that pull, would have known that Nadie was important to them. He hadn’t known her car would break down, and he’d end up in his bar alone with them.

      Not that it was a bad thing.

      Oh, not at all.

      He stepped into his bar, Nadie and Jace right behind him, and inhaled. He loved his bar. He’d built it from the ground up and had changed it over the years to make it blend in with society. With his magic, the humans had never caught on that he never aged and was still the same black-and-blue-haired man he’d been for decades. He’d only added his adornments—the piercings and the like—in the past ten years or so when they came back in style, and he quite liked them.

      He knew Nadie liked them too.

      Not that he’d done anything about it.

      Not that he could have done anything about it.

      He’d watched Nadie from the first time she’d walked into the bar and had never stopped. Just seeing those wide eyes and plump lips had sent his dragon into overdrive. He’d known from the start who she was, what she could be, and would be with him and Jace, and subsequently had known that he could do nothing about it until the time was right.

      Considering his age, he hated not being able to do as he wanted. Those actions had left both of them in pain, and now Dante was ready to face the brunt of her anger at what he was about to tell her. He would deserve it, as would Jace, but damn, he was so fucking happy they were both here.

      This moment, this time, was theirs, and it had been an eon in coming.

      Dante, Jace, and Nadie didn’t speak when the three of them were finally in the bar, and now he found himself at a loss for
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