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  What to Know Before You Read


If you are a reader who doesn't feel the need to be aware of potentially triggering situations in your books, please skip ahead to the next page. If, however, you need to make sure your mental health isn't affected, please read the following statement. 

Jaxon's Fate is meant for adults and contains adult situations with explicit and graphic sexual scenes, language, and alcohol use. There is also mention of emotional abuse and parental neglect.  It is this author's intent to never cause harm or distress with her words. If ever you feel that there should be a warning about any subject or scene in her work that isn't listed within these warnings, please reach out to her through her social media or email. 
dawnloveofficial@gmail.com








  
  Stance on Generative AI


No part of this book has been knowingly created by generative AI. It is this author's stance that generative AI is detrimental to human creativity and hurts human artists and their endeavors. As such, no part of any of her work - writing, photography, narrating, cover design, editing, proofreading, illustrating, or any other service, will be knowingly crafted by generative AI. This author only uses creators she trusts to have and put forth the same values with their work. If, however, some portion of the work she has hired out is ever found to have been created by using generative AI at any time, she will do everything within her power to immediately make corrections and re-hire her work out to other service providers with the same ethical values she holds. 
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  To all of you who spent your formative years doing what was expected and being who you were told to be when it:

Went against everything you wanted.

Went against everything you felt inside.

Made you question your loyalties.


Made you feel you would never be loved for your true self.



It is my sincerest hope that you have:

Become all you wanted and truly were meant to be.

Have found an abundance of self-love.

Have found the person who is your true love – your fate.

(May you bring each other to cataclysmic orgasm on a regular basis.)
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  “To be yourself in a world that is constantly trying
to make you something else
is the greatest accomplishment.”


― Ralph Waldo Emerson










  
  Chapter One


Arms loaded with a stack of firewood, Jaxon stepped into his mudroom and gently kicked the thick wooden door closed behind him. Pleased that the first significant snowfall of the year had finally arrived, he whistled the melody of one of his favorite songs while he stomped the last of the quickly melting snow from his heavy boots. 
As he walked into his cozy living room and placed the load of wood on the storage rack next to the hearth, he spoke to the ball of fur curled into a snuggly circle in front of the roaring fireplace.
“Let’s go, Chewy. One more trip into the cold before we call it a night, boy!”
Black ears perked up at the mention of his name, and when Jax called out once more, the dog quickly got up and, with a happy yip, trotted to the back door. At only six months old and already measuring three feet tall at the shoulders, the black and tan Tibetan Mastiff was quickly showing signs of being a giant – gentle, but definitely a giant.
As soon as it was opened, the dog ran out the door, across the back deck, then took a flying leap into the snow. Jax laughed as the rocket of dark fur landed inelegantly in the fluffy piles of white and immediately began to roll, covering himself instantly with tufts of snow.
While the dog happily played and took care of business, Jax looked out across the mountain into the fading light of day and smiled. He loved the mountains, he loved his mountain, and he loved the place he’d built for himself. The small cabin tucked away from everybody and everything was really all he needed. 
Two bedrooms – one of which he’d made into his office and command center, a small kitchen, living room, and bathroom. It was a perfect bachelor pad for the hermit life he enjoyed. He was far enough away from town that he didn’t often have company, yet he was close enough to still make an appearance a couple of times a week to share a beer with his buddies or to rag on his baby sister.
He shook his head as he thought of her. He could hardly believe that Sera had fallen for one of his best friends. Not because Logan wasn’t a great guy, but more that he’d just never seen the signs that there was anything between them more than friendship. Or, he hadn’t until things had already progressed to a full-blown relationship. Now, they were planning a wedding, discussing venues and honeymoons - things in which he had absolutely no interest other than being on the periphery.
That’s fine, he thought. They could go ahead and get married, start a family – whatever their plans were there - and he would cheer them on. He, on the other hand, was quite happy with things the way they were in his corner of the world. He had his home, his business, and his dog.
He did everything on his own schedule. He worked when he wanted for as long as he wanted. He didn’t answer to anyone but himself, and if things continued to go his way, he never would. 
He’d spent most of his time during and after college behind a computer screen designing and building programs and applications for various companies around the world. He’d worked his ass off to get noticed, to get the jobs and references he’d needed to succeed. And it hadn’t taken long before he made a name for himself as one of the top and most sought-after computer programmers in his field.
Now, he’d done what he’d dreamed of doing for as long as he could remember. He’d started his own company, and the jobs that he once had to chase until he’d built that name for himself, were now falling in his lap, and in some instances, falling and then having to wait in line to be his next undertaking. 
He was perfectly content with the path that fate was currently leading him down, and he couldn’t imagine life getting much better. He could hole up for hours on end behind his command center and then go for a walk in the woods. He could enjoy the peace and quiet of his little piece of heaven as he downed a cold one by his firepit, or he could drive down the mountain into town and warm a seat at Logan’s bar while he listened to the town folk and got the scoop on all the latest.
Quite simply, he could do whatever the hell he wanted, when he wanted, without having to answer to anyone for his decisions.
When the mood struck him, there was usually a woman ready and willing to share her bed – her bed, not his. He always went to them so that he didn’t have to deal with the awkwardness of the morning after, using the excuse of his long drive up the mountain to leave as quickly as possible after each encounter.
He never brought anyone home. Never. There was too much of a chance they might want to stay and he didn't want the invasion of his privacy.
As those thoughts floated through his head, a shiver crawled its way through his tall, muscular frame, and a feeling of unease made him look out over the quickly encroaching evening shadows. Though he didn’t see anything to be concerned about, he felt that something was off. Suddenly, something just wasn’t right.
Knowing that all manner of predators could lurk unseen in the mountains, he quickly whistled for the dog and got them both inside, safe and secure for the night ahead.
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Charlotte had absolutely no idea where she was. Well, she thought, that’s not entirely true. She knew she was in Colorado, and she knew she was in the mountains. That was something, she supposed.
Though it was only her fourth day of driving, she felt as if she’d been stuck in the car for weeks on end. The last hour of winding through the mountains had tested her patience, her sanity, and her driving abilities.
When the snow had started falling, she’d thought it enchanting and ethereal, but as it had fallen, it had gotten thicker, heavier, and had begun to fall more rapidly than she’d ever seen snow come down. And that, she thought, was saying something as she'd grown up in the often snowy landscape of New England. She'd never had to drive herself in the snow before, almost always depending on the family chauffeur to get her where she was going. She was thankful now that she’d chosen a 4 x 4 from the rental company, but even with the extra traction engaged, she’d quickly begun to slip and slide.
The roads had swiftly become treacherous and now that night had arrived, they’d become even more hazardous. Even slowing to a crawl as she climbed the steep incline, she knew, one wrong move could be deadly.
She’d left her family’s estate in northern Vermont with one thing and one thing only on her mind. Escape.
She’d had to get away. Away from her family, away from her responsibilities – away from a life she didn’t want and could no longer bear to be a part of. To an outsider, it might seem as if she lived a charmed life, that she had it made, but to her, the world in which she was born was nothing more than a prison.
Yes, she’d been born with a silver spoon in her mouth, but as she’d grown up she’d quickly discovered just how tarnished that spoon had become. Now, unless she did as her family demanded, that spoon and every other item her family owned would be sold off, piece by piece.
If she didn’t agree to their demands, they’d face financial ruin, lose everything, and her family would be ostracized from the snotty, upper-class society to which they belonged. These things had been constantly drilled in her head for the past few months and she could no longer take the unbearable pressure she’d been put under by her parents to be the solution to all their financial problems.
She couldn’t, wouldn't comply with their wishes and mandates. She'd never cared about the money and had never cared about social standing. All she'd ever wanted was to live in peace on her own terms and without the constant demands of her family and the constraints of upper-class society. Needing time to think and to simply fall off the face of the earth for a while, she’d withdrawn all the cash from her accounts that she could possibly get her hands on, packed a bag with the barest minimum she needed, rented a car, and left that world behind.
She’d snuck out in the middle of the night with no particular destination in mind. She’d known that she’d wanted to go west, and she didn’t want to make it easy to be found. When she’d hit I-90, she’d cranked her music and settled in for whatever came her way.
Somewhere outside Albany, New York, she’d bought a burner phone and thrown her personal cell phone in a garbage bin at the entrance to the store. Then she picked up I-84 and slowly began to work her way south and west until she finally reached I-70 in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. She'd further covered her tracks by changing out her first rental for the small SUV she now drove, and then she’d gotten back on the road and taken I-70 as a direct shot straight into Grand Junction, Colorado.
It had been a wonderful adventure, so far. She stayed in what her family would have termed “sleezy” motels and ate at mom-and-pop diners. She cringed as she got close to big cities and the traffic increased in volume and speed. Then she celebrated her successful maneuvering as she came out the other side and saw wide-open spaces once again. She marveled at the vastness of the plains and was awe-struck as she gawked at the snow-topped mountains on the distant horizon.
She’d never known just how much of the country she’d missed out on by always flying from destination to destination. She was still uncertain why Colorado had called to her, but it had. And for some reason, she just knew it was going to be the place where she could get lost and stay lost for a very long time.
Well, she thought as she squinted out the windshield and tried to make out her surroundings, she hadn’t intended to literally get lost - just to be where her family couldn’t locate her. Whatever. So far, it was working.
Her wheels lost traction for the umpteenth time and the back end of the SUV kicked to the side causing her to fishtail and overcorrect as she tried to stay on the road. When the car finally came to a stop, she sat for a moment and caught her breath. Then steeling herself to keep going, she pressed on the accelerator. When the car did nothing but spin its wheels, she groaned and slumped back against the seat in defeat.
She wasn’t certain what to do. Should she call for help? Should she stay with the car and hope someone wanders by? Or, should she walk to see if she could find someone to help her?
She pulled out her new phone and opened a map app. Her location appeared, but she was unable to find anything other than a pinpoint that indicated a business named Payne's Programming Solutions. What were the chances, she wondered, that someone would be in the building this late into the evening? She sat for another moment as she debated and calculated the distance. When it dawned on her that it had been more than an hour since she’d last seen a car, she felt the decision was made for her. 
Gathering some of her things and bundling into her coat, she exited the car, turned on the flashlight app on her phone, and began walking.
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Jax took another pull on his second bottle of beer as he flipped through the satellite channels searching for anything that would hold his interest. When he found a showing of Spaceballs, he grinned and stretched out his long legs, propping his feet on the edge of the sofa. He loved movies from the ‘80s and ‘90s and considered himself a pop culture expert.
He’d just begun to quote Dark Helmet’s line to Lone Starr declaring their non-relationship when a soft knock sounded on his front door. Jax, unsure he actually heard the knock, muted the television and listened intently. When it came again, he looked to where Chewy soundly slept by the fire and shook his head.
“Good job, dog. Good job.”
Grumbling at the interruption and somewhat incredulous that anyone had made the trip up the mountain with the snow coming down so intensely, he flipped on his front porch light and jerked his door open wide. He was fully prepared to give one of his friends all kinds of hell for being out traveling in a snowstorm, but he hadn’t been prepared to open the door and find someone he didn’t know standing there shivering uncontrollably.
And he most certainly hadn’t been prepared to have the woman, clothing encrusted with heavy snow, collapse in his arms. He’d seen her eyes, startled and pleading, begin to roll back in her head as consciousness slowly drained from her body. Instinct and reflexes had him grabbing her before she hit the hard flooring of the porch.
“Well, fuck!” He scooped her limp, lifeless body into his arms and hurried into the house, kicking the door closed behind him and shutting out the bitterly cold winter air. He hurried over to the fireplace and sat with her on the floor. “Fuck, fuck, fuck! Come on, pretty lady. Wake up for me.”
He felt the soft skin of her cheek and, finding it ice cold, knew he had to find some way to get her warm. He pulled her backpack and coat off, setting them aside to dry before slipping off her boots and damp socks. Then he reached for the ever-present flannel blanket on his couch and bundled it around both of them, knowing that his body heat and the heat from the fire would warm her much quicker than the blanket alone.
It didn’t take long for the chills that wracked her body to begin to subside. Once the shivers passed and her breathing evened out, he carried her to the sofa and tucked the blanket tightly around her.
Throughout it all, Chewy sat and watched, ears perked up, curious but unconcerned with the fact that a stranger had just appeared out of thin air. Just how, Jax wondered, did she get here? He hadn’t heard or seen a car, and a quick look out his front door confirmed that he indeed wasn’t losing his sight or his hearing.
He looked over to where her backpack sat and found himself sorely tempted to disregard her privacy and go snooping through her belongings. He resisted though, and with another glance at her sleeping form, turned and went to the kitchen to grab yet another beer.
Hopefully, he thought, she would wake up soon and he’d get some answers. But one hour turned into two and before long he gave up and decided to go to bed. He called for Chewy to join him as the dog normally slept at his feet, but when he did, the fluffy ball of fur got up and padded over to the sofa before lying next to it and looking up at Jax with contented eyes.
“Is that the way of it then? Leaving me for a chick? Yeah, yeah. I get it, big guy. He looked to where she lay, beautiful and radiant even in her exhaustion. I definitely get it.”
He turned off the television, added a couple more logs to the fire, and went to bed, leaving the dog to keep watch over her as she slept within the gentle glow and warmth of the fireplace.
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Charlotte stretched her arms over her head and wiggled her toes, then snuggled back into the plush cushions of the sofa without ever opening her eyes. Waking was and always had been a gradual process for her. She found that no matter how deeply and peacefully she slept, she always wanted just a few more minutes to drift in the luxury of that happy in-between. That sweet spot between sleep and wakefulness was a blissful indulgence she could never seem to resist.
It wasn’t until she felt a pair of eyes staring at her that she felt the need to open her own. When she discovered those eyes were big and brown and came with a cold, sniffing nose and lolling tongue, she jerked fully awake and quickly sat up to take in her surroundings.
She had no idea where she was or how she’d gotten there. She remembered the snowstorm. She remembered deciding to walk to find shelter. But much more than that was a blur. She remembered the bitter cold and the steadily falling snow weighing her down the further she went, trudging through the thick drifts as she climbed higher and higher. After that, she only had vague impressions of coming up to the cabin and the relief she felt upon the door starting to open. The rest was a blank. 
The yip that greeted her startled her once more and she quickly curled into a ball in the corner of the sofa, uncertain of the friendliness of the four-legged beast whose attention had finally pulled her from her slumber. When the mountain of fluff tilted its head to the side and held up its paw, Charlie smiled and held out her hand for the pup to sniff. Immediately the dog’s tail began to happily wag, and her hand was licked in greeting.
“Well, aren’t you just a sweet baby!”
“If you call him sweet, I’ll never be able to train him as an attack dog.”
The deep, gruff voice came from behind her, and she gasped in surprise as she jumped off the couch and turned to see who had made the statement. Her heart thudded in her chest as she looked the man over from head to toe.
Tall and broad of shoulder, his muscular frame filled the doorway he’d just walked through. His dark hair was full and thick on top, fading to a closely shaved buzz cut. A high forehead and strong cheekbones were highlighted by piercing blue eyes that emitted a kindness that instantly put her at ease. A long beard liberally streaked with silver added to the sexy ruggedness of the man before her. 
But it was the smile, kind even in its unfamiliarity, he gave her that made her stomach flitter with butterflies and her dusty libido sit up and take notice.
“Sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you.” He raised a mug of what she assumed was coffee to those fabulous lips and took a sip. “There’s coffee in the kitchen if you want. Other than that, your choices are orange juice, beer, and water.”
“Uh, coffee would be great. Thanks.”
“I'm Jaxon, by the way. You got a name you want to share or am I to keep referring to you as the crazy lady out hiking in a snowstorm?”
“I’m… Charlie. And I wasn’t out hiking in a snowstorm. Well, not exactly. My car got stuck. It was either sit and wait and hope that someone found me or take off walking and hope for the best. It’s on the side of the road about a mile or so from here. Although, I have to tell you it sure seemed much further than a mile when I was walking.”
“A mile in the mountains is quite a bit different than a mile anywhere else. And a mile in the mountains when you’re walking through a snowstorm is another thing entirely. Help yourself to the coffee.” He nodded his head toward the dog. “I’m going to let Chewy out for a quick run and then we’ll see what we can do to get you on your way.”
“Thanks. I appreciate it.”
She watched as he walked out of the room, calling the dog as he went, and after a few moments, she heard the opening and closing of a door. She took a deep breath and tried to assess her situation. She was alive. She was unharmed. She was lucky, so it seemed, to have found someone who could help. Now what? First things first, she thought and went in search of a bathroom. 






  
  Chapter Two


Jax watched as the dog took care of his business and then spent a few minutes rolling and playing in the snow. He'd been awake for the better part of an hour and had already been getting some work done while he'd waited for his unexpected guest to wake. 
He'd also been scanning the weather reports and it appeared they were in for another snowfall that afternoon/early evening. By the time that front moved through they would have almost a foot of accumulation. Exactly what he'd been looking forward to, or it had been until he'd found his world invaded by his unexpected guest.
With that much snow forecasted, he wasn't certain how he was going to get her back on the road. Not that he minded looking at her too much. Beautiful. Stunning really. Her hair, waist-length and golden reminded him of Rapunzel, as it had seemed to go on forever. He was fairly certain that was an illusion created by her small stature, and though he considered her short, there was something graceful about the way she carried herself.
Her face had been the kicker for him though. He wasn't certain he'd ever seen so much beauty wrapped up in a face before. Full, plump lips, high cheekbones, and the cutest button nose. But it had been her eyes that had made him shiver. Icy blue and wide with lashes that were so long they brushed her cheeks when she blinked. And the bit that made him drool – no discernable face enhancements. He hadn't seen any trace of makeup across her smooth skin.
The outer package definitely offered a one-two punch that had him catching his breath.
There was something about her that worried him, though. And while he wasn't certain exactly why he felt this way, he couldn't help but think she was hiding something. Hiding and running. It was written in those glacial eyes. Even though his first inclination was to send her on her way, his instincts were telling him to keep her close and protect her at all costs. And didn't that thought just make flutters of panic skitter through his stomach?
Well, he thought as he called to the dog, before he decided whether to listen to those instincts or not, he needed to find out just exactly what story she was selling.
By the time he returned, she'd gotten coffee and had jumped up on a backless stool and made herself at home at the marble-topped island in his kitchen. He glanced in her direction as he hung up his coat and grabbed a towel to rub down the dog. When he'd dried the fur as much as he could, he quickly mopped up the wet and snow they'd tracked into the mudroom and walked into the kitchen to join her.
He refilled his cup then leaned back against his counter, crossed his long legs in front of him, and stared across to where she sat. When she didn't immediately begin telling him how she came to be on his mountain, he realized he was going to have to dig the story out of her.
"So, what is it that you do, Charlie, that makes you feel the need to get away from it all in the middle of a snowstorm?"
"What makes you think that I needed to get away?"
"Well, you're obviously not from this area – I'd know you if you were and there's that New England accent that you cannot hide. Are you just passing through? Visiting friends? Family?"
She grimaced and he knew he'd hit on something. "No. No friends or family. It's beautiful here though, so I'm thinking I might stay for a bit and see how I like it."
"Oh, the mountains are definitely beautiful."
"Can you tell me something?"
"What's that?" Jax questioned.
"Where exactly am I?"
Jax threw his head back as he laughed, full and robust, and she grinned up at him sheepishly.
"That's kind of what I thought. You're not too far, as the crow flies, from Ouray. It's a small town, but it's the closest. Where were you headed?"
"I really didn't have a particular destination in mind. I just wanted to go somewhere in the mountains. How small is this town?"
"Very. It can be a bit touristy in the summer months, but for the most part, everybody knows everybody, or if you don't know them, you know someone who does. Maybe it's a bit cliche, but Ouray may very well be the epitome of small-town USA."
"That sounds just about perfect, actually."
"I suppose. For me? It's just home."
"Well, if you can help me dig out my car and point me in the right direction, I'll get out of your way and go check it out."
"Yeah, that may be easier said than done. I can get you to your car and even dig you out, but if you got stuck last night, I'm going to assume you're not going to be able to handle the extra snow that came down after your arrival. There's about seven inches out there right now, which is about three more than what you hiked up here in. Do you have snow chains?"
"Snow chains?"
"Yes, snow chains. For your tires."
"Umm…"
"Oh, boy. Well, I'm going to assume that if you don't know what they are then you don't have them."
"I'm not certain. I'm in a rental."
"If you got the rental around here then they probably have some in the truck."
"I, uh, didn't get it here." She hesitated, obviously not willing to divulge just where she'd gotten the car, and Jax added her hesitation to a growing list of items that made him feel certain she was on the run.
"Where?"
"I got it just outside of Pittsburgh." Jax rubbed his hand over his face in dismay, a thousand questions blooming in his mind as to who the woman before him was and what was making her
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