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      “One of the best family romance series around! Carrie Ann Ryan brings the heat, emotions, and love in each story!”  ~ NYT Bestselling Author Corinne Michaels

      “Count on Carrie Ann Ryan for emotional, sexy, character driven stories that capture your heart!” – Carly Phillips, NY Times bestselling author

      “Carrie Ann Ryan’s romances are my newest addiction! The emotion in her books captures me from the very beginning. The hope and healing hold me close until the end. These love stories will simply sweep you away.” ~ NYT Bestselling Author Deveny Perry

      "Carrie Ann Ryan writes the perfect balance of sweet and heat ensuring every story feeds the soul."  - Audrey Carlan, #1 New York Times Bestselling Author

      “Carrie Ann Ryan never fails to draw readers in with passion, raw sensuality, and characters that pop off the page.  Any book by Carrie Ann is an absolute treat.” – New York Times Bestselling Author J. Kenner

      “Carrie Ann Ryan knows how to pull your heartstrings and make your pulse pound! Her wonderful Redwood Pack series will draw you in and keep you reading long into the night. I can’t wait to see what comes next with the new generation, the Talons. Keep them coming, Carrie Ann!” –Lara Adrian, New York Times bestselling author of CRAVE THE NIGHT

      "With snarky humor, sizzling love scenes, and brilliant, imaginative worldbuilding, The Dante's Circle series reads as if Carrie Ann Ryan peeked at my personal wish list!" – NYT Bestselling Author, Larissa Ione

      "Carrie Ann Ryan writes sexy shifters in a world full of passionate happily-ever-afters." – New York Times Bestselling Author Vivian Arend

      “Carrie Ann’s books are sexy with characters you can’t help but love from page one. They are heat and heart blended to perfection.” New York Times Bestselling Author Jayne Rylon

      Carrie Ann Ryan's books are wickedly funny and deliciously hot, with plenty of twists to keep you guessing. They'll keep you up all night!” USA Today Bestselling Author Cari Quinn

      "Once again, Carrie Ann Ryan knocks the Dante's Circle series out of the park. The queen of hot, sexy, enthralling paranormal romance, Carrie Ann is an author not to miss!" New York Times bestselling Author Marie Harte

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AN ALPHA'S PATH

          

        

      

    

    
      Melanie Cross knew nothing of the world beyond her books and thought that was all she needed. When she finds herself on a blind date with a shifter who says she’s his mate, she finds out otherwise.

      Kade Jamenson knows one day he will be the Alpha of the Redwood Pack but first, he must find his mate. Somehow fate has put her in his path in the most unlikely of ways, but when another tries to block them before they can complete the mating bond, he’ll stop at nothing to keep Melanie safe.

      As temptation burns bright, two of them must overcome what they thought were differences and fight for something more than a mere night: fate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      The thundering in Melanie Cross’s ears increased as her breath became shallow, annoying her to no end. Palms sweaty, she bit her lip and nervously tapped her foot, taking in her surroundings and trying not to pass out. The lobby looked like a palace with tall, cream-colored pillars and chocolate molding. The numerous pillars surrounded the opulent sitting area making her feel a bit small. Gorgeous light fixtures with tear drop crystals hung from the walls and the ceiling giving the room a soft glow. She figured they were meant to be warm and inviting. But she didn’t want to feel invited. She wanted to leave. Run away and never look back.

      What was she thinking? Melanie was a smart, hardworking person. A freshly printed PhD in Nuclear Chemistry and a painstakingly long, nine-hundred page, leather-bound thesis sat on her desk, proved she didn’t back down from things that were hard. She could accomplish anything she set her mind to on her own. Her ideas were acclaimed and her work was referenced numerous times in tens of papers. More would be sure to come. Any job her heart desired was now hers for the asking. Because of this she was about to bypass the normal post-doc route of working underneath yet another professor. Now she would be an Associate Professor with her own research group at an Ivy League University.

      All of that hard work and yet here she was, alone in a scary place that she sure as hell didn’t fit in.

      She gained a few close friends over the years,and even though she didn’t have an overly active social life—okay she didn’t have one to speak of—she thought her life was just peachy.

      Yet her friends thought with all of the accomplishments in her educational career she was still uptight. Some even said she was missing her ideal husband. But her closest friend Larissa decided she just needed to get laid.

      Mel thought back to when her best friend first told her this crazy idea.

      
      “Really Melanie, when was the last time you got laid? First year? Even earlier? It’s ridiculous. You are practically a born-again virgin.” Larissa laughed softly at her own joke before sliding a business card across her newly cleared lab bench.

      “What’s this?” A name printed on the card, Jamenson Services, stared back at her. “You’re sending me to a gigolo?” She gasped and tried to throw the card away before Larissa quickly swiped it from her hands.

      “No. The Jamensons are contractors. The man who owns it is an acquaintance of mine.” Melanie wasn’t sure but she thought Larissa wanted to say more about that, but seemed to hold it back. “He built the new green house at my parent’s place. Come on, you need a date and so does he. He’s been looking to date more and I think you two would really hit it off. It’s only for one evening and sex isn’t required. But honestly, the way those Jamenson boys are built, you’ll be dropping your panties at his command.” Larissa lifted one eyebrow and laughed again.

      “Oh I don’t think so. I’m not that desperate. It’s just that I’ve been so focused on my work that I didn’t have time to date a man, let alone look for one.” Melanie knew she could’ve just looked across the lab bench for the last five years to find a date. But really Timmy wasn’t at all that worth to look at. Not that she only valued looks, but she just didn’t see Timmy that way.

      “Honey, you are too rigid. You need one night off before you skip ahead to the next part of your life. Call the number on the card and talk to Jasper. He’s the brother of the guy I think would be perfect for you. If you feel too scared about doing that, I’ll call for you. I promise it won’t be scary. Okay? Just be happy.” She laughed, pushing the card in Melanie’s hand.

      
      Somewhere deep down Melanie knew Larissa was right. Melanie didn’t throw the card away. She couldn’t. Now six weeks later, she found herself sitting in the Hilton Resort in Seattle, about to vomit on the new black Fuck-Me pumps Larissa forced her to wear.

      “Miss? Are you okay?”

      At the sound of a deep voice, her head shot up to look at a very handsome man. Dark skinned, with piercing eyes, he surveyed her.

      Oh my, is this her date?

      “Oh I’m fine. Just getting the nerve to walk into the bar, to get even more nerve to wait for my date.” She winced at how fast and squeaky she spoke but really—why was she even here?

      “I’m the manager, Lance Morse, let me walk you to the bar, and get you a shot of that nerve.” He winked and she smiled him.

      Melanie took a deep breath. “Okay.” Wow. Surely, anyone could tell she was Dr. Melanie Cross, rather than the dumb blonde she seemed to be portraying. Or not.

      He took her arm and guided her away from where she’d sat for twenty minutes regretting her decisions. Lance walked her toward the bar while talking about the various hotel and resort amenities and events. She nodded while he spoke, as she felt the bar beckon her.

      “Here we are. Thank you again for coming. If you need anything, feel no hesitation in asking one of my employees to assist you or ask for me by name. Enjoy your evening, Melanie Cross.”

      He gave her a weird look she couldn’t quite decipher but she smiled anyway. Then his words registered and she stopped breathing for a moment. “How…”

      “Your friend, Larissa, texted me earlier to be on the lookout for a small, shy blonde by the name of Melanie Cross and you seemed to fit the description. I took a gamble.” He smiled.

      Before she could respond, he winked again and walked out of the bar leaving her alone.

      As she sat down, a Bay Breeze magically appeared in front of her and the bartender winked at her as he walked away. Did all men at this hotel wink? Her phone buzzed as she was just about to get freaked out.

      Melanie babe, please relax. Your date should be there soon. Take a nice drink of that concoction and enjoy your evening. Oh and get laid if that’s what you want to do. Stop thinking so hard.

      Melanie laughed. Larissa possessed a one-track mind. She took a drink when her phone buzzed again.

      Just remember to keep an open mind. He really is quite sweet and won’t bite. Well, only occasionally. And only if you want him to.

      What the hell?
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        * * *

      

      Kade Jamenson stepped into the lobby and was immediately assaulted by the delicate honey vanilla scent wafting throughout the room. His muscles clenched and he balled his fists, gaining control.

      Mate?

      He tried to tone down his edginess, but it felt as though his wolf was trying to claw his way out from the inside.

      He spoke to the wolf inside his head, “It surely smells like a possibility. But we’re here for a date with a human. I’m not so callous as to stand up a perfectly reasonable
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