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Maddox 

(17 Years old)

“What the hell is this?” my Papa roared as he burst through my bedroom door.

I looked up from where I was sitting at my desk working on my latest assignment for school.

“What?” I asked, not sure what I’d done this time.

“This,” Papa roared again as he shook a piece of paper in front of my face. His eyes were bulging, and his face was red. I wondered if he was about to burst.

I shook my head. “Papa, I don’t know what that is.”

Papa slammed the paper down on the desk in front of me. I gasped when I glanced down and saw that it was an acceptance letter for trade school. I’d applied for the universities that Papa had insisted on, but I knew that my grades were never going to be good enough to be accepted. Not that I wanted to be a doctor or lawyer. I wanted to be a carpenter. I wanted to work with my hands. I loved to build things. 

Papa said it was nothing more than a hobby, but to me, it was the reason I had sanity. Living in a house with an abusive father and mother that was so meek and broken that she couldn’t find it in herself to stand up for her only child, was hell. I needed something that allowed me to hide away from the ranting lectures or worse the punches.

“Papa,” I started. But what could I say? I’d deliberately gone against him. I knew when I applied that he would be furious if he found out. Naively I thought I might have been able to hide the letter from him. I should’ve known better. Nothing came into this house without my Papa’s knowledge.

Papa folded his arms across his chest and glared at me. “What the hell is that Maddox? Why are you receiving an acceptance letter from a trade school?” he spat with disgust threaded through his voice.

I sucked in a deep breath. My heart was pounding hard against my ribs. My legs desperately wanted to get up and run. I was terrified of this man. He was an alpha and I was born as a mere omega. In my father’s mind, I owed him. I was a disappointment. I owed him for what he had lost when my Mama’s family turned their back on her and him. And it was all because of me.

“I want to be a carpenter,” I mumbled, I couldn’t lift my eyes to look at Papa’s face. I knew that it would be filled with disgust. I felt myself wanting desperately to revert in age. Papa didn’t know it. It was my best kept secret. The one that I made sure to keep hidden from everyone. But when life got too hard or the beatings were more than I could take, I would hold my stuffy that I’d had since I was a baby, and suck on the pacifier that I’d bought secretly.

Papa snorted and laughed, but there was no humor in that sound. It was absolute hatred.

“A carpenter? That’s what you want to be is it?” he sneered.

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded my head.

“Well, isn’t that lovely? I go to work every day and work my fingers to the bone to make sure we can have the money that your Mama was accustomed to. You lost that money for me, the way you paraded yourself in front of that man. Now you refuse to do as I expect and earn the money I request of you, to pay me back for what you took,” Papa spat.

I flicked my eyes up to his and saw that the vein in his forehead was pulsing. I wondered if this might be my last day on earth. Had I pushed him too far? I just wasn’t sure.

Papa shook his head and curled his top lip. “So, why haven’t you received any other acceptance letters?”

“I. My grades. They aren’t good enough to get into those courses Papa,” I said quietly.

Papa hummed in his throat. “So, why spend all this money on the best schools if you can’t even do well enough to be something?”

I frowned and sighed deeply. “Papa I can do something with my life. A carpenter is a great job. I can make a lot of money doing it.”

Papa’s lip curled further, and his hands curled into fists. He lifted one fist and slammed it into the desk in front of me, sending a crack through the center. “No son of mine will be some filthy tradie. I won’t tolerate it. Our name is better than that. I raised you to be better than that. You drop this nonsensical idea and apply yourself. I’ve thrown enough money at you. I expect you to do better.”

“Papa I can’t do any better. I can’t make the universities take me if they don’t want me. What do you expect me to do?” I argued.

No sooner had the words left my mouth than I knew that I’d fucked up. No one was allowed to argue with Joseph Chan. No one. With a lunge that beguiled his age, Papa grabbed me by the front of my shirt and lifted me clean out of my seat. My eyes widened and my mouth opened and closed as I tried to find a way to de-escalate the situation.

“Get the fuck out of my house,” he snarled in my face. His arms shook under the weight it took to control himself. 

I nodded my head. Tears burned at the back of my eyes as I licked over my bottom lip.

“I will,” I promised.

Papa dropped me unceremoniously onto the floor. Without a second thought, I turned to where I’d left my backpack and started to throw a handful of clean clothes into the bag, before running out of my bedroom.

Mama stood at the front door. Her hands over her mouth as she watched me with wide eyes. I hesitated slightly in front of her. I didn’t know what I was waiting for. Maybe I was hoping that this would be the time she would finally stand up to Papa. But instead, she closed her eyes and turned her back.

With a sigh, I took off out the door and never looked back. I would be a carpenter; I would find a way. At least with trade school, it was cheaper. I didn’t know where to go. I had no idea what to do. I was terrified and an omega out on the streets at night. That was never an ideal situation.

After running for what felt like hours I finally flopped down into the gutter and tucked my bag into my lap. Tears fell over my cheeks as the sobs I’d been holding back finally surfaced and fell from my lips. I was officially homeless. I knew that Papa meant what he said. I was not going to be allowed back. There was no calming down and talking things out. Once Papa made a decision that was it.

“Maddox?” A voice called from behind me. I turned to see my woodwork teacher coming down the driveway of the house I’d collapsed in front of.

“Sorry Mr. Beard, I’ll go,” I said as I stood.

Mr. Beard shook his head and walked towards me. “No son, it’s alright. Why don’t you come inside and talk to me? Something obviously has you very upset.”

I looked up and down the street. I wasn’t sure that this was the right decision. But what other option did I have? It was either keep walking on the street or trust this human. I mean he was my teacher. Surely, he couldn’t be that bad.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Maddox 

(Present time)

As it turned out going into Mr. Beard’s house was the best decision I ever made. He became more than a teacher to me, but a parent. He and his wife, Tom, and Margaret. I was made feel completely welcomed. I’d sat at their kitchen table and poured out my entire soul. I told them all about Papa’s abuse and anger. They listened to everything I had to say. There was not an ounce of judgment in them.

Tom had given my Papa a phone call. My Papa had laughed at Tom and wished him good luck, but I was no longer their son. Papa didn’t care what happened to me. My heart was destroyed. Tom and Margaret quickly became my parents. They celebrated my wins and sat with me on my heartbreaks.

And they even encouraged me to go to trade school. I became a carpenter at the top of the class. Tom and Margaret along with their adult children, Alexander and Allison all came to my graduation. They took photos of me and celebrated with me. It was a bitter-sweet day, but a day I would do over and over for the memories that it created. My portrait still sits proudly on their wall along with Alexander and Allison’s photos.

They were the best thing to ever happen to me. They were my family. When I decided to set up my own business, Tom had helped me work through all the financial things I would need. He helped me to apply for the loan that I needed to buy my own workshop and machines. He had my back every step of the way. 

The day my workshop was ready and open, Tom and Margaret were my very first customers. Margaret wanted a new bedroom suite. The look on their faces when they saw what I created them. Margaret had burst into tears. At first, I thought maybe she didn’t like it, but she told me the tears were happy tears. As far as I’m aware they still have that same bedroom suite to this day.

Everyone that Tom and Margaret spoke to they told them about their son who was a carpenter. Soon, I had more work than I could even fathom. It was like a snowball effect. My work was seen by others and people started to want to hire me for all kinds of jobs, from building houses to creating baby cribs. 

I was only operating for a year when I had to employ more staff. Something I had never imagined. But once again Tom was able to help me to learn everything I needed. All the things that my father should have done. 

Instead, my Papa didn’t make a peep. I never saw or heard from him or Mama again. For the first few years, that silence hurt. But with every year that passed with not hearing from them the easier it became. To the point that now I barely even think of them. I didn’t care what happened to them. 

If they came looking for me now, they would see a man who was incredibly successful and turned a hobby into a profitable business that had me living in a very expensive house and brand-new cars every year. I was everything my Papa had wanted, but I didn’t do it the way he wanted.

I was sitting in the office going over the paperwork. I’d just received two new permits for houses that we were preparing to build over the next few months. It was going to be a good few months and I knew that my crew was going to be happy for the work.

The door to the workshop buzzed and I stood to go out to the reception area. I grinned when I saw Anghus, the president of the Devil’s Advocates coming in through the door.

“Anghus, good to see you, man,” I said with a broad smile.

“Good to see you too,” he replied, sticking his hand out to shake mine. “I’ve come to ask if you’ve got room to do a build for the Devil’s?”

“That depends on how fast you need the job done. I’ve got a couple of builds coming up, so my crews are going to be pretty booked out.”

Anghus shook his head and waved his hand. “It won’t be ready to start for a few months yet. I’ve got to get the sign-off from the council and the architect to finish drawing up the plans.”

I nodded my head. I’d done a lot of work on the Devil’s Advocates compounds. They did amazing work in Lalbert. They seemed to be growing by the day. They now had two compounds that operated, but I’d heard talk that they were planning to move over to the second and use the other compound to rent out for single omegas. The work they did with omegas was amazing.

‘So, what are you thinking?” I asked.

“A school building. With this war coming, I want all the supernatural kids to be well versed in their powers,” Anghus replied.

I frowned. I’d heard the murmurs of a war against Ettore, the Nephilim. But I wasn’t sure if it was just conspiracy.

“The war is real?” I questioned.

Anghus nodded. “Yep. I wish it wasn’t, but fuck man, Ettore is evil. I don’t know all the details, but he is planning on raising up an army of demons.”

My eyes widened and I gasped. “Demons?”

Anghus nodded again and scrubbed his hand down over his beard. “Yeah. I fucking hate it. But it’s not something I think we can avoid. So, I want to arm the kids as best we can.”

“Yeah, I get that. Shit. Alright, well when you have the plans, bring them in. You know that I’ll do it for you.”

Anghus grinned and tapped his knuckles on the reception table that stood between us. “That’s great. Thanks, man. I’ll see you soon.”

I smiled and lifted my hand in a wave as I watched the giant gargoyle turn and leave the workshop. I huffed out a breath and rubbed my hands up over my face. A damned war. Like this world needed anymore. And an army of demons. That was fucking terrifying.
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Nash

“Alright guys listen up,” Kade said as he came in through the door to the shifter room. We’d all been working hard finding the missing kids that were now considered cold cases. The more we looked at them the more we realized that many of the cases had Ettore written all over them.

“Scout and Kaki have got a hit on the missing girl April O’Neal. She was taken in 1997. April is a witch omega, taken on her way home from school when she was thirteen years old. Scout was able to track her down to a breeding facility, from our research we’ve discovered that they currently have five omegas in the house. It is in Winchester, so the next town over, but I want to send you guys, as you have experience with the breeding facility raids.”

“What do we know about the facility?” Memphis asked.

“Other than the fact that there are five omegas, April being the eldest. The others we believe are possibly her children. They range from the age of five to fifteen. Until we get April back here, we won’t know anything about other children that she produced. Scout was able to tell us that the fifteen-year-old appears to be pregnant.”

“Is it an Ettore facility?” Bacchus questioned.

Kade shook his head. “No, but the owners are involved with Morpheus. So, although it isn’t being run by Ettore, it is associated. The owners are Leanne and Rachel Meyer. Two sisters. Witches. There aren’t any arrests on their records and from the research, Onyx Rebels did we were able to find out that Leanne and Rachel grew up in a cult of witches. Basically, they despise men and boys. They believe that women are the ruling gender and don’t need men. I suspect that any boys that were born into the facility were either sent to fight with Morpheus or killed.”

I winced at the very idea. I hated it. “When do we go in?”

Kade looked down at his watch. “We will leave in two hours. Scout and Kaki have eyes on the house. The place is currently warded; however, Merza has been able to see the wards, she will break them just before we enter. We don’t want the women to have any idea what is about to descend on them.”

“So, do you want us to go in shifted?” Coltrane asked.

Kade hummed in his throat and twisted his lips in thought. “Yeah, that might be a good idea. Let’s have half of you shifted and the other half in human form. The house is covered by woods, so it will be easier to track the sisters if they manage to escape.”

“Are we teaming up with anyone else?” Memphis asked.

Kade nodded his head. “The Onyx Rebels will be there, and I’ve organized a team of witches from Winchester to meet us there also. From what Scout has told us the wards aren’t strong, so they don’t expect that the witches are very powerful. However, I don’t want to underestimate them, just in case.”

We all nodded our heads as Kade pulled up a map of the property and started to plot where each of us would enter. I was one of the shifted members, along with Pax and Coltrane. While Memphis, Bacchus, and Raiden would go in as humans. From the Onyx Rebels, Scout and Nova would be shifted and keep eyes from the sky, Scout being a raven shifter and Nova an owl shifter.

Bandit and Butler two humans would enter with Memphis, Bacchus, and Raiden. While Merza and Kaki along with the witch team from Winchester would take control of the wards. I always felt a little uncertain whenever we did a raid. As much as we could plan our point of attack, not all bases were covered. There was always a chance that things could go wrong. 

By the time we were ready to leave, everyone wore the same look we had whenever we did a raid. The look of unadulterated anger. We hated crimes against children. I despised it. The rest of the team were all fathers, they felt it even stronger than I did. But I was a Daddy. I still felt that anger.

The drive out to Winchester was done in silence. Merza had gone over earlier to meet with the witch unit and make sure the wards were as we suspected. We hadn’t heard anything more from them, so could only assume that everything was going as planned.

We pulled up on the outskirts of the forest and climbed out of the vans. Merza and the witches were standing in the tree line waiting for us.

“The wards will be easy to break,” Merza said. “I can sense the power of two witches inside, but they aren’t strong.”

Kade nodded his head. “Right, those who are shifting, get shifted and head through the forest towards the house. Merza and the witch team, circle the edge of the wards and start breaking them, as soon as you give the signal, me, Memphis, Bacchus, Raiden, and the witch team will go in with Bandit and Butler.”

Everyone made a noise of affirmation. I stripped out of my clothes and focused on the shape of my alter. My bones, muscles, and tendons moved and started to click into place. I felt my large antlers start to grow from my head. The world around me became sharper, sounds were clearer. I looked around the forest and saw that Coltrane and Pax were shifted beside me.

“Alright, ready?” Coltrane asked through the link.

“Let’s go,” I replied.

“Yep, let’s do this,” Pax said.

We each headed into the forest quietly. To anyone walking through the woods, they might think it strange to see a rhinoceros, moose, and snow leopard, but most people were well used to seeing shifted animals in the woods that didn’t necessarily belong.

As we rounded the house, we stayed hidden amongst the foliage. I watched in silence as the witches slowly approached. What appeared to be like a heat wave rippled in front of us and suddenly Kade’s voice sounded through the connection.

“Now,” he spoke.

Shifters, witches, and Onyx Rebels descended on the house. I watched the front doors, while Pax was at the back door. Coltrane was watching one side, while Nova and Scout observed from the sky on the other side.

A scream sounded from inside the house. “Two arrested,” Kade said through the connection. “Five children located and safe.”

“Shit that was quick,” Coltrane chuckled.

It sure was. This had to be one of the easier raids we had done. I watched as two cars rolled up a long dirt road and stop in front of the house. Kade walked outside with one woman cuffed in silver. Her white hair was wild, and her eyes were pure hatred as he placed her in the back of one car. Memphis escorted the other woman out who looked equally livid and placed her in the other car.

“Alright, pack it up, we are bringing the medics to look over the kids before taking them back to the precinct,” Kade said through the connection.

I nodded my head and turned to walk out of the forest before shifting back to my human form and getting dressed again. Just as I reached the van, I saw the medic vans arriving. I sent out a small prayer to the universe that the kids would be alright. It was the same prayer I said for every child, that we rescued from one of these hell holes.
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Maddox

I was so busy that I had completely forgotten about the school Anghus wanted to build on the Devil’s Advocates compound. It had been a hell of a few months. My two jobs turned into four and I had to double my staff. It was great for my bank account but hell for my blood pressure.

“Maddox,” Anghus said with a grin. He had a little girl on his shoulders as he ducked through the workshop door.

“Anghus, and the ever-beautiful Miss McKenna. What can I do for the two of you today?” I asked.

Anghus grinned and placed a rolled-up plan on the reception desk. “The architect finalized the plans for the school building.”

I nodded and unrolled the plans. It was standard. Basically, it was going to be a building consisting of three rooms, a couple of offices, and a bathroom complex.
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