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      His wolf refuses to choose and now his mates might have to watch him fall.

       As Omega, Brandon’s role is to feel and heal every emotion within the Pack and yet the one thing he cannot do is feel his mates.

      Parker has searched the world for ways to protect his people from humans who want to destroy them, but as soon as he returns home, he finds his answers far closer than he thought.

      Avery is the daughter of their enemy, but the goddess gifts her with the power of the future. Now she must find a way to protect the men she loves and the Packs that have risked everything for her.

      The war for the future of all shifters is coming to an explosive end and the new triad is all that stands in the enemy’s way.
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        Before

      

      

      Parker Jamenson woke with a start as someone knocked on the door to the small cabin he’d been staying in for the duration of his visit to this particular European Pack. Using his wolf’s senses, he inhaled deeply, noting that the person on the other side of the door was one of the younger wolves that had shown him around when he’d first gotten there. He hadn’t met most of the Pack, as the people of the den hadn’t been too keen on his presence. He’d only just fallen asleep in the armchair fully clothed, exhausted from the trip.

      He’d already spoken to the Alpha about coming together with the Redwoods in times of war, but the damn man hadn’t been too eager to reveal his existence to the world. All Alphas were required to meet with Parker as the Voice of the Wolves because he was goddess-touched, but that didn’t mean they had to listen. Hell, most of them would rather bury their heads in the sand and ignore what was going on around them. And while his own Pack might be older than most in the United States, the European Packs were ancient and set in their ways. No one wanted to deal with the fact that the humans were aware of the shifters’ existence, but Parker knew that soon, no one would have a choice.

      He opened the door after a moment and nodded at the young woman on the other side. “Tatiana.”

      She smiled coyly at him before licking her lips. He could scent her wolf brushing up against her skin, wanting touch, but Parker wasn’t interested. He just wanted to get this meeting with the elders over with and head back home. Her long, honey-colored hair had been in a braid when he’d first met her, but now it looked as if she’d brushed it out over her shoulders and back so it cascaded over her curves. She’d also put on a long, white, flowing dress instead of the tan one she’d worn when he’d shown up.

      And though she looked to be his same age and her power felt even younger, she dressed as if she were some maiden from a bygone era on the hunt for a knight.

      Parker would not be that knight—no matter how much those eyes of hers flashed yearning.

      “Parker,” she breathed. “I’m to take you to the elder circle for your last meeting before you go.” A pause. “It’s a shame we didn’t have more time to get to know one another while you were here. I understand you leave in the morning, but perhaps the meeting won’t take long, and I can show you more of the grounds. I’m sure your wolf could use some exercise.” She smiled. “And though it’s not a full moon, there’s just enough moonlight for the run to be…thrilling.”

      He held back a chuckle that wanted to spill out since that would have been rude. She wasn’t hiding anything she wanted, and while he might have appreciated that on another day, he just wanted to go home. Besides, his wolf wasn’t interested in the woman in front of him, and while that might not matter for a quick night of heat, he didn’t have it in him to ignore his wolf tonight. Maybe I’m getting older, and in need of a mate, he thought. Or maybe he was just tired and missed his family. Either way, Tatiana wasn’t for him.

      “I’m afraid I will have to get ready to head out after the elder circle.” He held back a frown at the crestfallen look on her face. They hadn’t said more than a few words before this, and though he was a new wolf to her, he wasn’t the only healthy adult male wolf around.

      “I understand,” she said softly. “Follow me, then.” She turned without another word, but he didn’t miss the extra sway to her hips—an invitation if he were to change his mind.

      Keeping his thoughts to himself so he wouldn’t inadvertently hurt her again if he were to change his mind—which he wouldn’t—he followed her through the winding, dirt paths of the den toward the oldest part at the edge of the center. It made sense that this was where the elders chose to live—just slightly outside the most used part of the den for privacy but not near the edge in case of an attack. As elders, they were to not only be respected but also protected.

      Tatiana left Parker with a nod, and he bent to walk under a low-lying branch so he could make it to the elder’s circle. Encircling the firepit were seven older wolves of various sizes—three women and four men. At his entry, they all looked up as a unit and stared at him.

      If he hadn’t seen his own elders do this before, he would have been creeped out. Elder wolves were those who had either lost their mates long ago or had never been mated, so they didn’t have a connection to the new world or the Pack except through their bonds to the Alpha and those in the hierarchy. After living for centuries, some wolves could no longer deal with the drastic changes of society and chose to cloister themselves. Many of the wolves held immense power on their own because of their age and used that strength to protect the Pack in any way they could.

      Parker looked back at the elders respectfully. Though each of the wolves had at least two centuries on him, none of them looked a day over thirty-five. Wolf genetics never ceased to amaze him and he’d been born a wolf.

      “Parker Jamenson, of the Redwoods,” the woman closest to him said after a moment. “Welcome. I am Aurora. We’re pleased you were able to take the time to meet with us before you head out on your journey home.”

      Parker bowed his head in deference. “I will always meet with my elders, Aurora. To ignore those who have lived the past is to ignore what the future may bring.”

      She smiled softly at his words and gestured for him to sit down before introducing him to the others. He kept their names in the back of his mind, but he knew that it was Aurora who led here, and she would be the one to speak.

      “We’ve asked you to join us because we believe we have something that once belonged to your people. Your line.”

      Parker’s eyes widened. “The Redwoods?” How did something of theirs find its way here?

      “Not that line.” Aurora’s eyes went gold, her wolf rising to the surface. “The line of the first hunter. You are the son of the son of the son of the line of the first hunter, are you not?”

      Parker froze. Not many people knew that his family came from that line. In fact, he’d only recently learned that his ancestor was the first human to be made into a wolf by the moon goddess as a punishment for what the man had done to defenseless prey. She’d forced the man to become the thing he killed for sport, compelled him to share a soul with that of a wolf. From there, new wolves were made, and shifters were born.

      His uncle, Logan, had dealt with horrible side effects from that past, but other than his strength, Parker hadn’t really thought about what that meant. Logan had been far too aggressive even at a young age, and it had taken him years to learn how to fully control his wolf. He, like Parker, had also had to learn how to use their strength wisely when they’d been mere pups and still had to deal with some bursts of overextension some days. The family bloodline was diluted over time, and Parker had had more recent issues with it thanks to his birth father. His mother might be of the line of their honorable ancestors and campfire stories, but his birth father had been one of nightmares. He’d never truly met the man as he’d been young when Corbin died, but he knew the stories. Knew that the former Central Alpha had killed countless in his quest for power.

      He pushed that thought out of his head, as he knew just letting it in would enrage him.

      “I’m of that line, yes,” he answered after a moment. No need to lie as he had a feeling these wolves knew far more than this. “What did you find?” he asked.

      Aurora nodded at one of the male wolves after Parker had spoken. The male stood up with shaky hands, a large box wrapped in cloth clasped between them.

      Aurora took it gently from him. “This box is made of the woods of our people—Redwood, Aspen, Oak, and so forth. It is said those first Packs, along with the first ever, came together to make it.”

      Parker frowned. “What’s in the box?”

      “Open it and see.”

      Though his wolf had stood at attention as soon as they’d mentioned the box, it wasn’t until Aurora unwrapped it—keeping her hands on the cloth rather than the wood—that his wolf howled.

      He frowned. “I’m not going to open something I haven’t looked into with wolves I don’t know. I’m sorry if that’s disrespectful, but that just doesn’t seem like a good idea to me.”

      Aurora’s eyes flashed, but he had a feeling it was more out of respect than anger. “It’s good you’re cautious. That will help.”

      “Help what?”

      “There is a prophecy,” she said after a moment.

      He blinked. “A prophecy?” Why did he feel like he’d suddenly jumped into an old Indiana Jones movie?

      Aurora’s eyes unfocused as she spoke in a deeper voice.

      “A wolf of three Packs can break their will or unite them all.

      “Once united, the Packs will reveal…

      “If broken, the Packs will fall…”

      Parker’s wolf rushed to the surface at her words, and he tried to blink, attempted to reach out and catch the woman as she fell forward after she’d finished speaking. Only he felt as if he were moving slower than usual, his mind not quite where it should be. His hand brushed the top of the box, and it slid to the ground, opening on impact.

      He looked down, his head going fuzzy, his mouth dry.

      An ancient dagger, or perhaps the tip of a spear, rolled out of the box amidst a dust cloud that slapped at his face.

      “The weapon of the first hunter,” Aurora croaked before passing out completely. The others surrounded them, yet he could do nothing but try to keep himself upright.

      Parker tried to speak but couldn’t force his mouth to work. Instead, his body broke out in a cold sweat, and he fell face-first to the ground.

      The last thing he thought about before passing out was his family.

      They weren’t here to help him.

      No one was here to help him.

      He was all alone.

      And it was his fault.

      Again.

      

      Now

      

      The world hadn’t ended, but it damn well felt as if it were on the brink of something cataclysmic. Parker swirled the aged scotch in his glass, wondering why he’d been all the way over in Europe and not home in his den, helping his Pack through the end of the world.

      Through their Unveiling.

      He’d watched the screen with the rest of the world as their Pack’s ally, the Talon Pack, fought for their lives and were forced out into the open. Shifters were real and had been living amongst the humans for far longer than anyone could have imagined.

      And when the witches were forced out into the open thanks to greed and death, Parker had been on his own once again, far away from home. Deep inside, he knew that even if he had been home, nothing would have changed. He was just one wolf against a world that had come to the point in their existence when they could no longer accept the secrets that had alluded them for centuries. Yet he hadn’t been by his family members’ sides through their struggles. He’d missed countless matings, births, and losses, but he knew he couldn’t change a damn thing. He was on an important mission—far greater than one man, one Pack. Though that didn’t make things any easier.

      He sighed, the melancholy running through his veins sickening.

      He might not have been home when the war started, but he knew now that he was home, he could do something. He’d spent years visiting the Packs to reaffirm their ties to each other so he could return to the Redwoods. And while technology had advanced tremendously, and Parker should have been able to do all of it via satellite, he knew that none of the wolves of old would allow that. Meetings of such importance and tradition had to be done face-to-face so their wolves could assert their relative strength of dominance.

      Parker was born of three Packs, the son of a traitor on one side and a fighter on the other. His wolf was far more dominant than many of the Alphas he’d met, and yet, he knew he would never be Alpha. He didn’t want to. He was born to be a mediator thanks to the blood in his veins, and that was what he did now as the Voice of the Wolves.

      With a sigh, he rolled his head over his shoulders and thought of what it felt like to be home. After leaving for each meeting with the elders and Alphas of other Packs, he knew he’d return to his families different than how he’d left them.

      From what his family had told him, the Redwoods and the Talons were slowly becoming one Pack through their treaties and matings. Perhaps that’s best, Parker thought. With the war reaching a tipping point with the humans, perhaps having two Alphas with the strength of two Packs behind them would give the wolves a chance. It wasn’t about sheer strength anymore, and most of the wolves he’d met with had understood that. They needed diplomacy, as well as backdoor deals with higher officials—something they’d slowly been working into place over time. Humans didn’t know that the wolves had infiltrated their inner workings, wearing sheep’s clothing of politicians and lobbyists in Washington. Between using real wolves who blended in so well that unless you scented them you couldn’t tell they had a predator prowling beneath their skin, and human mates of wolves with connections, their kind had people in the right places within the government to ensure that they wouldn’t be outright slaughtered.

      They’d seen the writing on the wall years ago and had done what they could to ensure that their people wouldn’t die at the hands of those who didn’t understand them. Yet, Parker wasn’t sure it would be enough.

      He wasn’t sure he would be enough.

      And that was enough of that. He didn’t have time to wallow, not anymore. He stood up and stretched before downing the rest of his scotch and deciding he needed a walk outside to clear his mind. It wasn’t as if the alcohol would do much for him thanks to his wolf metabolism. He just liked the taste. He’d spent a few days at his parents’ home, but he knew it was time to leave. It wasn’t safe for them if he stayed, and he’d tempted fate long enough.

      It wasn’t safe for anyone.

      Parker coughed, annoyed that he’d let that weakness slip, but he couldn’t help it. His body was failing him, and there would only be so much time before he’d have to tell his family the truth about what had happened when he was away. Thankfully, he stood on a path near his parents’ home in the Redwood den and not somewhere more populous, but wolves had too keen ears most days.

      His parents’ the keenest.

      “Are you done moping?” his younger brother, Blake, asked as he strolled toward him. “You’ve been here a few days now, and yet I’ve only seen you growl and brood like some teenage heartthrob trying to get a girl.”

      “I don’t brood,” he said calmly, holding back a smile at Blake’s words. Parker had been sixteen when his sister Isabelle was born, and eighteen when Blake came along. Though they were technically half-siblings, it hadn’t much mattered in how they treated each other. He’d been calling North his father since the man mated his mother, and no blood ties could change that.

      “You brood. Often.” Blake stuck his hands in his pockets and rocked back on his heels. “You’re really going to live with the Talons? You just got here, Park, and now you’re jet-setting off again.”

      Parker resisted the urge to rub a hand over his heart at the hurt in Blake’s tone. “It’s for the best, Blake.”

      Blake’s brows furrowed. “You keep saying that, but you never tell us why. You just say you should be another liaison since you’re part of the council with the Talons, but hell, you can do that kind of thing in our den, can’t you?”

      Parker had been part of the original council formed over fifteen years ago that had brokered the first settlings of true partnership between the Redwoods and Talons. Though other members had come and gone, he’d always been a part of it—even if he hadn’t been in the den for long periods of time.

      “I have to go, Blake.” His words were low, not a growl but close. He couldn’t tell them why he couldn’t stay, but they had to know it was for a good reason. He wouldn’t leave them otherwise.

      Isabelle bounced over, her long, brown hair flowing behind her. While Parker might look somewhat like the two younger wolves, Isabelle and Blake looked like twins—even if they were two years apart. He still couldn’t believe his baby brother and sister were adults in their early twenties now, with positions in the Pack and everything.

      Time flew when you had the potential to live centuries.

      “Mom and Dad said you’d packed the car already,” Isabelle said as she went to his side. Parker immediately backed away, hating himself for the hurt he’d put on her face. “Crap. Sorry, I forgot.” She gave him a searching look and then leaned into Blake as he put his arm around her shoulders.

      “That’s why I need to go,” Parker said suddenly, aware he would say too much if he weren’t careful. He hadn’t hugged his family or gone wolf with them in the two days he’d been back. While he might be standing right then and able to breathe, whatever had been in or on that box back at the European den had shaken him. And if it was because of the blood in his veins, there was no way he’d spread it to the other members of his family.

      “I know you’re not going far, but you’ll call, right?” Isabelle asked, her eyes filling. She was a submissive wolf, one that needed to be protected above all others, though he knew she had a spine of steel, as well. Blake, on the other hand, was a dominant like Parker.

      Hence the fire in the younger man’s eyes.

      “Every day,” Parker promised. “Every damn day.”

      Isabelle raised her chin. “Good. Because I’ll kick your butt if you don’t.” A pause. “Or I’ll get Blake to do it and distract you so it actually works.”

      “Hey,” Blake put in, clearly offended. “I don’t need a distraction to take Parker down.”

      Parker held back a smile as the two play-fought, knowing he needed to find a cure for whatever ailed him, and soon. There was no way he’d be able to live with himself if he lost his siblings because of what had happened to him.

      Knowing he couldn’t hug them goodbye, he said his farewells softly, having already done so with his parents earlier. Neither of them had probed too much into the reasons Parker needed to be away, which had surprised him. At least until later when North had cornered him.

      “We know enough about secrets, Park,” North had said softly. “Goddess knows our family has had enough of them. Just know that we’re here for you. Always.”

      It had taken everything inside him for Parker to leave after that.

      But he had no choice.

      Not then, and surely not now.

      After leaving the others staring at his retreat, Parker drove the distance to the Talon den. Over time, the distance had shortened as the dens grew and the neutral area between them became smaller. There were other ways to get into the dens that were hidden from humans, but the stretch of road he was on now was constantly patrolled and relatively safe. Still, his wolf was on alert just in case.

      Thankfully, the trip was uneventful and left Parker to his thoughts. Though, really, he probably shouldn’t be left alone with those as often as he was. As he was waved through the sentries and wards that kept the den safe, he noticed how much had been cleaned up since the battle that had cost everyone so much. He’d literally stepped off the plane and into the chaos of his best friend’s and cousin’s mating, kidnapping, and the battle that had included a freaking tank.

      He’d fought alongside the Talon wolves, and a certain wolf in particular, who apparently couldn’t stand the sight of him. That would make living in the den near him interesting.

      Gideon, the Talon Alpha, waited for him as Parker turned off his vehicle. He slid out of the car and closed the door behind him. While Parker knew his wolf was dominant, he had nothing on Gideon. The wolf bled power and strength, and yet he’d mated Parker’s very submissive cousin.

      It never failed to surprise Parker how the moon goddess and fate liked to test the waters of the impossible.

      “Good to see you, Parker,” the Alpha said, holding out his hand.

      Parker shook it, his wolf bowing his head. There was a clear line of dominance here, and he wasn’t about to mess with anything as he was just a guest.

      “Thanks for letting me stay.” And for not asking questions.

      Gideon shrugged. “Over the past couple of years, a few of my wolves have ended up either in matings or close enough friendships that they now live in the Redwood den and vice versa. It’s not a hardship to have a strong wolf living with us.” Gideon met Parker’s eyes, and Parker did his best not to flinch. Hell, this guy was an Alpha, much like Parker’s uncle, Kade. “And you know how to behave and not get into dominance fights in the middle of another den with your position as Voice of the Wolves. So we’re not going to have any trouble.”

      If that wasn’t a warning, Parker didn’t know what was.

      “Either way, thank you.”

      Gideon nodded. “With so many of our people back in the den since the Unveiling, we’re short on extra single bunks. I’m putting you with another wolf who could use a roommate.”

      There wasn’t a question anywhere in that statement, so Parker didn’t nod in agreement, but he couldn’t help but ask the question, “And they’re fine with me staying with them?”

      Gideon snorted, a smile playing on his face that didn’t make him look any less deadly. Seriously, how did Brie deal with the man on a daily basis? And with her pregnant, Parker assumed he just got worse as the months progressed.

      “He will be.”

      Hairs on the back of his neck stood up. “Who exactly am I staying with?”

      “Brandon, my younger brother. The Omega of our Pack.”

      Parker froze. Brandon. The wolf he’d saved on the battlefield…and the one wolf he knew couldn’t stand the sight of him.

      Yes, this was definitely going to be interesting.
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      “I can’t believe he went behind my back and did this,” Brandon Brentwood growled.

      His cousin Mitchell snorted. “He’s Alpha and in a growly mood since Brie is gonna pop soon. Of course, he did this.”

      Brandon stuffed another set of clothes he needed to wash in the hamper and held back a growl of his own. “Why couldn’t he stay with you? You have the extra space.”

      Something flickered over Mitchell’s gaze, and Brandon held back a shocked moan. As the Omega, Brandon could sense the emotions of those in his Pack without even thinking about it. It had taken him a few years after coming into his powers to learn to block the daily emotions of others so he could actually breathe. It was only during times of truly strong emotions that Brandon sometimes felt overwhelmed. Mitchell was always so locked-up and cold that Brandon usually had difficulty figuring out if his cousin, his Beta, felt anything at all.

      Except, in that moment, Brandon had gotten a mere glimpse of what lay beneath the surface of the man.

      And he wasn’t sure he could handle finding out more.

      Mitchell raised his chin, seemingly aware that he’d let something slip before moving on. “Gideon seems to think you shouldn’t be alone anymore. And from the way your jeans are falling off your hips, and the look of the bags under your eyes, I’m inclined to agree with him.”

      Brandon flipped him off. “I’m fine.”

      “That’s what someone who is clearly not fine would say,” Mitchell drawled. “There is something going on with you, and you’re not talking about it with us. Maybe we’re too close to you, or maybe you just need someone else near you that’s not connected to you through Pack bonds.” Mitchell met Brandon’s gaze, his eyes rimmed with gold, letting everyone know that his wolf was close to the surface. “We all know what happens to Omegas who go too long without a mate. We didn’t have an Omega in the Pack before Gideon became Alpha and our Pack started to heal again, but the Redwoods told us what happened to Maddox before he found Ellie. Even though Maddox isn’t the true Omega anymore since the next generation took their places, he’s still someone you can talk to.”

      Brandon turned away and finished cleaning up the guest room where Parker would be sleeping from now on. “Just drop it, okay? I’m not going to die because I don’t have a mate. That’s not how these things work.”

      “No, you’ll just become insane because you don’t have the ability to handle all the crushing emotions. Maybe it should have taken longer to hit you, but hell, we’re in the middle of a damn war the likes of which we never could have imagined. So, yeah, emotions are running high, and it’s taking you apart, bit by bit.”

      Brandon turned on his heel, facing his cousin. “Like it’s not affecting you? Come on. You’re barely getting any sleep these days, making sure Gideon doesn’t carry too much of a burden. His mate is about to give birth, and our Heir, Ryder, is newly mated and dealing with his own problems. We’re all handling far too much, and yet I’m the only one getting a babysitter.”

      “I’m not planning to spy on you for your brother, if that helps at all.”

      Brandon twisted at the sound of Parker’s voice, his claws poking out from his fingertips and his fangs ready to descend from his gums. He inhaled the clean scent of Parker that always seemed to get under his skin and forced himself to relax. He’d been so focused on Mitchell and getting the mess of his house ready, that he hadn’t noticed Parker come in. Inattentiveness like that could get a wolf killed, and he knew he’d have to get his head on straight. No wonder Gideon wanted Parker there. It seemed that Brandon couldn’t even act like a normal wolf and know who was on his territory at any given moment.

      “Good to know,” Brandon bit out, still annoyed with himself. His wolf pressed at him before pulling back, not interested in what was going on any longer.

      Parker pointed back the way he’d come. “I knocked, but nobody answered, and I heard you guys back here.”

      His hand gripped the hamper tighter as he studied the man in front of him; aware that Mitchell was still in the room, looking at them both. Parker was not only taller than Brandon, but wider, too—packed full of muscle. Though Brandon could have sworn Parker had been even larger than he was now. Was the other man losing weight? Parker had once again neglected to cut his shaggy, brown hair, but the style suited his features and only emphasized his hazel eyes. The man was seriously attractive, and if his wolf had given him any indication that it was intrigued, Brandon figured Parker would be interesting in bed.

      But his wolf remained silent, and Brandon didn’t have time to sleep with wolves who weren’t potential mates. It didn’t matter that he found the man far too sexy for his own good. He needed to find a mate and create a bond soon, or Mitchell’s premonition would come true, and Brandon would find himself insane under the weight of his duty and his responsibility as Omega.

      “I’ll leave you both to it, then,” Mitchell said after a moment before turning to Parker. “And remember, wolf, you’re a guest here on our land. Don’t fuck with my cousin, and I won’t have to fuck with you.”

      Parker tilted his head as he studied Mitchell, a move so wolf-like that Brandon knew Parker’s beast was close to the surface. “Is that how you treat all of your guests, Beta?”

      “Only the ones that I might like. The others don’t get a chance.” And with that, Mitchell strolled away, leaving Brandon alone in the room with Parker.

      “Your cousin seems like a real nice guy,” Parker said dryly after a moment.

      “There’s a reason he’s not usually on the welcoming committee.” Brandon loosened his grip on the hamper and tried to keep the awkward feeling in the room from getting to him. He hadn’t had a roommate since he’d moved out at the age of eighteen, and he wasn’t sure he knew what to do with one now. Up until he’d left, he’d shared a small room that held a tiny twin bed and twin bunk beds with his fellow triplets, Walker and Kameron. While some families might have let their adult kids live with them until they were ready to move out, Brandon’s family wasn’t anywhere near normal.

      He and Parker stared at each other for a few moments before Parker cleared his throat. “I know you don’t want me here, and when Gideon agreed that I could stay here for a bit, I didn’t know he meant here. I thought there would be room in the soldier’s barracks or he’d pitch me a tent in the woods or something.”

      Brandon let out a breath. It wasn’t Parker’s fault that he’d been forced to stay with Brandon thanks to the meddling Alpha, and he shouldn’t take it out on the man. Oh, there might be some lingering resentment about what had happened on the battlefield, but that didn’t have to do with what was going on in the room now. Or at least, it shouldn’t. It wasn’t his fault the other man had tried to save him. It was his fault he hadn’t been fast enough to begin with.

      “You’re fine to stay here. A lot of the single males are bunking in the barracks, and the single females are all doubled or tripled up. We’re in the process of making new homes—or at least we were until General Montag kept attacking our den—but until that happens, we’re all a little cramped.” Brandon set down the hamper and ran a hand over his face, aware he was starting to sweat. There was something coming that he couldn’t quite get a handle on yet and his wolf was on edge. If he didn’t sit down soon—away from Parker’s prying eyes—he might reveal too much.

      “You should still have your space, Brandon. You’re the Omega.”

      “Yeah, and I usually need the space to clear out the emotions that get clogged up after a long day in the den. But we’re not Packmates, so I can’t actually feel your emotions. It’ll be like you’re not even here.”

      Parker raised a brow, and Brandon had a feeling they both knew that what he’d just said was a lie. From the curious glances they’d given each other since they’d first met, he knew they were both interested, but as he said before…he wasn’t going down that path—not with someone who couldn’t be his mate.

      He just didn’t have the time.

      “Glad I won’t be in the way, then. Is this where you want me to stay?”

      He didn’t want Parker anywhere near him, but Brandon kept that to himself. “Yeah, sorry about the mess. I’ve been throwing things in here after I work out since the guest shower has better pressure. I’m not the tidiest of wolves.”

      Parker let out a soft laugh. “I’m not as tidy—as you put it—as some of my family either, but I’ll do my best to keep whatever mess I make contained to this room.” He paused. “Again, I’m sorry for putting myself in your way. I just…I just need to stay away from my family.”

      Brandon’s brows rose. That was the exact opposite thing he would have expected Parker to say. The Jamensons were all close. Like annoyingly close and caring. Of course, they hadn’t gone through what the Brentwoods did with their previous Alpha—Brandon’s father. Each Pack had their own wars, but they’d come out stronger because of it. Brandon was only just now seeing their true strengths as his family rose from the ashes of their past betrayals.

      “You going to explain that?” Brandon gritted out.

      “You going to explain why you look like death warmed over?” Parker shot back.

      Brandon raised his chin, annoyed to no end with this wolf for just existing. “Thanks for that. Does wonders for the self-esteem. Here’s your fucking room. You get the general idea. I have things to do other than welcome the crowned Redwood prince into my home. I’m sure you can find your way around.”

      With that, he stormed around Parker, being sure to run into the man’s arm with his shoulder. He’d spent far too long just then staring at the man and finding him attractive, but apparently, Brandon wasn’t good enough for Parker.

      He cursed under his breath and made his way to his room, stripping off his shirt as he went since he still needed to shower. He shouldn’t care if Parker found him attractive or not. Hell, it shouldn’t matter at all. Yet, for some reason, he was beyond annoyed and even a little hurt that he didn’t sense an attraction.

      Maybe his Omega bonds were truly on the verge of making him insane if this was how he reacted to a mere taunt.

      “Shit, Brandon, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to lash out like that.”

      Brandon turned as Parker stopped in the doorway, his gaze on Brandon’s chest rather than his face. At least that reaction seemed to assuage the hurt of whatever had happened back in the other room, but it didn’t do much in terms of Brandon’s confusion. What was going on with him?

      “It’s fine,” Brandon bit out, nausea washing over him. It wasn’t a reaction to Parker, but something far darker. His legs shook, and sweat poured down his back, his hands going clammy. “Shit.” His knees finally gave out, and he fell forward, only to land hard against Parker’s broad chest.

      “What’s wrong? Talk to me.”

      Brandon gripped Parker’s biceps, resting his forehead on the other man’s collarbone as he fought to catch his breath. “The wards,” Brandon gritted out, panting. “They’re having another flare.”

      “I’ve got you,” Parker said softly, holding Brandon to him, steady, unyielding. “What can I do?”

      Brandon hated relying on anyone and would rather do this on his own—whatever this was—instead of letting a wolf that continually got under his skin help him. Yet he wasn’t sure he had a choice at the moment, not when he was this weak.

      With each roll of the wards, his body felt as if it were being torn apart. He didn’t understand why his connection to the failing wards seemed to be stronger than the others’, but he wasn’t in a position to do anything about it. Until they could find a way to ensure that the witches could strengthen the wards and keep his people safe, his reaction to their failing would continue to happen.

      And there was nothing he could do about it.

      Yet he couldn’t lie and say that having someone to lean on, even if only for this moment, hurt. It was the exact opposite, actually. Was this what it was like to have a mate? To have someone who would be there for you no matter what pained you?

      Another crash of unending pain and bile rose in his throat.

      No, this wasn’t like a mating, not even close. This was just the one time he couldn’t hide his reaction to the failings of the Pack’s magic. His body shuddered as the ward flare ended and the dimming of his vision dissipated. It would seem hiding what he’d been going through for months wouldn’t be easy with a roommate.

      Parker looked down at him with an intense focus in his eyes.

      Easy, hell it might not be possible at all.

      It took a few more minutes, but finally, Brandon was able to stand on his own. Why Parker hadn’t simply lain him down on the ground, Brandon didn’t know, but his wolf had enjoyed the way Parker held him close. If he hadn’t been confused about what was going on between them before, he sure was now.

      “Better?” Parker asked, his voice low.

      “Yeah.” Brandon cleared his throat and pulled away, putting sufficient distance between them. “Thanks.”

      “I’d say no problem, but it seems to be a pretty big problem. Don’t you think?”

      Brandon let out a breath. “It’s the wards, Parker. Just let it be.”

      “So the others don’t know that every time your wards flare, threatening to fail just like all the other wards in the country are threatening to do, you end up passed out in excruciating pain?”

      “Just let it be,” he repeated, his voice pleading.

      Parker searched Brandon’s face before seeming to come to some kind of agreement within himself. “For now. But if it gets worse, you tell me. And if it happens again when I’m in the house with you, call for me. Or, hell, I’ll probably hear you anyway so just let me help you get through it.”

      “And if I don’t agree?” Brandon bit out. He didn’t appreciate being backed into a corner.

      “Then I go right to Gideon or one of your other brothers. Hell, I’ll call Brynn since she’s mated to my cousin and I see her more than I see the rest of you. I know you’ll probably hate me for forcing this on you, but you can’t do this alone.”

      Brandon let out a curse. He didn’t see another way out of this, and his wolf had needed the help. He didn’t have to like it, though. “Fine. I need to shower…like I was planning to do.”

      Parker searched his face but didn’t object. “I’ll start unpacking.” He paused. “Thank you again. I…I needed to be close to my family, my Pack, my den, but not too close.”

      Brandon narrowed his eyes, impatience crawling up his spine. “You’re going to have to tell me what you mean by that at some point.” He held up his hands when Parker opened his mouth to most likely object. “Not now. But soon. Holding in whatever you’ve been hiding for too long will only hurt you in the long run.”

      Parker looked at him for a moment before shaking his head, a small smile playing on his face. “You’re one to talk, Omega. Go shower. I’ll unpack. Then we’ll see where we’re at.”

      Brandon watched the other man walk away, aware that everything had once again changed now that Parker was living under the same roof as him. Another wave of nausea hit him, and he turned, scrambling to the bathroom to empty the contents of his stomach. His body shook, and he dry-heaved until there was nothing left. He kept his eyes closed, sickened at how weak he felt because of the connection a goddess—whom he had never met—had put on him. If he were any other wolf, he’d be healthy and whole, able to fight and protect his family. Instead, he was weak, still healing from the gunshot wound he’d received in battle, and annoyed about a new and unbonded wolf in his territory.

      When a cool washcloth pressed to the back of his neck, he wasn’t surprised. He just leaned in to the touch, taking what comfort he could.

      “Again?” Parker asked.

      “No,” Brandon croaked. “Same wave, just the aftermath.”

      “Shit,” Parker mumbled. “This is killing you.”

      “We’re all dying,” he said dryly. “Just some faster than others.”

      Parker froze by his side before moving the washcloth to Brandon’s hand. “You seem to have stopped shaking, so a shower might be in order. I’ll meet you in the kitchen when you’re done.”
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