
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Sometimes what you’re running from is exactly what you need to run toward.
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REX HAS ALWAYS BEEN the odd one out—the only member of his family without a partner, and unlike them, he doesn’t feel that he belongs with the pack. When their war with the dragons ends, he’s still fighting his own battle—finding a place where he belongs.

Harmon left his coven to help the pack through their fight with the dragons, and he did that. It’s time for him to go home, but for the first time in years, he’s not ready to face his responsibilities as coven leader.

When both volunteer for a mission to help the surviving dragons choose a new leader, they’re each running from their own problems. The last thing they expect is to discover something neither expected—a love that could heal their bruised hearts.

The problem? Rex isn’t sure he belongs in Harmon’s world, and Harmon can’t leave his coven. They have to find a compromise.

Or they’ll lose each other.
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THE TWO DRAGONS CLASHED together in a move that Rex could swear made the ground shake under his feet. One of them reared up on their back legs, snapping his fangs at the other. It looked like the dragon leader was trying to snatch Merrick around the throat, but luckily, Merrick got out of the way. 

Rex couldn’t imagine how his brother, Alpin, would react if something were to happen to Merrick. Alpin was strong, but not so strong that he’d survive this with his heart intact. Merrick had become incredibly important to him, so much so that he’d decided to move in with the wolf pack permanently.

Rex couldn’t look away from the fight. He’d seen many of them since he’d become a vampire, and even before then, but watching two dragons fight to the death was an experience he’d never lived through. He wasn’t sure he wanted to see this ever again, especially not if it involved a dragon who was dating one of his siblings. Even though Merrick was strong and capable, there was still a possibility that something might go wrong.

Nothing did. Merrick ducked out of the way and used one of his wings to slap Martin. The way he was grinning told Rex that he was enjoying himself, which wasn’t something Rex understood. He didn’t like fighting. He did it because he didn’t have a choice. Merrick didn’t in this case, but the smile that exposed his fangs was a little disturbing, especially with the blood staining them.

Merrick was massive in his dragon form, but he was also fast. He used his tail to hit Martin, causing him to stumble closer. As soon as he was close enough, Merrick lunged, closing his jaws around Martin’s neck the way Martin had tried doing to him only moments before. Rex barely had time to be stunned at Merrick’s speed. One moment, Merrick was holding Martin up, and the next, Martin’s lifeless body fell to the ground.

The forest fell quiet around them. Everyone stopped moving. Rex could still hear people fighting in the distance, not knowing what had happened to their alpha. They’d find out soon. Martin wasn’t a danger anymore. Hopefully, that meant that the clan wasn’t, either.

Merrick raised his head to the sky and roared, fire bursting from his mouth. Rex winced, briefly wondering if it was necessary. Merrick had to be careful if he didn’t want to set the forest on fire, especially with the damage already done by the fighting. It was a miracle that the fires Rex had noticed during the fighting hadn’t spread.

“That’s my man,” Alpin crowed, startling Rex. 

Rex rolled his eyes at his brother’s words. He was proud of Merrick, too, but he didn’t think the boasting was needed. He supposed that Alpin and Merrick really did fit well together. He wouldn’t have thought that when they’d first met—in fact, he’d been sure that Merrick hated Alpin—but he couldn’t deny it now.

The aftermath of a battle was always odd. If one lost, they had to run for their lives or end up being killed or imprisoned. The pack hadn’t lost, though. Rex was sweaty, tired, and hungry, and his body ached, but he was still standing. They’d fought a dragon clan—or part of it, anyway—and they’d won.

He couldn’t say that he’d seen that coming.

He’d been lucky. He was still standing and in reasonably good condition, but the same couldn’t be said for everyone. Martin and his second were dead, which was what they’d deserved. They weren’t who Rex was worried about.

The pack had no doubt lost people. It was a given since they’d fought dragon shifters. Rex wasn’t a healer, but he could still walk around and help people where possible. He’d need blood soon, but in the meantime, his work wasn’t done.

Alpin had joined Merrick and was fussing over him. That would keep him occupied, which was always a good thing because it meant that Rex could focus on other things. He looked around. Several people were sitting on the ground, some against trees, others just flopped in the dust. A few of those were moving, but not everyone. Thankfully, the people who needed the most help were already getting taken care of because Rex wouldn’t have known where to start dealing with serious injuries.

He noticed a man sitting against a tree, looking pale. The man was dressed, which probably meant that he wasn’t a shifter. That could make him any other number of creatures since the pack hadn’t been fighting alone, but when the man rolled the back of his head against the tree and turned in Rex’s direction, Rex recognized him as a fellow vampire.

He wasn’t sure why Harmon was here. As his coven’s leader, it would’ve been easy for him to send someone in his place. It was what most other leaders would have done. Not Harmon, though. He’d been there every step of the way, attending meetings and coming up with solutions to the problems the dragon clan had caused. It was almost as if he was reluctant to go home, which couldn’t be right. Most vampires would be uncomfortable spending so much time away from their coven. Rex’s family didn’t, but that was because they were weirdos. Besides, they weren’t officially a coven, but they were family, and all of them were here.

“Everything okay?” someone asked, causing Rex to turn. 

He nodded at his sister, Yvonne. There was blood on her cheek and a massive scratch on her chest, but she looked like she was okay. She was still standing, anyway. “You?”

“I’ll heal. I’ve already talked to Cressida and Mallory, and I was with Parker and Luca earlier. They’re all fine.”

“Alpin and Merrick are, too.”

She snorted. “I saw that. I heard it, too, unfortunately.”

“Alpin’s right to celebrate. Merrick might just have rid the pack of the dragons.”

“I guess we’ll see what happens when the rest of the clan finds out that their leader’s dead.”

That was something that worried Rex, and he was sure he wasn’t the only one wondering. The entire clan hadn’t been present today. It wasn’t even close. That meant that back at the clan house, there were people who might want revenge for the killing of their clan leader.

Rex wasn’t sure the pack would survive it if the dragons attacked a second time.

But it wasn’t something they needed to worry about today. Hopefully, even if the clan and whoever would be in charge now decided they wanted revenge, they wouldn’t attack today. They’d lost people—more than just their leader. They’d need at least a few days to regroup. Rex wasn’t sure a few days would be enough for the pack to be ready, but hopefully, there wouldn’t be a reason for them to have to be.

His sister stepped away, and he turned back to Harmon, who was still alone, leaning against that tree. He was holding his arm close to his chest, and there was blood everywhere. Rex could see it came from a long gash in that arm. It had to hurt.

Since no one was checking in on Harmon, Rex decided he might as well do it. As a fellow vampire, he felt like he should, even though they didn’t belong to the same coven. Harmon was an ally and one of Merrick’s closest friends. He technically was part of the family.

Luckily, they’d prepared for this attack, even though they hadn’t known it was coming. The pack had been preparing for war for months, and considering how many different species had participated, Kieran had planned for many different scenarios, including for vampires needing blood after the fight. Now that the fighting was over, people were rushing around, carrying containers filled with bags of blood. Rex grabbed two, biting into one and grimacing at the taste of cold blood. There hadn’t been time to warm it or make it more palatable, but he doubted that any of the wounded vampires would care about that.

He was one of the lucky ones. He had a few scratches and aches, but he’d come out of this fight in one piece and not bleeding much. The same couldn’t be said for some of the people around him.

That included Harmon. The vampire barely reacted when Rex stopped next to him. His head rolled against the tree again, and he blinked up, but he didn’t say anything. His eyes were a little dazed, and he was so pale that no one would be surprised to find out he was a vampire.

He was also one of the most beautiful men Rex had ever seen. His long hair had initially been bound behind his neck, but it had come free at one point, and strands were plastered against his sweaty face. Some of the hair was dirty with blood, sticking to Harmon’s clothes and skin in a way that couldn’t be comfortable.

No one was comfortable right now. Maybe Rex could help make Harmon feel a bit better, though.

* * * *
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HARMON WAS FLOATING. He’d been through enough fights that he knew it was because he’d lost a lot of blood, but he couldn’t find it in himself to care. He should move, try to get blood or help of any kind, but it was beyond him. He didn’t even have the energy to yell for someone to help him.

He glanced down at his arm. It was still bleeding, though it had become more sluggish now. He was pretty sure that if he’d been human, he’d be dead already. It was just his luck that he wasn’t human, but that luck might not hold much longer.

He wasn’t in a state that would allow him to find blood, which was a problem. When he’d been thinking that he wanted to retire as coven leader, this wasn’t what he’d had in mind. Hell, he hadn’t really had anything in mind. He’d just known that being a coven leader was starting to weigh heavily on his shoulders and that he wanted out, or at least, that he wanted help.

This was one way to get out of it, though.

At least he didn’t have to be afraid of being attacked again. He’d watched the fight between the two dragons. He was glad that Merrick had won and that he hadn’t had to watch a man he considered his brother die with his throat torn out. It hadn’t been a pretty sight, even though Harmon was used to dealing with blood.

“Hey there,” someone said.

Harmon rolled his head against the trunk of the tree he was leaning on. It scratched his skull and stung, but compared to the pain pulsing in his arm, it was nothing.

He stared at the tall man standing in front of him for a second. His sluggish brain was trying to make sense of what he was seeing and fit a name with the face, but it was taking him longer than it normally would have.

The man was tall and slender. His dark hair was messy, but his dark eyes were soft as they watched Harmon. The man’s shirt was torn and missing a piece at the bottom, and there was blood on his hands, but he seemed to be okay.

Good.

The man crouched next to Harmon and reached for him, but he stopped before touching him. “I’m Rex. My brother Alpin is dating Merrick.”

Harmon smiled. “I like Alpin.”

Rex snorted. “Everyone does, which is why it was so funny that Merrick initially hated him on sight. Alpin really has a knack for getting everyone to love him, though.”

“Merrick does love him a lot.”

“That’s what I said.” 

He raised something he was holding, and Harmon blinked at it. His stomach growled, and he reached for the blood bag before he could even think about it. Rex pulled it back, causing Harmon to growl at him.

“You can have it,” he quickly said. “I’m just going to help you sit up a bit. I don’t want you to choke. You’re already in bad shape, you don’t need to add that to your problems.”

He wasn’t wrong. Harmon had been sliding down more and more as time passed. He wouldn’t be surprised to find himself flat on his back in five minutes. He was just so tired that he didn’t have the energy to keep himself up.

Thankfully, he didn’t have to do anything. Rex moved him gently, but it still hurt. Harmon told himself not to complain. The man was helping him, after all. It would’ve been easy for him to turn his attention to his family and ignore Harmon, but instead, he was here, offering him a blood bag.

“There,” Rex murmured as he held out the bag. 

Harmon stared at it. He wanted to grab it, but he wasn’t sure he could raise his hands. Thankfully, Rex seemed to understand. He tore into the bag with his fangs before holding it up to Harmon’s lips.

Harmon felt better as soon as the blood hit his tongue. He drank it down greedily, knowing his body needed it. He wasn’t dying, but he might if he didn’t replenish the blood he’d lost. He’d been wondering how he was supposed to do that when he could barely move, and he was grateful for Rex’s help. He hadn’t expected it.

The blood helped. Harmon couldn’t say that he felt like new once he was done drinking, but he did feel better. It would take a few days and several more bags of blood to heal, but at least he didn’t feel like he was about to die on the forest ground anymore.

He’d been lucky. The wound was deep, but he could’ve been hurt in many different other ways that would have killed him sooner. He also could’ve been ignored until he died. He was pretty sure that was what would’ve happened if Rex hadn’t stepped in. Everyone was busy checking on their loved ones, and the only person Harmon was close to here was Merrick. Right now, he was getting fussed over by his boyfriend, and while he would have noticed that Harmon was down eventually, Harmon was glad his condition wouldn’t take Merrick away from Alpin.

“Better?” Rex asked as he lowered the now-empty blood bag.

Harmon nodded. “Much.” His mind was clearer, and even though he still felt a bit sluggish and weak, blood had stopped trickling from his wound. It would heal, just slowly.

But Harmon couldn’t wait for it to heal while sitting on the ground. He put his hands down and tried to push himself up, but a hand landed on his shoulder and pushed him right back down. He blinked up at Rex, who was looking at him like he was nuts.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Rex asked.

“Getting up. There are other wounded to check on, and I’m sure Kieran wants to start cleaning up.” Harmon wasn’t quite sure what they were going to do with the dead dragons, but he was glad it wouldn’t be his headache to deal with. He was willing to help Kieran and his pack, but the solution would have to come from the alpha.

“You’re not going anywhere,” Rex said. “You can barely keep your head up.”

“I feel better now that I’ve had blood.”

“Better, but not up to getting to your feet and walking around as if nothing happened.”

“I’m very much aware that something happened. It doesn’t mean I can’t deal with this.”

“I never said you couldn’t deal with it.”

“You just told me that I was weak.”

Rex arched a brow. “Is it a lie?”

Harmon huffed. He didn’t care if people thought he was weak, especially when he was. He just hated feeling useless. “I’m here to help Kieran and his pack, and I’m not going to do that by sitting on the ground.”

“You’re not going to do that if you faint, either. Besides, Merrick would have my head if he found out I let you do anything.”

“He’s not my keeper,” Harmon grumbled.

“He doesn’t have to be. He’s my brother-in-law, so he probably wouldn’t hurt me too badly, but I’m not risking it. Besides, I don’t want Kieran to have to deal with what would happen if you died here and he had to tell your coven about it.”

“I’m not going to die.”

“Not if you stay down. I’ll try to find more blood.”

“I don’t need more blood.”

“Sure you don’t. You’re going to stay there and not try anything because I’ll sit on you if you do.”

Harmon narrowed his eyes at Rex, then slowly reached behind himself for the tree. Rex seemed amused more than angry, which was good because even though Harmon wouldn’t mind having Rex sitting on him, he’d enjoy it more if the circumstances were different. Rex was a handsome man, after all.

Harmon used the tree to get to his feet. His knees wobbled, and he glanced at Rex, who’d crossed his arms over his chest and was staring as if waiting for Harmon to admit that he’d been right. Harmon gritted his teeth and let go of the tree, but his knees buckled as soon as he attempted to take a step forward.

Luckily for him, Rex was there. He caught Harmon before he could face-plant and make an even bigger fool of himself. Harmon found himself engulfed in strong arms and pressed against a warm chest that smelled of soot, sweat, and blood.

“So fucking stubborn,” Rex murmured.

Harmon closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He was stubborn, but it had landed him in a place he didn’t mind at all—Rex’s arms.

* * * *
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REX WAS GLAD HE’D CAUGHT Harmon. He’d been able to tell that the man would be stubborn by the tight set of his jaw, so he hadn’t been surprised when Harmon had tried getting to his feet. For a moment, he’d even succeeded.

Until he’d tried walking.

It was clear from how pale he still was that he needed more blood. His arm had stopped bleeding, but considering how much blood was on the ground, one blood bag wouldn’t be enough. Harmon felt better—good enough to attempt walking—but it would take longer for him to heal and be able to stand on his own two feet.

Harmon snuggled against Rex’s chest, giving Rex pause. He hadn’t expected it, but it felt nice, even though both of them smelled of sweat and blood. He tightened his arms around Harmon and felt Harmon sigh. He also wobbled, which wasn’t a good sign, so Rex moved to gently lower him back to the ground.

“I can admit that was a bad idea,” Harmon said.

“You could have hurt yourself.”

“I’m already hurt.” Harmon gestured at his arm. “At least it’s not bleeding anymore.”

Rex eyed the wound. He had no idea what he was looking at since he wasn’t a healer, but the fact that it had stopped bleeding was good, right?

He glanced around. Harmon needed a healer and more blood, but for now, it didn’t look like either was available. The healers were scrambling to help people in worse shape than Harmon, and the person from whom Rex had gotten the blood earlier was nowhere to be seen.

“You can go if you want,” Harmon said. “I promise I won’t try getting up again.”

Rex wasn’t sure he could believe him. Even if he did, he didn’t want to leave Harmon alone.

He dropped down and sat next to the other vampire. Harmon blinked at him, clearly not having expected that. Rex hadn’t, either. He was supposed to help people, and there were plenty of them who needed him, but he didn’t want anything to happen to Harmon. The fight was over, but that didn’t mean that Harmon couldn’t get himself into more trouble. Merrick would never forgive Rex if that happened.

“What are you doing?” Harmon asked.

“I thought it was obvious. I’m sitting with you. “

“Why? I just told you that I won’t try getting up again. You don’t believe me?”

“I don’t know if I do, but even if I did, I wouldn’t risk Merrick’s wrath.” It was an excuse, but it was a good enough excuse. Harmon knew Merrick. He’d believe that this was why Rex was sitting with him.

Harmon stared at Rex for a moment. Rex expected him to call him out on his bullshit, but instead, Harmon nodded and leaned back against the tree. Rex had sat closer than he would have with anyone else, and Harmon’s body pressed heavily against his shoulder.

That was okay with Rex. 

They stayed silent for a moment. Rex wasn’t sure what had made him sit down beyond the fact that Merrick considered Harmon his brother and that Harmon was hot, even all bloody and weak. It wasn’t like Rex would try to seduce him or anything like that. He just wanted to comfort Harmon.

They both watched the people around them. Alpin and Merrick had finally stopped fussing over each other, and Merrick was talking to Tyrian, who was nodding at whatever Merrick was saying. Alpin wasn’t far. He might be done fussing over Merrick, but only because his focus was on someone else now. Magda looked like she would be running away screaming if she weren’t bleeding from her left thigh.
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