
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Running isn’t always the best option—or the right one.

	 

	 

	Peregrine has been on the run most of his life. His ability to heal makes him a target, and some people will go to any lengths to get their hands on him. But as long as he doesn’t heal anyone, his magic can’t be used to locate him. He’s safe in Rosewood, and for the first time in his twenty-nine years, he’s able to make friends.

	Jarvis is dull. He’s not athletic or popular like his siblings, and he’s always been aware of that. Even his job at the coffee shop is boring, but he enjoys it, and it allows him to watch the people he wishes he could be friends with, including the newcomer, Peregrine.

	Peregrine doesn’t understand why he’s intrigued by Jarvis until they get close and they realize they’re mates. It’s not just that, though. No matter how ordinary Jarvis thinks he is, he’s anything but, and Peregrine falls for the man he is, not for the bond between them.

	When Jarvis is hurt, Peregrine doesn’t think twice about helping him. He can’t heal him, but he can take his pain away, even though it means the people who are after him will find him. Peregrine has to run again so he can keep Jarvis and the pack safe, but Jarvis is stubborn and follows him.

	Will they be able to run fast enough that the people trying to capture Peregrine won’t get their hands on him? Or will Peregrine lose everything he never allowed himself to wish for right after he found it?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Peregrine peeked out of his bedroom. He could smell the delicious scents of coffee and bacon, and he yearned to go to the kitchen and have breakfast. He could hear Toby and Cam were still in the house, though, which was why he hadn’t headed that way. He knew they’d want to talk to him and try to be his friend, and while he understood why and was grateful, he couldn’t allow that to happen. The last thing he needed was to want to stay here in Rosewood.

	Peregrine had never stayed anywhere for any length of time. He couldn’t afford to, not when he was still in danger. He’d been hunted all his life, and he would continue being hunted until he died. He’d accepted that a long time ago, and while he didn’t like it, by now, he knew how to make it easier.

	Not having friends made it easy. Not having anyone to leave behind, anyone to put in danger, made it easy.

	But Peregrine was sick of it.

	He left his bedroom, but instead of going to the kitchen, he turned the other way and headed toward the back door and the forest. Ever since he’d arrived in Rosewood, he’d been spending as much time as possible there. Sometimes he shifted and slept in a tree. Sometimes he just walked around, relieved that he knew he was safe and that nothing would happen to him. He was still vigilant, but he couldn’t deny his life was easier now that he was in Rosewood.

	It wouldn’t last long. It never did. The few times he’d stayed with people, everything had been fine in the beginning, but then things had changed. Someone got sick, and they begged Peregrine to heal them. Peregrine couldn’t say no. No matter how much he wanted to, he was a caladrius shifter, with everything that entailed. He had the ability to heal people, and he truly wanted to help. He hated that it was at the sacrifice of his own safety and happiness, but that had never stopped him.

	He didn’t know how long it would be before the pack asked him to heal someone. They had two unicorn shifters, and at least one of them was studying to be a healer. That was good, and it meant that Peregrine might not be called to help for a while. If he didn’t heal, the people looking for him wouldn’t be able to find him.

	That was what they looked for. They had a way to follow the magic he used to heal, and they always found him. The only times they hadn’t was when he hadn’t told anyone what he was and hadn’t healed anyone. It was tempting to do just that here in Rosewood, and Peregrine hoped the alpha wouldn’t ask him to heal anyone. He’d promised that wouldn’t be the case, but Peregrine had heard too many promises. If it came to it, Peregrine would have to run.

	But in the meantime, no one knew he was here. No one knew who he was or what he was. That meant he didn’t have to stay in pack territory. Several people had already asked him if he wanted to go into town, but so far, he’d said no. He’d stuck to the forest, too scared of what could happen. He was still frightened, but for once, he wanted to live. He wanted to feel like he was a normal person, at least for a few hours. He couldn’t be sure what would happen tomorrow or the day after that, or even in the next hour. What he could be sure of was how he behaved, and he’d had enough of being locked inside. Even though he’d been the one to lock himself up, he was bored, and he wanted more.

	He was already outside. Instead of going back into the house and telling Cam what he was doing, he looked around and headed to the road. The Rosewood pack was small, and it consisted of only a handful of houses clustered together with a big fire pit in the middle. The fact that there were so many rare shifters living here was stunning, and it made Peregrine feel like maybe he’d found a home.

	He pushed that thought away as he walked down the road. No matter how much he wanted to find a place where he belonged and where he could stay, he knew better than to allow himself to believe that. It was too dangerous. What would happen if someone found out what he was? Then he would have to run, and he would lose it. It was best for him not to think of Rosewood as a home, not when he already knew what the future held for him. It didn’t take a seer to know. He’d allowed himself to hope too many times, and every single time, that hope had been squashed. He was done with hope, and he’d decided to focus on the present. It was the only thing he could do.

	Thankfully, Rosewood wasn’t far from the pack. It was a nice day, and Peregrine enjoyed the sounds of the forest. Usually he hid in big cities so it would be harder for the people to catch him. There were more people, and he could vanish in the crowd much more easily than he ever could here in Rosewood.

	He was nervous when he reached the town. He almost expected someone to jump him and drag him toward a van or car, but nothing happened. He looked up and down Main Street. There wasn’t much else in Rosewood, and it was very different from what he was used to, but not in a bad way. People walked around, waving at each other and stopping to chat. It was obvious even from what little Peregrine was seeing now that this was a town where everyone knew everyone and they would notice him. It was tempting to go back to the pack and hide in the forest, but instead, he sucked in a breath, squared his shoulders, and walked down the sidewalk.

	There was a park on the other side of the street. It was book-ended by two stores, one a bookstore, the other selling clothes. There were a coffee shop and other shops where Peregrine stood, and he yearned to explore. He didn’t have much money, and he never purchased more than he could carry while he was on the run, so he ignored them and headed toward the coffee shop. No matter how nice Cam and Toby were, their coffee couldn’t stand up to one professionally made.

	Peregrine stepped in, briefly closing his eyes and inhaling the scent of coffee. He realized the mistake he’d made when he opened his eyes again and saw three men staring at him from the table.

	Sage, Sam, and Basil.

	Peregrine looked away, wondering if he could sneak out before they did anything, but it was too late. They’d seen him, and Basil was already on his feet, coming toward him. “I’ve never seen you here,” he said as a hello.

	Peregrine forced himself to smile. “That’s because it’s the first time I’ve been here.”

	“Do Cam and Toby know you’re here?”

	Peregrine bristled. “They’re not my parents. I live with them because I don’t have another place to stay, but I don’t owe them an explanation or anything else.”

	Basil raised his hands. “That’s not what I meant. They just worry about the people who are after you.”

	Peregrine sucked in a breath. He shouldn’t have snapped the way he had. He’d saved Basil’s life recently, and maybe for that, maybe for another reason, Basil had decided the two of them should be friends. He’d been trying to get Peregrine to come out of his shell since he’d arrived in Rosewood, but so far, Peregrine had pushed him away every time. He didn’t want to have friends.

	Yet, at the same time, he did.

	His life was lonely. He never allowed himself to get close to anyone in case he had to run, but he was twenty-nine, and he had no relationships. He didn’t have a family. He didn’t have friends, let alone a boyfriend.

	He was tired.

	“Why don’t you come to sit with us? We’ll grab you a coffee.” The corner of Basil’s lips curled. “Jarvis makes the best coffee in town.”

	Peregrine had no idea who Jarvis was, but he found himself nodding before he could think better of it.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Jarvis had noticed Peregrine as soon as he’d walked into the coffee shop. How could he not have? Peregrine was the most beautiful man Jarvis had ever seen. His white-blond hair fell in front of his eyes, and it made Jarvis want to push it away to get Peregrine to look at him. And when he did, he knew he would be confronted with light blue eyes.

	But it wasn’t just the way Peregrine looked. Jarvis didn’t know anything about Peregrine’s past, but looking at him was enough to make him realize it hadn’t been an easy one. There was a wariness in Peregrine’s gaze as he looked around, almost as if trying to find a safe exit, or maybe a threat. Jarvis wouldn’t be surprised if that was what Peregrine was doing while Basil dragged him toward the table where he was sitting with Sam and Sage.

	Since the day he’d arrived in Rosewood, Peregrine had enthralled Jarvis, but Jarvis had kept his distance. Not only did he know Peregrine probably wouldn’t be happy about having someone approach him out of the blue, but he also knew better than to fool himself into thinking Peregrine would give him a second glance.

	“Jarvis?”

	Jarvis jerked so hard that some of the milk he’d been pouring into a mug splashed out. He swore and put both the mug and milk down, then looked at Sam.

	“Sorry about that,” Sam said.

	Jarvis shook his head. “It wasn’t your fault. Did you need anything?”

	Sam gestured toward the table where he and the others were sitting. Peregrine was there now, too, looking uncomfortable and out of place. “Do you think you could make a coffee for Peregrine?”

	“Of course. Just give me a second to clean this up.”

	“We’re not going anywhere.” Sam paused. “You know, you could sit with us.”

	Jarvis’s heart was in his throat. “I have work to do,” he murmured.

	Sam looked disappointed. “Maybe next time? We often come during the afternoon, too.”

	Jarvis nodded, but he still didn’t look up. He didn’t know why Sam was offering, but he doubted there was anything more than pity behind it. Sam and the others had no doubt noticed that Jarvis didn’t spend a lot of time with other people, and they were being nice about it. Jarvis supposed it was better than hearing himself being called a loner or so dull that he didn’t have friends, but he still didn’t like it.

	Jarvis knew he was boring. His siblings had told him every day of his life, and he hadn’t needed them to know that. He had eyes, just like everyone else.

	But he didn’t like self-pity. His life might not be perfect, but he still enjoyed it, and he didn’t want it to change.

	He quickly got a coffee together for Peregrine. He tried to make it as good as he could. He wanted Peregrine to like it and maybe to think he was good at his job. He didn’t dare look at Peregrine when Sam grabbed the coffee and headed back to the table, though. He wanted to, but instead, he finished cleaning the counter, looked around quickly to make sure no one was waiting for coffee, and rushed into the back room.

	The door closed behind him, and he sucked in a breath. He had to lean against it because his knees felt like jelly, but thankfully, that passed quickly.

	What had Sam been thinking? Jarvis had heard him tell Peregrine that he made the best coffee in town, but that couldn’t be right. Jarvis wouldn’t say he sucked at his job, but it was just making coffee. There was nothing much to it.

	But Peregrine had wanted coffee anyway. Jarvis wondered if he liked it. Maybe he should have stayed to watch and make sure everything was okay. If Peregrine didn’t enjoy it, Jarvis could have made something else for him.

	But it was too late. Now Jarvis was hiding in the back room, and Peregrine was making friends with the others. It wasn’t surprising that was who he gravitated to. Everyone knew Peregrine had saved Basil’s life, and Basil and the others were special. They weren’t normal wolf shifters like Jarvis. Basil was a rare hybrid, and Sage and Sam were just as rare. It almost felt like everyone in the pack was a special kind of shifter except for Jarvis.

	That wasn’t the truth, of course. Jarvis was allowing his self-pity to take over, and he had to stop.

	He took a deep breath, reached for his hair but gave up when he felt how much of a mess it was, and opened the door. He did his best not to be seen as he took his place behind the counter again, but he failed. He took the risk of looking at the table where Sam and his friends were sitting, and when he did, his gaze crossed with Peregrine’s.

	Jarvis was frozen. He couldn’t have looked away even if he wanted to, and he didn’t. He had no idea why. Peregrine was staring at him, but he found he couldn’t not stare back.

	Peregrine leaned closer to Sam without looking away from Jarvis. He asked something, and Sam turned his attention to Jarvis, too.

	That was enough for Jarvis to look away. He had no idea what the two were saying, and he didn’t want to find out.

	He looked around the coffee shop to make sure no one needed more coffee, but the morning rush was almost over, and the customers still in the shop were sitting at the tables and taking their time. Jarvis might as well start cleaning, so that was what he did. He did his best not to look at the table where the Rosewood pack members were sitting.

	They kept peeking at him. He didn’t understand why Peregrine would be curious about him. He was making friends with the pack’s extraordinary members, and Jarvis knew for sure he wouldn’t want to talk to him. Maybe he just wanted to thank him for the coffee. It was just making coffee, but Jarvis was good at it.

	“Are we making you uncomfortable?”

	Jarvis jerked for the second time in a handful of minutes. He peered at Sam, who looked bashful.

	“Sorry. I didn’t mean to startle you a second time,” he said. “I just wanted to know if we’re making you uncomfortable, because if that’s the case, we can leave.”

	Jarvis swallowed, but his mouth was dry. He peeked toward the table again, surprised to see that Peregrine was still staring. He looked away, but his heart was racing. “You don’t have to go. You’re not making me uncomfortable.”

	“Are you sure? Because you look flustered.”

	“I’m fine,” Jarvis snapped. He took a deep breath and looked Sam in the eyes. “I swear I am. I would never ask customers to go.”

	Sam looked at him for a moment, then slowly nodded. “All right. We’re about to go anyway. I have my healing lesson this morning.”

	Sam was studying with his brother to become a healer, so they spent a lot of time pouring over books and helping the Rosewood pack healer. Jarvis had never needed them, and he hoped he never would. “I’ll see you soon,” he said.

	Sam smiled. “Probably. And thank you for the coffee. It was delicious, like always.”

	Jarvis felt his cheeks heat, and he looked away. By the time he peered at Sam again, Sam had stepped back to the table and was talking with his friends. Sage and Basil got up. They were still talking to Peregrine, but to Jarvis’s surprise, he didn’t go with them. Instead, he stayed in his seat as they headed toward the door, alone.

	What did that mean?

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Peregrine didn’t want to go back to pack territory just yet, which was why he stayed in the coffee shop when the others left. As soon as the door was closed behind them, he took a deep breath and relaxed. He took a sip of coffee—which really was as good as Sam and the others had promised—and looked around.

	He’d noticed Jarvis, and he didn’t know what to make of the man. Jarvis kept peeking at the table as if he wanted to come over to talk to them, but he hadn’t. Instead, he’d disappeared in the backroom for a while, and when Sam had gone to ask him if they were making him uncomfortable, he’d said they weren’t. Peregrine was pretty sure that was a lie, but he wasn’t about to push. He wasn’t Jarvis’s friend, and he probably never would be.

	Jarvis was great at making coffee, though.

	Peregrine finished his coffee. He could feel Jarvis
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