
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The enemy of your enemy might just be your friend.

	 

	 

	Charles is getting back on his feet. After losing almost his entire family in an attack on his clan, he’s found a new home in Mayport. He might be a dragon, but he finds that living with bears suits him just fine. He should be happy, and he would be.

	If only he didn’t have to deal with the knowledge that the coven that attacked his clan is now planning to attack the pack.

	Red is happy to have found a home after his time living on the streets. He wants to bring his grandfather to Mayport, but not until he’s sure the pack is safe.

	Luckily, Chance is a good alpha, and when the opportunity presents itself to find allies within the coven, he takes it. The problem is that no one knows if they can trust these mages.

	If they can’t, it will mean the end of the pack.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Charles’s world was gone. Everything he’d known, everything he’d worked for, all gone.

	He swallowed as he peeked out of his bedroom door. It was weird to live with people he barely knew, but he didn’t have a choice. It was either that or going back to what remained of his life, and he didn’t think he could deal with that.

	There wasn’t a lot he felt he could deal with right now. He wasn’t supposed to be here. He was supposed to be home, getting ready for work and answering texts from his best friends. Rex especially had always checked in in the morning, but he wasn’t anymore.

	He was dead.

	Charles sucked in a breath and leaned back into the bedroom. He stared at the open door, wondering if he could do this.

	It wasn’t that he didn’t want to. He was grateful to Chance and Theo for welcoming him into their home and their pack. Without them, he’d be completely alone. His clan had been destroyed, and the dragons who were still alive had scattered. Their alpha had abandoned them. Every survivor had to find a new place to call home, and Charles realized how lucky he was that he hadn’t even had to look. It would have been easy for these people to tell him to fuck off. They didn’t owe him anything, and it was a small miracle that they hadn’t hesitated to take him in.

	He rubbed his forehead. Sometimes, the knowledge of how unfair all of this was made him want to scream. Why had the mages attacked the clan? What had the dragons done to them?

	Nothing. They hadn’t had a reason, yet they had, and they’d killed a lot of people. Charles had lost his family. He only had his sister left because she hadn’t been a clan member in a while. She’d left the clan several years ago to move in with her husband, and Charles would always be grateful for that. It meant she and her family hadn’t been around when the clan was attacked, which in turn meant that he still had someone.

	And he had Mark, of course. Mark was the reason he was here.

	“You look like you’re freaking out,” a gentle voice said, startling Charles.

	He turned to see that Theo, the alpha’s mate, was staring at him from a little further down the hallway. Charles didn’t know how long he’d been there, but knowing Theo had been watching him made him uncomfortable.

	He plastered a smile on his face. “I’m fine.”

	“It’s all right not to be fine. Considering what happened, no one expects you to be.”

	“I promise I’m okay,” Charles insisted.

	He needed to behave as if everything was fine. If he allowed grief and pain to take over, he’d burrow under the blankets and not leave his bedroom for days. He couldn’t afford to do that. This wasn’t his home, and while Chance and Theo and everyone else had welcomed him, they weren’t his family. They weren’t his clan.

	As of now, they were strangers who had been nice enough to give Charles a home, but how long would that last? Charles needed to be all right and help the pack. If he wasn’t useful, they might kick him out, and he didn’t want that.

	“You don’t have to talk to me if you’re uncomfortable,” Theo said. “But I’m sure we could find you someone else to talk to. Maybe Mark?”

	Charles wished he could go back into the bedroom. He stepped out into the hallway and closed the door behind himself, wishing the alpha’s mate hadn’t found him freaking out first thing in the morning. “Mark has enough to worry about,” he said.

	“He’s not a future alpha anymore. He doesn’t have to worry about the clan. He only has to worry about the people he cares about, and you’re one of those people.”

	“He also has a new boyfriend. I’m not going to take him away from Lester.”

	“I don’t think either of them would see that as taking him away,” Theo murmured.

	Charles was grateful for all the help, but he wished people weren’t always trying to get him to talk about how he felt. How was he supposed to feel?

	He felt like crap. He’d lost the only home he’d ever known. He’d lost the house he’d worked hard on for years, his friends and family, and everything else. He had to start from the beginning again, and he didn’t know how to do that.

	He had to find a job and a home. He had to decide if he wanted to stay with the pack long-term.

	When he thought about all these things, his head and heart hurt, so he’d been trying to avoid it. He wouldn’t be able to do so for long, but for now, he was happier acting as if none of that mattered.

	He wasn’t looking forward to having breakfast with Chance and Theo, so he was glad when his phone rang in his pocket. He knew it was his sister, and while part of him was torn about talking to her, he was happy to use her as an excuse.

	“That’s my sister,” he explained. “I’m going to answer. This is probably the only time available she has to talk to me today.”

	“Chance and I will be in the kitchen. I’m sure Mark and Lester will join us soon.”

	Charles nodded and stepped back toward his room. He didn’t bother closing the door as he answered. “Hey.”

	“I always think you’re not going to answer when I call,” Charles’s sister said.

	There was a slight trembling in her voice, so Charles knew what she was thinking about.

	“I’m all right,” he promised.

	“I’m glad to hear that, but I’d feel more comfortable if you agreed to move here.”

	Charles sighed and sat on his bed. “Allison, you know I can’t do that.”

	“Why not? The clan is gone. You have nothing keeping you there except for Mark, and from what you said, he’s happy. I’m sure he wants you to be happy, too, so I don’t think he’s the one keeping you there.”

	“He’s one of the reasons.” Mark and Charles had just lost their best friend. Charles thought he might break if he had to let go of Mark, too. It would be temporary, of course, and Mark was still alive and well, but it felt like too much. Charles couldn’t take it, not right now.

	Allison sighed. “I just don’t get it. What does the pack have that my clan doesn’t? I’m here, as are your nephew and niece. I know it’s not easy, but we’re your family. You should be with family.”

	Maybe she was right, but Charles wasn’t going anywhere. As much as he loved his sister and her family, they hadn’t been close in years. Allison had done the right thing by leaving the clan to be with her husband, but she’d had to move to another state, and between their jobs and everything else, sometimes, they didn’t speak for weeks. Charles loved her, and that would never change, but he couldn’t imagine himself living with her and her family. He didn’t know her new clan, and he’d be a stranger there as much as he was here. The only difference would be that he’d be with his sister, but he’d rather be closer to Mark.

	Not that he would tell Allison that. He didn’t think she would understand, and he didn’t want to hurt her.

	“Mark is my family, too,” he said. “And he needs me.”

	“I need you, too,” Allison whispered.

	“And you’ll always have me. I just need to be here for a little bit.”

	Allison snorted. “I know that means you’re never moving here.” She sighed. “It’s fine. I didn’t actually expect you to move. I just thought I’d offer and hope for the best. I want you to be safe and happy, Charles. That’s all that matters, and if you can find that with the pack, then I’m all for it. I’m just worried and scared that something is going to happen to you, too. I just lost Dad. I can’t lose someone else.”

	Their mother had died when they were children, and while their father had loved them and taken care of them, he hadn’t been very present. He’d had to work hard to support them, and Charles was grateful and would always love him, but it wasn’t the same. It would be easier to get over his father’s death than over the death of Rex because of how much closer he’d been to Rex.

	“You won’t lose me,” he told Allison, even though he couldn’t make that kind of promise. “I’m safe. The pack is welcoming, and they don’t expect much from me right now. They know what happened, and they’re giving me time to grieve.”

	Allison sniffed. “Just remember that you can always come here. I’ve already talked to my alpha, and she’s fine with it.”

	“I promise I will.”

	It was good to know that whatever happened next, Charles would always have someone, but he felt he needed to find his way on his own. This was his life now.

	Whatever that meant.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	The bedroom was all Red’s now. He should have been happy, but instead, he missed Matty’s snoring. It had lulled him to sleep for years when they lived on the street, then here in this house. It was weird not to hear it, and Red hadn’t been sleeping well because of that.

	He glanced around the bedroom. Well, because of that and because of the many changes in his life. He’d gone from living on the streets with people he considered his family to sharing a home with some of them to watching them finally living their lives. They’d found partners, fallen in love, and were moving out one by one. The house wasn’t empty yet, but Red felt it would be soon, and he wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

	Before finding his friends, he’d been completely alone. He didn’t want to go back to being alone, but sometimes it felt inevitable.

	At least none of his family was moving out of the pack. They weren’t going anywhere, and neither was Red, even though he was still alone.

	They were leaving him behind in a way, but it wasn’t their fault. He wanted Theo, Wade, and everyone else to be happy, and he’d always known they couldn’t stay together forever. It just felt weird and wasn’t something Red was used to.

	Tired of moping, he left his bedroom and headed downstairs for breakfast. The house was mostly silent, but he could hear someone walking upstairs. It made him smile. He wasn’t alone just yet, and he knew that even if he ended up being the only one living in this house, he never would be. After everything their little pack had gone through, they were family for life, whatever happened.

	Since the kitchen was still empty, he started breakfast for everyone. He was always happy to take care of his family. When his phone rang, he felt even better because he saw his grandfather’s name on the screen. He put the call on speaker and continued cooking. “What are you doing already awake?” he asked as a hello.

	His grandfather huffed. “Old people don’t need to sleep so much. What about you? Why are you already up?”

	“I’m getting breakfast ready.”

	Red had hidden his homelessness from his grandfather. Grandpa Rodney was the only blood family Red had left, and he would rather die than tell his grandfather that paying for the retirement home he lived in meant that Red had to sleep on the streets. He never wanted his grandfather to worry about him, and he would have if he’d found out what Red had done.

	But he wasn’t anymore. He didn’t have to hide anything from his grandfather. He had a home, friends, and a family, and he was moderately happy. That was all that mattered, right?

	“There’s something in your voice,” Red’s grandfather said. “You sound sad.”

	Of course he could tell how Red felt by his tone of voice. “Not sad. I’m just a bit mopey because everyone is finding partners and falling in love, and I feel left behind. Did I tell you that Wade finally managed to seduce James? I don’t think anyone believed he’d be able to do so. I told you how rigid James is.”

	Red’s grandfather had never met any of these people, but Red had told him about them so many times that he always said he felt he knew them. Red hoped to be able to bring his grandfather here eventually. It had always been his plan for them to live in the same town, and he was sure that if he asked, Chance would welcome his grandfather into the pack.

	But it wasn’t safe. After what the coven had done to the dragons, Red didn’t want to risk it. Until he was sure the pack was safe, his grandfather would be better off at his retirement home.

	“You’ll find someone eventually,” Grandpa Rodney said. “How could you not? You’re such a perfect boy.”

	Red snorted. “I’m really not. Even my friends don’t think I’m perfect, and they were forced to live with me for years.”

	“How perfect you are doesn’t matter. There’s someone out there for everyone, and I’m sure you’ll find your someone soon. Maybe you already have and haven’t noticed.”

	Red frowned and tried to think about the people he’d met recently. It was many more than he was used to. He’d never lived in such a big pack, but thankfully, it seemed like almost everyone was happy to have him and his family around. There had been a few grumbles when Chance had made them pack members, but most people had gotten used to seeing them around.

	Red couldn’t imagine a life with any of these people, though. It wasn’t that he didn’t want a bear. He didn’t care what kind of shifter whoever he ended up with would be. He wouldn’t even care if that person was human. He just wished to be understood and loved, but he couldn’t see that happening with any of the bears.

	His family was out, too. He loved them, but like siblings and family, nothing else. He and Matty had gotten close a few times over the years, but back then, they’d been desperate and in need of comfort. It hadn’t happened since they’d moved in with the pack, and Red didn’t think it would happen again. That part of their life was over, and that was fine.

	Red just wished he didn’t feel so lost and untethered. He wanted someone to tell him what to do, like Theo had done for so long, but that didn’t feel quite right, either.

	He’d have to find his path in life on his own.

	So no one from Chance’s pack and no one from Red’s family. Who did that leave? He supposed he could meet someone in town, but he hadn’t left pack territory often since he’d arrived. He felt safe here in a way he hadn’t in years, and it was hard to let go of that feeling. The pack provided him and the others with everything they needed, but maybe it was time to spread his wings a little bit.

	Thinking of wings made him think of the dragon shifters. Mark was with Lester, but one of Mark’s friends—Charles—had moved in with the pack, too, and while Red hadn’t talked to him, he found him handsome. Of course, Charles had more than enough to worry about without adding Red to the mix, which was one of the reasons Red had kept his distance. Charles didn’t need friends right now. He needed his family and time to grieve.

	“Is there someone, then?” Red’s grandfather asked. “I can hear in your voice that there might be.”

	“I don’t know. I wouldn’t say there’s someone. Maybe the idea of someone? I mean, I like the way this guy looks, but I haven’t really talked to him yet, so I don’t know.”

	“You should talk to him. Even if nothing comes out of it, you can never have too many friends.”

	That was true. Maybe Red had been looking at this from the wrong angle. Maybe Charles did need more friends. After all, he’d lost a lot. Red didn’t know if Charles had a family somewhere, but he seemed intent on staying here with the pack, where he only had Mark. He had to be a bit lonely, what with Mark being focused on Lester.

	Maybe Charles would be okay with making a new friend. Red didn’t expect anything else to happen, but he suspected they both needed someone to talk to.

	“Maybe I will talk to him,” he told his grandfather.

	“Good. I look forward to meeting him when you decide to introduce us.”

	Red laughed. “I’m not making promises. We’ve barely talked as it is, and he might not want anything to do with me.”

	“If he doesn’t, he’s a fool. Anyone would want to be your friend.”

	Red wished he could have the same faith in himself that his grandfather did, but that was all right. His grandfather had enough faith for both of them.

	Red prayed that soon he’d be able to bring his grandfather to the pack. Until then, he’d have to make the most out of what he had and ensure the pack was safe for his grandpa when he arrived.

	He had no idea how to do that.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Charles needed out. He was glad he’d talked to Allison, and he hoped they could do so again soon, but she’d pushed for him to move, and that had freaked him out a bit. Here, he wasn’t that far from the clan. If he moved where she was, he probably wouldn’t return here ever again, and he wasn’t ready for that.

	He wasn’t ready for many things, including breakfast with everyone else. Instead of going to the kitchen when the phone call was over, he went to the front door, eager for some fresh air. As soon as he was on the porch, he closed his eyes and
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