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      North Jamenson has always held his wolf closer to the surface then others. He's the quiet one, the one no one really knows about yet he holds the darkest secret. He’s watched his brothers find their mates and start families, and now it was his turn. He knows Lexi could be his and her son could be part of his family, but he doesn't know if he's ready to share the darkness that's entwined with his soul.

      Lexi Anderson is a mother, a sister, a latent wolf, and a new member of the Redwood Pack. She’s also holding secrets so close to her heart she’s not even sure she knows the truth anymore. When North takes another step closer to wanting to cement their bond, Lexi must come to grips with her past and what it means for her future. The Centrals’ war isn’t over yet and Lexi’s life is on the line as the paths they've chosen takes a drastic turn.
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      With an ever growing list of characters in each book, I know that it might seem like there are too many to remember. Well don’t worry; here is a list so you don’t forget. Not all are seen in this exact book, but here are the ones you’ve met so far. As the series progresses, the list will as well.

      Happy reading!

      Adam Jamenson—Enforcer of the Redwood Pack, third son of the Alpha. Mate to Bay and father to Micah. Story told in Enforcer’s Redemption and Forgiveness.

      Anna Jamenson—late mate of Adam.

      Bay Jamenson—new member of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Adam and mother to Micah. Story told in Enforcer’s Redemption and Forgiveness.

      Beth—member of the Redwood Pack. Aunt to Emily.

      Brie Jamenson—daughter of Jasper and Willow.

      Cailin Jamenson—Only daughter of Edward and Pat.

      Camille—deceased former member of the Redwood Pack.

      Caym—demon from Hell summoned by the Centrals. Lover of Corbin.

      Charlotte Jamenson—half-sister of Ellie’s. Will be raised as a daughter by Ellie and Maddox.

      Conner Jamenson—son of Josh, Reed and Hannah. Twin to Kaylee.

      Corbin Reyes—new Alpha of the Central Pack. Lover of Caym.

      Cyrus Ferns—deceased former unit teammate of Josh’s.

      Donald—member of the Redwood Pack.

      Edward Jamenson—Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Pat. Father to Kade, Jasper, Adam, Reed, Maddox, North and Cailin.

      Ellie Jamenson—Daughter of the former Alpha of the Central Pack. Mate to Maddox and mother to Charlotte. Story told in Shattered Emotions.

      Emily—young member of the Redwood Pack. Orphan and niece of Beth.

      Emeline—elder of the Redwood Pack. Lost her mate in the first war with the Centrals.

      Finn Jamenson—son of Kade and Melanie. Future Heir and Alpha of the Redwood Pack.

      Franklin—deceased former member of the Redwood Pack. Camille’s lover.

      Gina Jamenson—newly adopted daughter of Kade and Melanie. Her birth parents, Larissa and Neil were killed during an attack.

      Hannah—Healer of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Josh and Reed. Mother of Conner and Kaylee. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations.

      Hector Reyes—deceased former Alpha of the Central Pack. Father to Corbin, Ellie, Charlotte and Ellie’s twin.

      Henry—Redwood Pack member and store owner for 60 years.

      Isaac—deceased member of the Central Pack.

      Jason—member of the Redwood Pack and one of the Alpha’s enforcers.

      Jasper—Beta of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Willow and father of Brie. Story told in A Taste for a Mate.

      Jim—hot dog vendor and one of Josh’s former friends.

      Joseph Brentwood—deceased former Alpha of the Talon Pack.

      Josh Jamenson—former human Navy Seal. A Finder and partial demon. Mated to Reed and Hannah. Father to Conner and Kaylee. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations.

      Kade Jamenson—Heir and future Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Melanie. Father to Finn, Gina, and Mark. Story told in An Alpha’s Path and A Night Away.

      Kaylee Jamenson—daughter of Josh, Reed and Hannah. Twin to Conner.

      Larissa—deceased member of the Redwood Pack. Witch and friend to Melanie. Mate to Neil and mother of Gina and Mark.

      Lexi Anderson—former Talon Pack member and new Redwood Pack member. Mother to Parker and sister to Logan.

      Logan Anderson—former Talon Pack member and new Redwood Pack member. Uncle to Parker and brother to Lexi.

      Maddox Jamenson—Omega of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Ellie and father to Charlotte. Story told in Shattered Emotions.

      Mark Jamenson—newly adopted son of Kade and Melanie. His birth parents, Larissa and Neil were killed during an attack.

      Melanie Jamenson—former human chemist and mate to Kade. Mother to Finn, Gina and Mark. Story told in An Alpha’s Path and A Night Away.

      Meryl—Redwood Pack Elder.

      Micah Jamenson—son of Adam and Bay.

      Mrs. Carnoski—elderly customer of Josh’s when he was human.

      Neil—deceased member of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Larissa and father of Gina and Mark.

      Noah—member of the Redwood Pack and former lover of Cailin’s.

      North Jamenson—doctor in the Redwood Pack, son of the Alpha.

      Parker Anderson—new member of the Redwood Pack and son of Lexi’s.

      Patricia (Pat) Jamenson—mate of the Alpha, Alpha female, and mother to Kade, Jasper, Adam, Reed, Maddox, North, and Cailin.

      Patrick—disgruntled member of The Redwood Pack.

      Reed Jamenson—artist and son of the Alpha of the Redwood Pack. Mate to Josh and Hannah. Story told in Trinity Bound and Blurred Expectations.

      Reggie—deceased former member of the Central Pack.

      Samuel—deceased former member of the Central Pack.

      Willow Jamenson—former human baker and now mate to Jasper. Mother to Brie. Story told in A Taste for a Mate.
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      “You’re going to get her back for me, right?”

      Caym closed his eyes at Corbin’s repeated question. The pain behind his temples increased with each word, as if even his brain couldn’t stand the man beside him anymore. With a flick of his wrist, he could kill the little wolf and be done with this game, but alas, it wasn’t time.

      Yet.

      Corbin had only one thing on his mind…her. It seemed as if she was the only thing the bastard wolf talked about anymore.

      No, not said, demanded, as if Corbin was the one really in control and pulling all the strings.

      How little the big bad wolf knew.

      Caym turned over on his side, the silky black sheet sliding down his hip to expose just enough to get what he wanted from the Alpha of the Central Pack. Corbin’s eyes traced his body, yet Caym suppressed a dry quirk of his lips.

      It never failed to amuse him that with just a little skin and light-to-heavy petting he could have this wolf eating out of the palm of his hand.

      Well, maybe not amuse. Caym didn’t feel amusement or any other form of real emotion. He might portray anger and other heightened feelings if the situation called for it and if it would help him in his conquest, but it was never real.

      As a demon, he didn’t need to feel anything. He could if he wanted to, but most days, he couldn’t care less. The blood running through his veins had enough anger and betrayal flowing through it, he didn’t need to add anything else to it.

      If he wanted to feel emotions, though, at the moment, all he’d do was yawn with boredom.

      First Corbin had wanted Caym to find Ellie, the wolf’s sister, and bring her back.

      Now the damn so-called Alpha wanted Caym to find this long-lost woman of his. How Corbin was consistently losing women boggled Caym’s mind, but it wasn’t his place to say anything about it.

      Well, at least not yet.

      Caym ran a hand down Corbin’s naked chest and lifted a brow. “If you’re awake enough to worry about a woman, then I must not have done my job.” His hand slid lower, and Corbin groaned.

      Sex meant nothing to Caym. He’d rather have the blood in the Alpha’s veins or the heart beating in his chest. Fucking the wolf, though, let him have more control without having to show that he was the one actually in charge.

      As long as Corbin took the blame for their actions against the Redwoods, Caym could sit back and wait for his chance to take it all.

      The Redwoods and, of course, Corbin wouldn’t know what hit them.

      Corbin pulled away, but the heat didn’t leave his eyes. “I want her, Caym. She left me, and I’ll be damned if I let her get away with it.”

      That, at least, Caym could understand. He’d have killed the woman, but Corbin was a little sentimental with his…toys.

      Caym thought back to the time when he’d let Corbin’s previous toy, Ellie, leave the dungeon in the arms of her mate, Maddox. Caym had been weakened from using a large amount of power in a short period of time in order to save Corbin.

      It hadn’t been time for Corbin to die; Caym still needed him for his plans. As a result, he’d let the Omega of the Redwood Pack and his mate live.

      That might have been a mistake, but Caym didn’t feel Maddox would prove to be part of his plan as much as his twin, North, would.

      Oh, yes, North, the doctor of the Pack was fated to be part of Caym’s plans. He just needed to make sure certain key elements were put in place first. He already had a mole on the inside. Yes, his plans would work out perfectly.

      He would accept nothing less.

      “She’s protected. We will find a way to get her though. We’ll just have to be creative.”

      Yes, and when North found out exactly what those plans where, the next part of his destiny would be put in place.

      After all, it was fated that North would kill Corbin.

      That didn’t mean, though, that Caym couldn’t give the wolf a nudge.
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      Her wolf wanted to eat him up—one tasty morsel at a time.

      Lexi Anderson sighed.

      No, that wouldn’t be happening.

      It didn’t matter that she wanted to lick the man at the party with many generous swipes of her tongue because it just wouldn’t happen.

      It didn’t matter that she wanted to bury her hands in his hair while he pumped himself into her, their sweat-slicked bodies sliding against one another as they came together hard.

      It still wouldn’t be happening.

      She took a deep breath, the outside air filling her lungs and cooling her down—at least somewhat. As she tried to relax, she took in her surroundings, needing something far greater than her to function. The trees stood around them, tall, ancient, almost comforting. The sun warmed her skin in the cooling air, though just from looking at the man across from her, she was heated plenty already.

      She took another breath, holding it in for as long as she could. The scent of forest and the coming rain would never be enough for her.

      Lexi would never know the feeling of the land beneath her four paws, the brush of wind in her fur, nor the release of home and center when the moon’s pull finally took her wolf.

      No, she would never have any of that, yet she should have been used to it by now.

      She’d been a latent wolf—a wolf trapped within her body, unable to shift, but still part of her in a sense—for all fifty years of her life, and wishing for something different was only making things harder for her. Since latent wolves couldn’t shift into their wolf forms, they were forever bound to their human forms and cut off from the wolf part of their souls. They couldn’t even hear their other half’s thoughts. Oh, they could feel something, or at least feel the instincts and some of the urges that came with being a wolf, but they didn’t feel the same connection that others did.

      It had been a miracle in itself that she’d survived into adulthood, as most latent wolves died from the added stress to their bodies because of their inability to shift.

      She was one of the lucky ones.

      If one could call it that.

      There were more important things in her world than the fact she would never be able to shift into a wolf.

      Namely, the little boy playing in the front yard of the Alpha’s home.

      Parker, her eight-year-old son and love of her life, currently played in a pile of wolf babies. Well, only one baby was currently in wolf form, as the others were too young to change yet, but her Parker seemed to be in heaven.

      Finn, the son of the Heir to the Redwood Pack, jumped on Parker’s stomach. Luckily the three-year-old had learned enough control in wolf form that he didn’t have his claws out. Wolf children didn’t shift until they were at least two or three years old when they would have at least a semblance of control over their little bodies.

      Even though Lexi had grown up in the Talon Pack and knew that children play-fought in both forms, she still winced. It had been awhile since she’d been around other wolves for long periods of time, and she didn’t like the idea of her baby being hurt by Finn’s little claws.

      It was, after all, only the third time the other little boy had shifted into this form. He had remarkable control though, considering his age. Lexi wasn’t sure if that had to do with the royal blood running through his veins, the fact that he would one day be the Heir and then eventually the Alpha, or that he was wise for his age. He’d already been through so much, almost being killed by the hands of their worst enemy. He’d been changed dramatically, even at a young age.

      All of that together seemed to have made one strong little wolf.

      The little fluff ball mock growled at Parker then rolled onto his back, leaving all four paws in the air. His cousins, Micah and Brie, who were both under two, gave up trying to tickle Parker and went to give Finn a belly rub.

      Something oddly hollow echoed in Lexi’s chest at the sight.

      These babies were part of a family. A family that, while they had opened their home to her, Parker, and her brother, Logan, wasn’t hers.

      They would never be hers.

      Not really.

      She thought she had a family before with the Talons, and then that had been shattered. The Alpha had exiled her, cutting her off from the Pack because of something out of her control. Logan came with her because he was her brother. God, she hated that she’d caused him to be a lone wolf, shunned because of what had happened to her.

      They spent over eight years on the run until finally coming into contact with the Redwoods. For some reason, they had opened their wards and let them into their Pack—blood bond and all.

      She knew not everyone within the Pack was happy about it, but the Jamensons, the ruling family, wanted them.

      Lexi still wasn’t sure how she felt about that.

      A man, Patrick, yes, that was his name, walked past her and glared. Not so odd considering most wolves who didn’t really know her seemed to do that, but she didn’t know this man or what his problem was.

      She raised a brow, and he looked down on her as though she were five-day-old dog poo.

      Great.

      He walked away, and she looked off in the distance. It seemed making friends with people other than the Jamensons was going to be a lost cause. In Patrick’s case, it didn’t seem as though she was missing anything.

      “Still on the outside looking in?” Cailin Jamenson, the Alpha’s only daughter, asked as she walked up to Lexi’s side.

      Lexi gave the gorgeous woman a weak smile, feeling positively frumpy and old in her tattered jeans and shirt. It wasn’t as if Lexi had a closet full of clothes after being on the run for so long. In fact, most of what she was wearing and possessed was borrowed.

      Damn, she’d have to change that soon. It didn’t sit well with her that she didn’t have much to her name. She left most of her belongings when she left the Talons and hadn’t been able to add to her wardrobe and personal things over time. That whole experience left Lexi feeling less than attractive.

      Cailin, however, looked like God’s gift to man with her long blue-black hair flowing down her back and her piercing green eyes that seemed to see more than Lexi wanted. The woman would make fashion models feel inferior with her sharp cheekbones, curves like a goddess, painted-on jeans, and a tight tank that only emphasized the woman’s way-too-perky breasts.

      Lexi had a decent body because of the healthy metabolism and genetics of being a wolf, but there must have been something special in the water the day Cailin Jamenson was conceived.

      Logan didn’t stand a chance.

      Lexi snorted at that thought, and Cailin raised her brow. It was plain to see that Logan and Cailin were potential mates. Because fate was a fickle bitch, each wolf had many—or sometimes not so many—potential mates that they could meet throughout their long lifetimes. Just because the mating urge rode hard and a connection could click into place at any moment didn’t mean that the two parties had to act on it.

      From where Lexi stood, it seemed the lone Jamenson daughter wanted to be as far from Logan as possible.

      There had to be a story there, but considering Lexi had even more secrets of her own, she wasn’t about to start prying.

      Much.

      “Lexi?”

      She blinked as Cailin moved closer, her eyebrows lowered.

      “Sorry. I’m just thinking.” Well, it was the truth, though Lexi wasn’t about to tell Cailin what she was actually thinking about.

      “Do I want to know what about?” Cailin asked, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear.

      It was May and summer was already starting its angry burn across the rest of the country, but in the Northwest, it was still a bit cool with the cloud cover. Plus, the Pack’s den was situated between two cliff faces and surrounded by tall trees. Though not actually Redwoods, they were close. It was a running joke—like a thousand years running—that the Pack was named after trees that didn’t actually exist in their chosen area.

      Lexi didn’t quite get it, but it wasn’t a big deal. She was just happy this Pack seemed to have opened their arms to her and her family.

      At least the Jamensons had.

      The rest of the Pack…yeah, not so much. An image of Patrick filled her mind, and she blinked it away.

      That was a thought for another time. Right now, she had a little boy’s birthday to celebrate, a certain wolf to avoid, and a pretense to show another wolf that everything was okay while she herself avoided that certain wolf.

      It was confusing enough that Lexi didn’t need to add another set of worries to her already full plate.

      “Lexi, hon? What the heck is going on in that head of yours?” Cailin moved to block Lexi’s view of the tangle of children and stared right at her face.

      Lexi might have been a couple inches taller than the other woman, but Cailin had a presence that couldn’t be ignored. She only had to ask her brother.

      She shook her head then smiled. At least she thought she smiled. It might as well have been a grimace considering the way Cailin’s eyebrow rose.

      Again.

      “I’m fine. Really. I think I’m just tired. That’s all.”

      “Not sleeping?” Cailin asked.

      “Not really.” That wasn’t a change though. Lexi rarely slept through the night. She never really had considering she was latent. Her body was a little more wired than most because she couldn’t expel energy the way the other wolves could. Not to mention the whole on-the-run thing didn’t exactly soothe one’s nerves.

      “Do you need to talk to Hannah about getting something to help you sleep?”  Hannah was the Pack Healer, the one person connected to the Pack through bonds that enabled her to use the overall energy and her own powers to Heal others. “If you don’t want to go to her, I can probably help. I used to grow the Pack herbs until Hannah took over.”

      Wolves’ metabolisms were such that they couldn’t take the usual human drugs or even get drunk on alcohol. It was great for the wolves, considering their genetics helped with maintaining their bodies for centuries and sometimes even longer, but sucked for things like the common cold. Wolves didn’t actually die of old age like humans did. Those that reached a certain age became elders and usually shut themselves off from the world because of all their memories. Cailin had once grown the herbs and harvested other plants used as natural remedies to help the wolves. Now that Hannah had come into the Pack when she’d mated Cailin’s brother, Reed—as well as another man named Josh—and become the Healer, Cailin had been out of a job.

      From the tone Cailin used just then, Lexi had a feeling the woman didn’t quite know what to do with herself now. Sure, Cailin babysat her numerous nieces and nephews—increasing in number daily it seemed—but the young woman didn’t really seem to have a place in the Pack beyond the blood in her veins.

      Cailin was only in her early twenties though and over eighty years younger than her brothers, who were all within a year or two in age.

      No wonder the woman looked lost.

      Oh great. Now Lexi was worrying about another’s problems rather than her own. It made her forget the lingering doubts, fears, worries, and scariness in her own life at least a little while.

      “I’m fine, Cailin, really,” Lexi finally answered. “I don’t need to take anything to sleep. Logan and I take turns freaking out around the house when we have long nights and can’t sleep.”

      Cailin stiffened at the mention of Logan’s name, and Lexi inwardly cursed. Great going. It wasn’t as if Lexi didn’t know the other woman was pointedly avoiding Logan.

      An unwritten rule existed between the two of them.

      Lexi didn’t mention her brother.

      Cailin didn’t mention hers.

      Ever.

      Damn it.

      “Thank you for offering though,” Lexi added lamely. “It’s nice that your family is still holding a birthday party, despite all that’s going on.”

      Oh, holy hell. Her attempt at changing the subject had failed. This topic was just as bad as the original subject. Mentioning everything that was “going on”—war, death, and torture—wasn’t the best way to cool the tension rising between the two women. No, it was the exact opposite of what she’d hoped to do.

      Though, really, there didn’t seem to be a safe topic. It wasn’t as if Lexi knew the Jamensons that well since she’d just become a Redwood, and with the war with the Centrals—the main focal point and reason why Lexi, Logan, and Parker were there in the first place—there wasn’t much else to talk about.

      Honestly though…

      Cailin grinned, despite the mood. “We’re family. Finn’s the first grandbaby, the first of them to shift. It’s a big deal. Plus, he’ll be Alpha one day.”

      “So he gets special treatment?”

      Cailin shook her head. “Oh no. Not at all. Each of those babies, and the ones to come, will get parties, love, and everything else they need. If we didn’t do that, then what the hell are we fighting for?”

      “I guess that makes sense.” It did. Though since she’d been shunned from her own Pack because of the actions of others, she still didn’t quite believe it. Oh, she desperately wanted to, but she couldn’t.

      Not anymore.

      “It damn well should,” Cailin grumbled. “My Pack is in pain because of those assholes, and I’ll be fucking pissed if we win and lose ourselves. We’re Pack and family first, warriors second. That’s what we need to be in order to stay who we are. I was wrong once when I asked my dad if we could go dark to win. Fucking wrong. I’m not going to do that again. We’re going to beat those fucking bastards, and we’re going to do it all the while blowing out candles on birthday cakes and making babies.”

      Lexi blinked at Cailin’s impassioned speech.

      Well then.

      A blush crept over Cailin’s cheeks, and she ducked her head. The look suited her and made her look her age, rather than the image of the sex goddess she usually presented without trying.

      “Sorry. I get a little worked up thinking about all the shit my family has been through.”

      “And the fact that you haven’t been able to help,” Lexi whispered, knowing they had begun to attract the attention of the others. A few Jamensons glanced their way, but it was mostly the others not of the family that looked out of the corner of their eye or blatantly stared at them. Those had their normal sneer on their faces whenever they were near.

      Lucky her.

      Cailin’s head shot up, and she blinked. “I hate it.” She looked over her shoulder at her family, who had no doubt quieted to hear her words. Werewolves, after all, had exceptional hearing. “We can talk about it later.”

      Lexi nodded then watched the young woman, who looked so sure of herself but clearly wasn’t, walk toward the pile of pups and start to play.

      “I’m glad she talks to you when she won’t talk to anyone else,” a voice said from behind her, and she froze.

      Hell, he was freaking quiet when he wanted to be.

      North slid to her side but didn’t look at her. Not that she was looking at him—oh no, she couldn’t do that and breathe nowadays—but she could see him out of the corner of her eye.

      Lexi swallowed hard and tried to regain the cool, collected composure she used when she had no earthly idea what else to do.

      “She doesn’t talk to the rest of you?” She found that hard to believe, considering Cailin had wonderful parents, six big brothers, a brother-in-law, and five sisters-in-law.

      North shrugged. She felt the touch of his overheated skin against her arm, and she held back a shiver.

      She would not show the man how he affected her.

      Ever.

      “She’s so much younger than the rest of us. Yes, she’s the same age as a few of my brothers’ mates, but it’s different. They’re family now but still new. Cailin’s never felt comfortable about showing who she is to outsiders, and it’s even worse really within the family. She’s great with that façade of hers—the bitchy, twenty-something power attitude—but she doesn’t break down with us. Not since she was a little girl.”

      Lexi’s heart ached for Cailin and even more so for the man she felt a connection to, despite all the reasons she shouldn’t.  It wasn’t as though Cailin was any different than the rest of them, but she was so much younger than her brothers, and there were things the woman might not even want to share.

      “I’ll do what I can. I like her.” Lexi had no idea why she’d said that first part. She couldn’t even take care of her own crap, let alone another person’s. Okay, she could take care of Parker and Logan, but they were…hers.

      North moved so he blocked her view of the pups again, and she sucked in a breath.

      Gods, he was beautiful.  Tanned skin created by genetics and touched by the sun covered a hard body that she’d seen naked only because of his shifts, not for anything more. And damn, she wanted to have that be for something more. He had those Jamenson jade-green eyes, framed by light lashes, that Lexi knew she could fall into if she didn’t watch herself. Unlike most of his brothers, he and his twin Maddox had inherited their mother’s hair, a dark blond, unruly mass that looked damn good on him.

      She really needed to stop looking at him that way.

      “Thank you for taking care of my sister,” he whispered, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear.

      She didn’t dare breathe. She knew once she caught a whiff of that spicy scent, latent or not, her wolf—or what she thought of as her wolf—would want to hunt.

      That wouldn’t be happening.

      Ever.

      His fingers lingered on her cheek, and her body shuddered.

      Traitor.

      She pulled back, the loss of his touch like a deep abyss she knew she’d never be able to cross.

      “I need to go.”

      She didn’t even bother to lie. Not this time. She turned tail and ran back to her home. No, not her home, the place where her family slept.

      Her name carried across the wind as North called her back, but she ignored it.

      Ignored him.

      She kicked the door closed, then turned, bracing her back against it. Her legs gave out, and she slid to the floor, the sobs wracking through her body as memories flooded and attacked her.

      The darkness of his eyes tearing into her.

      The feel of those callous fingers digging into her when she screamed.

      She shut her eyes against the nightmares and banged her fists against her temples.

      “Get out! Stop!” she screamed into the empty room, tears rolling down her cheeks.

      She had to get it under control. The others couldn’t know what had happened, or her baby boy’s life would be forfeit.

      It was a dangerous game living with the Redwoods as it was. It would be even more dangerous to get close to the one man who could break her.

      Even though her body told her, just as his was no doubt doing to him, that they could be mates, she knew that would never happen.

      The wolf in her dreams begged for the man—at least that was what she thought since she couldn’t actually hear her wolf—she could feel the man’s touch on her cheek and knew it was useless to dream.

      To hope.

      There would be no future with North Jamenson.

      She was already mated.
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      “You seem to be doing okay with the prosthesis,” North Jamenson said, his words on one thing, his mind on another.

      His brother, Adam, sat on the exam table, his one leg touching the floor, his other leg—amputated at the knee—resting while North finished up the examination. Adam shrugged, tension still clearly riding him, though North knew the leg was completely healed.

      “I don’t really feel like it’s on anymore, you know? It’s just…there.”

      North gripped Adam’s shoulder and squeezed. Adam had come a long way since the demon Caym had taken his leg in battle, but North knew his brother still had days where he missed his leg. It was only natural. Thankfully, Adam had his mate, Bay, and baby boy, Micah, to make things better.

      Seriously, Adam had come a long way.

      “You’re good to go then,” North said as he stepped back so Adam could put his prosthesis back on. In the past, North might have stepped in to help, but his older brother knew what he was doing by now and put it on with a practised ease.

      Adam walked out of the clinic, leaving North to his thoughts, which frankly, he didn’t need. He didn’t want to think about the fear and shame that had hit him like a train when Lexi ran away from him. He didn’t want to see the sorrow in her gaze when she looked at him with those wide hazel eyes.

      He didn’t want to picture the look of confusion on Parker’s face when he watched his mom run away. Or the way the little boy had shied away from him when Lexi ran—as if Parker knew it was North’s fault his mom had fled.

      North sucked in a breath at a sharp, lancing pain arching across his palm and cursed. He’d clenched his fist and forgotten he’d been holding a fountain pen. Out of control, and with his werewolf strength, he’d smashed the damn thing and had even stabbed himself with the pointed edge.

      Great.

      Just fucking great.

      He threw the pen in the trash and washed his hands. Sure, wolves couldn’t get normal diseases like humans, but getting ink in a wound didn’t seem like the best idea.

      He didn’t bother bandaging it because it was healing on its own, and in within the next twenty minutes, he’d be good as new again.

      Fuck. He couldn’t believe he’d lost control like that.

      Again.

      North was considered the calm one, the brother who was there to help the others but never on the front lines, never making waves. And he was good at it.

      He had to be that person.

      If he wasn’t, the others might find out exactly what he was.

      He’d hidden it from them for so long he knew he had to keep it buried.

      If his family found out exactly what he was and what he could do, they’d… Well, he didn’t know what they’d do.

      He didn’t want to know.

      He put away the equipment he’d been using on Adam, then cleaned up his exam room. His clinic was three rooms—an exam room, an operating room, and his office—attached to his home. It used to be that he spent more time in his clinic than his home. However, since Hannah, one of his brother Reed’s mates, had joined the Pack, he’d been relegated to glorified nurse.

      Hannah was the Healer, the one who Healed the Pack and took care of their physical hurts. His twin Maddox, the Omega, took care of the Pack’s emotional needs.

      North, on the other hand, was on standby with a cold compress and bandage.

      He let out a sigh.

      Okay, it wasn’t that bad. He still had to deal with things that Hannah couldn’t deal with because of her energy levels. She relied on the Pack’s bonds to Heal her patients. Sometimes, especially when she’d been pregnant, it was better for North to administer first aid or perform a procedure after Hannah had done all she could.

      It still made him inferior.

      He’d been a doctor for decades, learning new techniques and brushing up on modern medicine under false aliases within the human schools.

      Now he figured he might need something else to focus on.

      He’d thought
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