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        Craving Camden

      

      

      

      Welcome to the dark side of the paranormal world.

      

      For a hundred years, Camden had one all-consuming goal: to find his brother Caiden. He was forever searching and always hoping.

      

      Whitlock spent his life denying the power inside him. Living openly was an adjustment, one he wasn’t comfortable with yet. Though the others knew part of his story, he still kept one secret to himself. He lived in fear of the pack not accepting him.

      

      The first time Whit saw Cam, it was love at first sight.

      

      He never dreamed his crush would want him back.

      

      But Caiden was still on the run, leaving a part of Cam perpetually empty. Whit would do anything to soothe Cam’s soul, even if it meant putting himself in harm’s way.

      

      Death. Danger. Inevitable destruction. That was the life these shifters led.

      

      Only time would tell if they’d survive the latest storm headed their way.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          CAMDEN

        

      

    

    
      My knees hit the blood-covered floor a second before the tears begin to fall.

      My parents.

      Dead.

      Throats ripped out.

      Disemboweled.

      And my brother… gone. Not dead, just not here.

      How did this happen? Who could have done this? And where did Caiden go?

      So many questions rush through my mind in rapid succession. Ones I don’t have answers to. I wish I did. I’m not sure how to process the deaths of my parents, let alone the disappearance of my brother.

      I have to stay positive. Caiden is alive. Somewhere out there my brother is hopefully okay. I’m going to do whatever I have to until he’s found. I won’t give up hope. The part of my being that was always connected to Caiden is still intact. I can sense he’s alive. Either that or it’s all in my head. Either way, I’m holding on to that hope.

      It was a friend of my dad’s who found me to inform me of their deaths. A mage named Irus. He came to the house to visit them and discovered their bodies. Still warm. The crime had very recently taken place. If I didn’t know Irus as well as I do, I would have suspected he had something to do with it. But I was there the day Irus brought my dad home after a rogue attack from another shifter. I watched as my dad shifted to heal and Irus protected my family for a week solid until he knew we were safe. That was ten years ago. I’ve never forgotten what happened.

      Luckily, Irus has vampire powers and teleported me home after he told me how he found my parents. He’s not one to use his powers often, but this was an emergency.

      “Camden, we need to lay them to rest,” Irus says with a hand on my shoulder. He helps me stand then embraces me, not caring about the blood I’m covered in. Their blood. The crimson of the ones who brought me into this world.

      The home I was raised in is on over three hundred acres in Wyoming. It was where my parents wanted to settle, away from everyone and everything. Irus and my dad grew so close they told him to build a home for himself on their property. They loved having him near.

      “He’d want you to have it,” I state.

      “Have what?”

      “The land. The house. Everything. You were his best friend.”

      “Camden…” Irus turns his head and tries to discreetly brush away his tears. I’m not the only one who is gutted. Irus hurts as well.

      “Do you want the house? If not, let’s lay them to rest in it. We’ll burn it with them inside.” There’s no way I could live here again. Not after seeing them like I have in the place I considered my childhood home.

      “I couldn’t… Not with them… Let them go in the place they loved.”

      I nod once and slowly make my way through the house gathering what I want to keep, telling Irus to do the same. We collect everything we can that has meaning to us. More tears fall as I go through my parents’ most prized possessions. The jewelry my dad gave my mom. The paintings my mom made for my dad. I gather it all and take it outside, a safe distance from the home.

      The worst part is my brother’s room. Nothing in here is disturbed. Not even the small stuffed wolf he keeps on his bed. He’s slept with it every night since he was a year old when my dad gave it to him. And Caiden left it here. He never would have if everything were okay. It solidifies that someone took my brother.

      I grab the wolf and the framed pictures on Caid’s dresser and take them with me as I exit the house. When I do find Caid, I’ll buy him new clothes. I’ll give him whatever he needs. But the other things, they’re irreplaceable.

      Once everything is outside and Irus emerges as well, with a few items that remind him of my parents, we go inside and cover Mom and Dad up with the quilt my grandmother made for them when they mated. It was always on their bed.

      I have no family left except Caid. Everyone else is gone from this world. Never to be seen or heard from again. Then I remember I also have Irus. He isn’t family by blood but he’s proven to be part of us over and over again.

      With one last look at my parents, the remainder of my heart shatters, leaving nothing but stark grief and burning anger. They didn’t deserve this. My parents never hurt anyone. Yet they were killed in their home. The place where they had peace and comfort. Where they raised their family.

      It’s here I vow to find my brother and those who killed my parents. I’m going to make them pay for what they did. I’m going to torture them. Make them wish they died long before I got my hands on them. Whoever it is, they took everything from me.

      There’s a part of my mind wondering if Caid ran. If he got away and wasn’t kidnapped, but Irus looked. He combed the area before coming to find me. There were no clues as to where Caid might have gone.

      Outside the home, Irus casts a protective ward around us and the structure. We don’t want anyone to see the fire and alert the authorities. We don’t need an audience. Don’t want to explain to humans why the house is on fire or that there are two dead bodies inside.

      Then he casts a spell to conjure fire. “Are you sure?” he asks me.

      I nod. There’s nothing left here. My parents are gone. Only their bodies remain. And Caid is nowhere to be found.

      Irus steps up to the home and places little balls of fire around the house then steps back. We stand side by side as the fire quickly engulfs the home. I have no doubt Irus added an accelerant to it to make that happen. He knows me well. He knows I don’t want this drawn out. There is no bringing them back.

      I’ll never get another hug from my mom. My dad will never ruffle my hair like he’d done most of my life. There will be no more of the cookies my mom would make every time I had my heart broken. Or when she packaged them up for me when I finally moved out. It’s all gone. I’m left with nothing but memories.

      Caiden is out there somewhere. I’m not sure where, but I won’t stop searching until I find him.
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          CAMDEN

        

      

    

    
      Roughly a Hundred Years Later

      “If you don’t get your hand off me, I’m going to shift and sever it,” I growl.

      Dathan scoffs. “Like I’m scared of you. It’s as if you forget who I am and what I’m capable of.”

      “Thay, man, leave Cam alone,” Echo states.

      “Why the fate would I do that? We’re training. He needs to learn to deal with distractions out in the field.”

      The building we’re training beside is missing a roof. There are no doors or windows. Just the stone structure with outlines of where the objects used to be. And out there somewhere are Aries, Sevan, and Sawyer. Austin is perched in a tree with Desmond. The eight of us make up the Avynwood Rescue Team. Those in our pack started it and the three members of the Quivakond joined later.

      Keeping my anger in check is something I’ve been working on. I have a hold on it most times. There are others where it gets the better of me. But the males on this team have been putting up with my attitude for almost two years now. I think a lot of my anger comes from missing my brother and not finding him, no matter how many leads I follow.

      Just the thought of Caiden sends a knife through my heart. He’s still out there somewhere. I’m not sure where. It’s so damn hard to try and live a full life when part of you is missing. I haven’t felt whole since the day my parents were killed and my brother disappeared. I’ve come close. Like the day I joined the Avynwood Pack.

      Aries and the team were out on a mission when we crossed paths for the first time. We were checking out the same group of underground paranormal traffickers. We ran into each other and didn’t realize at first we were on the same side.

      Words were said. Fur was ripped out. I didn’t know them and they didn’t know me. But then Thay read my mind and told the team what I was doing there.

      I was asked on the spot to join the Avynwood Pack since I had no pack of my own. They told me what they could offer. Explained that not only would I have a pack to be part of but others to help me find my brother. Once I accepted, I was asked to join the rescue team. Of course, that’s not the story the pack knows. They think I showed up looking for my brother. Aries took me in, vowing to help. It’s partially true. Aries did take me in and offer to help. But we couldn’t reveal how our initial introduction took place.

      We completed that mission then I was brought to a remote location only the team, their mates, a few select others, and a mage know about. Yvonne Rakotz did this thing with my mind where she built a powerful block no one could break. Not even the Verascues. It’s something she rarely uses and never tells anyone else about. Powerful spells like that drain her energy, so she doesn’t do them often.

      I’m still floored the Verascues haven’t found out about the team but grateful at the same time. Sol and Ford would want to join. Hell, Eloise and Seth probably would, too. Not that they’re bad to have on our side, but Sol and Ford aren’t exactly known for being silent killers. Deadly? Sure. However, our missions require a lot of watching. Waiting. Exacting plans down to the T. There is no room for anyone to go off half-cocked.

      Neon green paint splatters against the wall above my head. I drop lower and crawl backward with the others by my side. We practice with paintball guns and paintballs. It keeps our training fresh and it’s fun. There’s a lot of satisfaction in hitting the other team with paintballs. It stings and bruises. We shift at the end of each session to erase any evidence of what we’ve been doing. Except for Thay. He heals instantly, thanks to the fae side of him.

      “He almost got you, Cam,” Austin chuckles in my ear.

      We each have an earpiece in. The same we wear when out in the field. Ones that Thay used his magic on so we can hear everyone on the team through them, but they also have a mic built in so we can be heard. And they’re nearly invisible.

      I growl low, “I’m going to kill you when we get out of here.”

      “No, you’re not. You love me. You won’t touch me.” I may shoot him once he comes down from that tree. It’s tempting.

      I’m still mad about everything going down with the Quivakond Pack and the fact they didn’t tell us what was happening as it was. Members of their pack were hurt and killed. It explains why Austin, Echo, and Thay were absent from some of the training sessions. And Andre? Seth’s brother? It blew my mind that he was involved. But there’s something Thay isn’t telling me. I saw it when he looked at me this morning. I asked him what it was but then we were interrupted.

      After our training session, I’m having lunch with Solomon. How I got roped into that I’m not sure. I have a feeling it has to do with whatever Thay is keeping from me. The others on the team watched him curiously today. Seems I’m not the only one in the dark. It wasn’t surprising, though. Out of all of us, Thay is the only one who can read minds. The rest of us are shifters with no vampire powers. No fae magic. Just wolves who fight the best we can.

      Two paintballs hit me in the back. I stand, throw my gun to the ground, and watch as Thay and Echo are picked off next. They got us. Somehow, they crept in behind us and took us out.

      Aries, Sevan, and Sawyer come around the side of the building with wide grins.

      “You won’t get us next time,” Thay warns, causing Aries to laugh.

      We mix up teams. Never the same three. And the spotters change, too. Desmond and Austin were the ones overseeing the training today. Not only do they rile us up and get us off our game, but they also watch both teams’ every move. They look for spots we don’t cover. Holes we leave open. Things we should have done differently so we can learn and improve.

      Thay takes a few minutes to use his magic to clean us of paint then we enter a big shed where we change, can shift, and store the gear we use for training. We’re currently in the woods of western New Jersey, where Aries had bought land and started a business. Every day, except Mondays, this place is open to the general public. It’s a big paintball course and also a way to get more income for the pack. On Mondays, it’s ours and ours alone. Completely closed to the public.

      The shifter, Isaac, who runs it is a lone wolf who didn’t want to be part of the pack but welcomed the job. He knows the packs come here on Mondays to release steam. It’s not just us but anyone in the Quivakond and Avynwood Packs can come. They don’t normally, though. And we always know if anyone else will be here since the others have to book in advance.

      What Isaac doesn’t know is what we do on the side. Only we do and our mates. Yvonne had to work on their minds also. Dante, Mira, Merrick, and Zayda as well. After all, someone in each pack has to stay behind when the team goes out. Both the alpha and beta in each pack can’t be gone at the same time. Dante is always aware when we leave, same with Merrick. The packs are covered.

      Everyone on the team has a mate but me and I’m fine with that. I don’t need someone worrying about me. Someone wondering if I’ll come home with injuries every time we go out on a mission. Or if I’ll return at all. I’m good on my own. When I get lonely, I find a male or female to spend some time with and leave afterward. No attachments. Ever.

      Once we’re back in our clothes and each having shifted who needed to, Thay opens a portal for us to go back to the Avynwood property. He always does this within Aries’ home so no one sees us. And it’s in a part of the home no one outside of us, and their mates, knows exists.

      In the corner of the lowest level, behind a false wall, is a soundproof room we enter and leave from. It’s also warded. Paranormals can feel magic in the air. Not all but a lot of them. This way, every time a portal opens, the magic won’t be felt. The same room exists in Austin’s work shed on the Quivakond Pack property.

      With the portal closed behind us, Aries eases the wall forward and listens. He texts Cassie quickly and asks if the coast is clear. She responds and we file out. No words are spoken. Our movements are silent. Upstairs, Sevan, Sawyer, Des, and I go our separate ways. I have a feeling one day someone will catch on, but no one has yet. This team has been in place for years.

      Aries doesn’t want to grow it. He knows both packs would jump on board, but with that many members, we can’t be as quiet as we are. We enter into situations and take out who we need to. We rescue as many as possible. Keeping the team small allows for that. Less attention is drawn to us and our movements.

      Outside, I take a moment to let my wolf rise up and the shift take over. After that session, I know he’s itching to get out. He takes off at a run deep into the forest. We pass Carter first as he’s out to check on things. We weave in and out of trees, not stopping until we’re at the top of the ridge.

      My wolf stands there for a moment and breathes in deep, letting the crisp fall air fill his lungs. I can smell it, too. Air so clean it settles both of us. There’s nothing like being outside with my wolf as he runs. There’s no threat here. Nothing but wolves in the pack on patrol and the wilderness.

      The amount of land the Avynwood Pack has is vast. I never wanted to join a pack before them. My parents weren’t part of one. I was asked previously by others and always declined. But then Aries was there with the team. I couldn’t resist it. And as often as I said no to others, joining this pack was the right move. I’ve made a lot of friends. Met paranormals I wouldn’t have otherwise. And they’ve become my family.

      I don’t hear him but rather sense the wolf coming up on our left flank. He stops beside us. My wolf doesn’t need to turn to know who it is. He can’t resist the pull and eventually turns his gaze to the male next to us.

      Whit’s wolf’s fur is a light grey tipped with white over his whole body. The combination is different. Nothing like I’ve ever seen. If there was one word to describe Whit as his wolf and his human, it’s beautiful. I don’t use the term lightly. Ever since I came to the pack, I’ve been captivated by him. It’s also why I’ve stayed away from him.

      Sure, I talk to Whit. However, I never allow myself close enough to touch him. Not even a brush of our fingers in passing. The urge would be too strong. That need inside me to reach out and discover if he’s someone special to me. Someone who would change my life. And I can’t do that yet. Not with my brother still out there. Caiden has to come first. It’s only been him on my radar all these years. At least, until I met Whit.

      Whit’s wolf doesn’t bother nudging mine or touching him in any way. Somehow, my wolf is on the same page as I am at the moment. I’m not foolish enough to think my wolf doesn’t feel something for the male beside him. Wolves run on pure instinct. They don’t let emotions get in the way.

      Whit’s wolf yips then turns and runs down the mountain. My wolf decides to give chase. No, I may not be ready to find out who he is to us, but that doesn’t mean I don’t appreciate his company, even if I’m not the one in control at the moment.

      Down the ridge we go until we break through the tree line and run toward the pack house. With the doors a few feet away, my wolf lets me take over and initiate the shift. Whit’s wolf does the same.

      Tall, lithe, with platinum blond hair and light blue eyes, Whitlock Raines is a stunning male. One who causes my heart to speed up and my palms to sweat. He doesn’t let his fae side show. I’m sure that’s from having to hide who he is for so long. I’d love to see him that way, though. See how beautiful he’d look with that ethereal glow and pointed ears.

      “Thanks for the run,” I tell him then turn toward the house.

      I have to meet Sol. While I’m currently telling myself that as an excuse to get away from Whit, I’ll remember the joy and utter contentment for the rest of the day that my wolf felt running alongside his. It’s the same every time. This isn’t the first time they’ve run together. And it always messes with my head.
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          WHITLOCK

        

      

    

    
      Running beside Cam, my wolf comes alive. It’s as if all my insecurities fade away. Nothing matters but my wolf being near Cam’s. But Camden doesn’t know how I feel. And I’ve never gone into his head to see how, if anything, he feels about me. I won’t. I couldn’t handle the disappointment of knowing he simply sees me as a packmate.

      After everything that happened with my mom, it was hard for me to talk to anyone. Four months have passed since then. Four months of coming to terms with the fact that I have no living blood relatives. I do have a family. The pack has been there for me every single day, especially Titus and Imogen. Plus, I have Caspian. In the darkness of that day, Caspian was there with his arms around me, holding me tight. Ever since then, he’s been in my life.

      Caspian is aware of my sexuality. He read it in my mind. I’m sure others have too, but if they did, they haven’t said anything to me and for that I’m grateful. It’s not something that’s easy for me to talk about. It also shouldn’t be a big deal, but since I spent my life hiding that I was fae, spilling any kind of secret is hard. Not that I liked it, but I did what I thought was necessary.

      The pack will accept me when I finally come out to them. At least, I hope. Some days I think I’ll tell them. Others, I think it’s the best idea in the world to never say a word about it.

      I’m not the only one in the pack who’s gay. Sawyer is mated to another male. There are others in the pack who are unmated and don’t stay quiet about which gender they prefer. There are some who don’t see gender at all. Male, female, it doesn’t matter. Cam is one of them. He finds someone who he wants to be with for one night. He doesn’t hide anything about his sexuality. I wish I were as strong as he is.

      I enter the pack house and go to the spacious living room, dropping down on one of the couches. It’s quiet. No one else is in here. Then Caspian appears in the doorway. I swear the male has a tracker on me somewhere. He always knows where I am. If I couldn’t read his mind and see how genuinely kind he is, I’d be creeped out by him.

      Tall, at six foot four, two inches taller than I am. His nearly black eyes hold mine before he comes into the room and sits down beside me. His fae appearance is on display since it’s only paranormals or those who know about us in this house. “What’s wrong?” he asks. He could easily read my mind, but he promised me he wouldn’t. If I want to tell him something, I will, and he trusts me enough to do so. “You don’t have to hide, Whit,” he says in my mind. I immediately know what he’s talking about.

      “I know,” I reply telepathically. “But they finally got comfortable with me being fae, now I’m going to drop something else on them?”

      “I think it’s more in your head than anything.” He sweeps his dark blue hair out of his eyes. It’s gotten longer, brushing his lips when it falls onto his face.

      I nod. “You’re right, though it doesn’t make it easier.”

      Cas puts his arm around me and pulls me close. It would be so easy to have a relationship with him. Cas is like Cam in the fact that he doesn’t have a preference. And while we’re friends, he loves me as such and I love him. Nothing romantic.

      We tried once. I was in his home in the fae realm. He leaned over and kissed me on the lips. It was my first kiss. I had never gotten close enough or trusted anyone enough before him. But there were no sparks. No earth-shattering rightness. I’m not sure if I’ll feel sparks with my mate. Being half shifter makes it up in the air. But it was just a kiss with Cas. Fortunately, he didn’t feel anything either. We decided then and there to keep our relationship as strictly friends, not wanting to screw up what was already built between us.

      Then there’s Camden. I’ve been fascinated with him since he first came to the pack. He’s not overly talkative. He has the whole brooding thing down. If I were a confident male, I’d approach him. I’d tell him I feel something toward him. But I’m not, so I won’t. I’ll stay on the sidelines, always wondering what it would be like to take his hand in mine. To press my lips to his.

      I have a serious crush on Camden Raines.

      Yes, we share the same last name. Everyone in the pack does. There is no blood relation between us. Nothing to tie Cam to me outside of the pack and this weird draw I feel toward him.

      “I’ve already told you what that could be,” Cas says in my mind. I must be projecting my thoughts.

      “Don’t start.” He’s brought it up before. Every time, I’ve told him to knock it off. Cam isn’t my mate. I could never be worthy of someone of his caliber. Cam isn’t just attractive. He’s drop-dead gorgeous. And I’m just… me.

      “Whitlock,” Cas warns in my mind. He hates it when I get down on myself.

      I roll my eyes. “Yeah, yeah.”

      “One day I’m going to get it through your head that you’re worth way more than you think you are. Way more than Camden or any other paranormal out there.”

      Cas sees me in ways I doubt many do. And I love him for it. If only I could believe his words.

      The sound of yelling and furniture splintering apart has me jumping to my feet. It’s on the floor above us. I rush out of the room with Caspian right behind me. We take the stairs two at a time as other members of the pack rush down the hallway. At the top of the stairs we go right and follow them.

      A chair launches from the door at the end on the right—Cam’s door. It breaks into pieces when it hits the wall.

      “Whit,” Cas hisses in my mind as I push through the crowd. I have to get closer.

      No one’s moving. Merely watching as more furniture comes from the room. This isn’t right. Whatever is going on, Cam needs someone in there with him.

      An arm stops my movement. Looking over, I find Dante there holding me and everyone else back.

      A roar rips through the air as something hits the wall inside the room.

      “How could you let him go?” Cam yells.

      “I didn’t have a choice.” Solomon. He’s the one Cam’s mad at.

      “My brother, Sol! You had him right in front of you. And you’re telling me he was working for Andre? How could you keep that from me? You knew!” There’s so much anger in Cam’s voice, but there’s an undercurrent of hurt, too.

      “I didn’t have a choice. He teleported away.” I give Sol credit. His voice is calm and even. I’m not sure many would be when facing Cam’s wrath.

      “You always have a choice! You could have teleported him to me!”

      “And what?” Sol asks with his voice rising. “Were you going to put handcuffs on him and keep him here so he never leaves again?”

      “I don’t know!” Cam’s breath catches. I can hear it easily as I’m sure everyone else can. “He’s my brother, Sol. My blood. And he was out there doing Andre’s bidding. Did he… Did he kill anyone?”

      “Not that I know of. He was focused on Ladon and Genevieve.”

      The entire Avynwood Pack knows what happened. But Ari was there to help them, though all of us would have been in a hot second had we been asked. As angry as Aries was that he wasn’t told until it was all said and done, he understood why Merrick didn’t involve us.

      “A hundred years. That’s how long I’ve been looking for him. And he’s been hunting shifters. I just… How could he?” Cam’s voice cracks. His pain is palpable.

      Dante turns and starts pushing the pack away, whispering for them to get back to their rooms. His hand lands on my arm but I shake him off. I’m not going anywhere. Dante studies me for a second but ultimately walks away. Then Cas is there by my side.

      “We should go,” he tells me in my mind.

      “I can’t leave him like this. He’s hurting.”

      Sol appears in the doorway as a soft cry reaches my ears. I’m two steps forward when Aries strides past me into the room. I’m close enough to see Cam on the floor with his back against the wall. His knees are tucked up against his chest. Tears run down his cheeks as he lifts his face to Aries.

      Aries doesn’t hesitate to pull him into his arms. “I got here as fast as I could.” Aries lifts his head to Sol. I’m sure Sol is telling him what he relayed to Camden. I decide to dive into Sol’s head. He usually has a strong block up but maybe it’s down.

      He turns to me. “I’m letting you all the way in. Find what happened. What I saw. Nothing else,” he tells me.

      I nod and easily find it. Cam’s brother. The contacts he wore to disguise himself. The determination he had. And then there’s more. Part of it is secondary.

      “That’s from Ladon’s memories,” Sol says. “I didn’t witness it myself.”

      It’s Caiden again. This time telling Ladon and Genevieve how he buried the shifter part of himself down deep. And how it’s dead. How he wants to rid the world of shifters. He has vampire abilities. And he’s been out there all this time, hunting those he thinks are lesser than him. Shifters like he is and his brother.

      Cam has searched for him. Followed leads that always turned up empty. Caiden didn’t want to be found. He was too busy hunting others of his kind, carrying out his own mission, while Camden was looking for him.

      Glancing over to Aries again, I find Cam clutching Aries’ shirt tightly as Aries whispers to him. Promises they’ll help find his brother. That they’ll talk to him.

      “No,” Cam says softly. “I’m done. He obviously doesn’t want anything to do with me. If he did, he would have come to me. No more searching.”

      His words break my heart. Cam is giving up. I can’t blame him but at the same time, I want to go in there and tell him not to do it. That somewhere out there is his brother. That no matter what, he’s still his blood. But I can’t make Camden fight for him. And I know better than anyone what it’s like to have family turn on the ones you love.

      I finally spin and stride down the hall until I reach my door. It’s on the opposite side of the hallway, one over from the landing that leads to the steps. The first room was Mom and Dad’s. It still remains empty. I told Aries he could put someone new in it if he wants. I cleaned out their stuff with Titus’ help. We went through everything. What we could use, we kept. What we wanted to remember them by, we saved. Their clothes were brought over to Hayden’s Home. It’s where paranormals who need a place to stay go. Or ones who are leaving abusive relationships. No matter the case, they are welcomed to the home to stay for as long as they need to.

      Mom and Dad would have loved it. Taking their clothes there was the right thing to do. I hung on to items that were sentimental to me. Anything I wanted to remind me of the loving parents I had. No, my mom didn’t do things right in the end. She did things I can never excuse, but she was still my mom and I loved her dearly.

      Caspian follows me into my room and closes the door. We both go to the bed and I settle with my head on his chest. He knows what I need without having to ask. That’s how good of a friend he is to me. My best friend. Someone I don’t take for granted.

      Even with the door closed, I hear Camden’s cries. Super hearing will do that. I could block it out, but I choose not to. He’s hurting and I’m hurting for him. I’m sure others in the pack are as well. He’s not alone. I hate to think of how he’d be if he didn’t have us around him.

      Sol teleports into my room a few minutes later. He walks over to the bed and sits on down, facing us. “He’s going to need you,” he says in my mind.

      “I’m not going anywhere. We’re here for him.”

      “Not them, Whit. You.”

      “There’s nothing between us.”

      “That may or may not be true, but there aren’t many who know what he’s going through. You can relate to him in a way no one else can. And while you feel like you’re not strong, you are. You’re one of the strongest paranormals in the pack. Lend that to him. Be there for him.”

      “He’s not going to want it.”

      “There’s no way to know until you try. I hate that I had to deliver the news to him, but he had to know.”

      “Why did you wait? Why not tell him after everything happened?”

      “I wanted him to enjoy the Halloween party. I wanted everyone to have a night with no pain. Just happiness. It didn’t quite turn out that way, but the end result was joy. No one we cared about died. So that was a plus. The fun’s over, though. You have to step up and talk to him.” The Halloween
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