
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Finding your mate doesn’t solve all your problems, even if they’re just right for you.

	 

	 

	Basil is sick. He doesn’t know what his illness is, but he knows he’s slowly dying, which is the only reason he reached out to his estranged father.

	Who manages to get himself killed before finding a way to heal Basil.

	Lucian is on his way to visit his brother when he sees a man fall on the side of the road. He’s stunned when that man turns out to be his mate. He just found his brother after thinking he was dead for most of his life, and now his mate, too?

	Everything isn’t okay once Basil and Lucian find each other, though. Basil is still sick, and not even the unicorn shifters of the Rosewood pack can help. He’s running out of time, and that’s one thing Lucian can’t provide him with, no matter how much he wants to.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Basil’s head felt like it was about to explode. He did his best to act as if nothing was wrong and smiled at his mother. “I’m sure he’ll be back soon.”

	His mom peeked out the window of their motel room. “He said he would be back a while ago.” She turned to face Basil. “What if he changed his mind?”

	It was a legitimate worry. Basil shared it, but he didn’t want his mother to worry even more. “He told us he might have some trouble coming back. I’m sure it’s only that.”

	“I hope you’re right.”

	Basil reclined back onto the pillows on his bed. He hoped he was right, too. He didn’t know what he would do if John didn’t find a way to heal him.

	He couldn’t think of John as his father. John wasn’t his father, except for the biological aspect. Basil had never even met him until he’d gotten sick and his mother had freaked out. Now they were in Springfield, waiting for a man who had cheated on his wife and had a child out of wedlock, hoping he’d find a way to heal Basil.

	It was a disaster waiting to happen.

	They didn’t know what else to do, though. Basil and his mother had tried everything. They couldn’t exactly go to normal doctors, since Basil’s mom was a gorgon. Basil wasn’t, but he was pretty sure he also wasn’t merely human, especially since his father was a wolf shifter. Doctors would find out if they examined him, and who knew what would happen then. No, Basil’s only hope was his father, and the man had disappeared.

	He licked his dry lips. He was starting to wonder if they had to forget about John and focus on something else to try to heal him. Neither he nor his mother knew what was going on with him. Their only hope was supernatural healers, which was why Basil’s mom had brought him to Springfield. She’d hoped his father’s pack would be able to help, and John had promised they would once he’d found out about Basil, but he’d vanished.

	Basil couldn’t wait forever. He didn’t know what his illness was, but he wasn’t stupid. It was getting worse, which could only mean one thing. He didn’t say it out loud because his mother was already worried enough as it was, but eventually, they were both going to have to face the likelihood that he might not make it.

	He wasn’t done fighting, though.

	“He said he would come back,” his mother murmured. She moved away from the window toward him. “We should have faith in him.”

	Basil snorted, and even that hurt. “I want to, but he’s been gone for a while now. It’s been days since the last time we heard from him, and it’s obvious something happened to him. We can’t just stay here and do nothing, not when he might never come back.” And why would he? Basil was his son, but he’d never met him until Basil needed him.

	Basil’s mom had told him the story once he was old enough to understand. She hadn’t known John was married when they met, and she’d been in love. But then she’d seen him in Springfield with his wife and she’d left, not wanting to confront him and have to listen to stupid excuses. She’d found out she was pregnant several weeks later, but she’d never gone back, and she hadn’t let John know about Basil. Basil still wasn’t sure how he felt about that, but he couldn’t say he regretted not knowing John after finally talking to him.

	Basil’s mom sat on the edge of the mattress and wrapped her fingers around Basil’s ankle, squeezing gently. “I know. What else can we do, though?”

	“I should go to Rosewood.”

	Basil’s mom shook her head. “You can’t go there on your own. You heard what your father said. Rosewood and Springfield are at odds, and the Rosewood pack wouldn’t take it well if John’s son invaded their territory.”

	“John said the Rosewood pack doesn’t like him, but it doesn’t mean Rosewood is in the wrong.”

	“It also doesn’t mean they’re in the right. If you go, I need to go with you.”

	Basil knew that couldn’t happen. His mother was a gorgon, and gorgons were extremely rare in the paranormal world. It would be too easy for the Rosewood pack to capture her, and Basil didn’t want that on his conscience. He might not trust John entirely, and maybe he’d lied, but it was a risk they couldn’t take. “I’ll go on my own.”

	His mother’s eyes narrowed. “You can’t. You’re too weak, and we don’t have a car. Are you going to walk there? You need my help, Basil.”

	Unfortunately, she was right. Basil was ill, and that made it hard to move. His head was pounding, and his entire body hurt as if he were eighty instead of twenty-six. Still, he wouldn’t put his mother in danger, not if he could avoid it. “You can’t come, and you know why. I’ll go on my own. I’m sure I can find a bus or something, and if I can’t, Rosewood isn’t that far. I promise I’ll call.”

	“Like your father did?”

	She had him there. “You know you can’t trust him and that you can trust me. I wouldn’t ignore you, not when I know you’re freaking out.”

	She grimaced. “I know you wouldn’t. I still can’t let you go on your own, though. I don’t trust your father. I know you’ll call if you can, but what if you can’t? We don’t know anything about the Rosewood pack. Your father said—”

	“He said a bloodthirsty alpha led the pack. I know. I was there. I don’t trust him as far as I can throw him, though. We have no way to know whether or not he was telling the truth. I’m inclined to think he wasn’t.” Because if he was, Basil would die sooner than he expected.

	He needed a healer. When his mother had contacted his father to tell him he had a son and that Basil was ill and no one knew how to help, he’d promised to find a unicorn shifter. It was Basil’s best hope, which was the only reason Basil and his mother were here.

	Basil had never wanted to meet his father. He didn’t care about the man or the reason he’d cheated on his wife with Basil’s mother. He wasn’t looking for a father figure, only for a cure. The fact that his father had promised him one had made him hope, but now he was starting to realize he’d been right not to trust the man.

	Basil pushed himself into a sitting position. “I have to go.”

	His mother looked like she was going to protest, but he was twenty-six. She couldn’t forbid him anything. In the end, she just sighed heavily. “All right. But you have to call me. I can’t just stay here knowing something might have happened to you. If you don’t call, I’ll come after you.”

	“Even if something does happen to me, you can’t intervene. You know what would happen if you did.”

	“I’m letting you go on your own, but you can’t expect me to stay back when my only son is in danger. If they’re hurting you, I’m coming, and that’s that.”

	Basil nodded. He knew when he was defeated, and this was one of those situations. “Fine. But don’t come charging in too soon. Give me time to talk to the alpha and find out if he can help me.”

	“I’m giving you until tomorrow evening.”

	Basil supposed it was better than nothing. He would have the rest of today and the entirety of tomorrow to get to the Rosewood pack and explain what his problem was. He wasn’t that far from Rosewood anyway. He only hoped his body would sustain him until he got there. “I promise. If you don’t hear from me by tomorrow evening, you can come charging in.” And she would. She would do anything to help him, including reaching out to a man who had betrayed her.

	Basil did his best to hide how much he was hurting as he got ready. He had to take a break in the bathroom, and he suspected his mother knew what he was doing, but neither of them said anything about it. She desperately wanted to come with him, but they both knew it was safer for her if she stayed where she was. An alpha without scruples wouldn’t hesitate to capture her and hold her prisoner to use her. There were so few gorgons, just like there were so few unicorn shifters. John had told them the Rosewood pack had captured two of them, and he’d been angry about it. Basil didn’t trust John, but if the Rosewood pack really had two unicorn shifters, they might be able to help. Hopefully, the shifters weren’t prisoners, but Basil only had one way to find out. He didn’t care what John had said. The Rosewood pack might not be as bad as John tried to convince them, and there was only one way to find out.

	Basil had to go there.

	Once he was ready, his mother spent five minutes flitting around him. They were both nervous, but Basil had to go, and he did so after kissing her cheek and promising he would be back.

	He hoped it wouldn’t be a lie.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Lucian bopped his head to the sound of the music. He was smiling, and he couldn’t stop.

	He couldn’t believe he’d found his brother. Owen had been lost to Lucian and his family for most of his life, and even though Lucian barely remembered him, having been only five when Owen had disappeared, he was eager to get to know his brother again.

	Which was why he was headed to Rosewood to visit his brother and his brother’s mate.

	Owen wasn’t what Lucian had expected, and neither was Lennox. He supposed he shouldn’t be surprised. Lucian and his sister had grown up in a dire wolf pack, but Owen hadn’t. He’d been adopted—or rather, kidnapped—into a wolf pack. Lucian still had a hard time understanding why the man who had abducted Owen had done so when he clearly hadn’t cared about Owen. Once Owen’s adoptive mother had died, his kidnapper had turned abusive. It was a miracle Owen had made it out of the Springfield pack, and an even bigger miracle that he’d found Lucian and the rest of the family.

	Lucian knew his parents and grandparents wished Owen would move in with the dire wolf pack, but he understood why Owen didn’t want to. It wasn’t just that he’d met his mate and that they both lived in Rosewood, although that was probably a big part of it. It was also that he had no reason to trust the dire wolf pack. He’d gone through a lot, and he felt safe in Rosewood. That was enough for Lucian not to ask him when he planned to move.

	Besides, it didn’t matter. Even though Owen didn’t live close to the dire wolf pack, they could travel back and forth, just like Lucian was doing. He and Owen had talked on the phone and texted often, and they’d decided that Lucian would visit for a week, maybe more. Lucian was excited. He was expected to become alpha after his grandfather and his mother—so not for a long time, thankfully—but he had no intention of doing that. He wasn’t alpha material, and he should tell them about it.

	He would, someday.

	He didn’t want to ruin their happiness, though. They’d just gotten Owen back, and eventually, the high from that would fade. Then Lucian would tell them he didn’t want to be alpha. He knew they would understand and that they wouldn’t force him into it, but they would still be disappointed. Some days, he was disappointed in himself. He realized it was stupid, though.

	It started raining, and between that and the darkness, he had to focus on the road. It was his first visit to Rosewood, and he didn’t want to have an accident or get lost. He was going to be late, but he still drove slowly. Owen would understand. What he wouldn’t understand was if Lucian crashed his car because he was thinking about not wanting to be an alpha.

	Lucian turned the music off so he wouldn’t be distracted, and of course, his mom chose that moment to call him. He put the call on speaker. “I’m not there yet.”

	“Why not? You left a while ago.”

	“Because I’m not in a rush.”

	“You should be. You looked happy to see Owen. He’s your brother.”

	Lucian couldn’t help but smile. His mom had wanted to go with him, but he’d explained he wanted some time alone with his brother. They had to learn how to be together not just as a family, but also as siblings. Besides, he was pretty sure Owen was slightly uncomfortable with her and their father. It was harder for Owen to wrap his mind around the fact that he had loving parents than around the fact that he had siblings. Lucian hoped that eventually Owen would relax and welcome all of them into his life, but it would take time, and they were all aware of it. “I am eager to see him, but I doubt he’d be happy if I got myself killed in my rush to get to him.”

	Lucian’s mom sucked in a breath. “Don’t get yourself killed. I just got one of my sons back. I don’t want to lose the other one.”

	“I promise. I should probably hang up now, though. It’s dark, and since you don’t want me to get hurt, I need to keep my attention on the road.”

	“Call me when you’re there. I want to make sure you’re okay and to talk to Owen.”

	“I promise. I’m going to be a little late, so don’t worry too much.” Telling her that was pointless, but Lucian could try.

	He realized he was going to be even later than he’d thought when he got a flat tire a few minutes after they’d hung up.

	He guided the car toward the edge of the road, swearing. “Why did you have to do that now?” he asked out loud.

	The car didn’t answer. Lucian eyed the sky, but he couldn’t see much except for the rain. It looked like he was going to have to get wet. He had an umbrella, but he doubted he could change the tire and hold it at the same time.

	He did get wet. He’d never been good at changing tires and all that stuff, but he knew how to do it. Still, it took him much longer than he wished, and by the time he sat in his car again, he was dripping. He glared at the car and at the sky, then took his phone from the passenger seat to text his brother.

	Got a flat tire.

	It only took a few seconds for Owen to answer, as if he’d been waiting with his phone in his hand. Do you need help?

	I already changed it, but please, have a towel ready when I arrive. I’m drenched, and I prefer my showers warm.

	Owen’s next text started with a sad emoji. Will do. I hope you won’t get a cold.

	I doubt I will, but thanks for worrying. I’m almost there.

	I’ll also get coffee ready. I’m sure you can do with something warm. You can get a shower and hot coffee as soon as you get here.

	I don’t know if I’ve already said it, but I love you.

	Owen sent back a laughing emoji, and Lucian put his phone down. He started the car, then turned onto the road again. It should only take him another ten minutes to get there if he trusted his navigator, and he hoped it was correct. He needed out of these wet clothes.

	Something moved at the corner of his vision, and he frowned. He squinted, trying to see what it was in the darkness. Hadn’t Rosewood heard of streetlamps? He knew he’d seen something move, and hopefully, it was only an animal, but he doubted it. Whatever had moved was tall, which made him think it was a person.

	If someone was walking along the side of the road in this weather and darkness, they had to be nuts. It was a recipe for disaster, and they were lucky they hadn’t been hit by a car yet.

	Sure enough, once Lucian’s gaze stopped on a moving man, he realized he’d been right. It was a person.

	The man was walking just off the road to Lucian’s right. He was hunched over, no doubt trying to protect himself from the rain, and he wasn’t dressed warmly enough for the weather. His jacket looked soaked.

	What was the guy doing? It wasn’t Lucian’s business, but he wouldn’t be able to forgive himself if something happened to this guy and he’d been able to do something about it. He might be about to pick up a serial killer, but he was a shifter. He could defend himself—probably. He had no way to know whether or not this guy was a shifter, too, but he had to go with the assumption he wasn’t, or that if he was, he would be grateful and not try to kill Lucian. There was no way out of this, though. Lucian wasn’t going to abandon the guy out there. He was walking on the edge of the road, which meant he didn’t have a car and that he hadn’t arrived wherever he was going yet.

	Lucian slowed down the car, still peering at the guy. The guy stumbled. Was he drunk? That would make walking around in the dark an even worse idea, but at least it would make sense. If the guy was drunk, he probably hadn’t thought much about what he was doing. He might not realize how dangerous it was for him to walk at the side of the road at night while it was raining. There was no way Lucian could abandon him. He slowed the car even more and
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