
        
            
                
            
        

    
	What happens when fire meets earth?

	 

	 

	Benedict and everything he’s been working towards are in danger. He hates the thought of having a bodyguard, but his son Rhea doesn’t give him a choice in the matter. Benedict supposes he should be grateful that the man chosen to keep him safe is a friend of both Rhea and Rhea’s soulmate, but things are awkward, especially when Benedict and Dakota have to fake being in a relationship.

	Dakota will do everything he has to in order to protect Benedict from Purity, the group that wants element wielders to stay separate. Rhea is the soulmate of one of Dakota’s best friends, which makes all of them family of a kind. Dakota doesn’t mind faking being in love with Benedict, mostly because he suspects it would be too easy for that to become reality.

	When they’re attacked and the elements they control twine together rather than fight, they realize they’re mates. That won’t stop Purity, though. If anything, it will make the cult even more dangerous, because that’s exactly what they’re against—different elements mixing together like they did before the war.

	While this book can be read as book one in the Elemental Unions series, the short Elemental Union is a prelude to it. It’s the story of how Rhea and Quillan met.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Mr. Hunt? I have your mail,” Benedict’s secretary said.

	Benedict hadn’t realized his office door was open. He rubbed his eyes, wishing they would stop burning, and smiled at Amanda. “Thank you.”

	“Do you want me to go over these? I can put the important things to the side for you to look over later.”

	Benedict wished he could say yes, but he knew better. He couldn’t risk it. “I’ll do it, don’t worry.” He held out his hand, and Amanda stepped into the office.

	She walked closer to the desk and gave Benedict a thick wad of envelopes. Benedict wrinkled his nose at the sight. “Isn’t everything done via email these days?” He was old, but not so old that he didn’t know about email, and the same should go for his business partners.

	Amanda chuckled. “Usually. There are some diehards, though, and of course, there are the documents that can’t be emailed.”

	Like threatening letters. Benedict supposed it wouldn’t be as scary if he got an email and could delete it before even reading it. Of course, he could throw away the letters before opening them, but he still didn’t know who was doing this, and he didn’t want to risk it. He didn’t want to risk being in real danger and not considering that option. That wouldn’t end well.

	He forced himself to smile. “Thank you.”

	Amanda nodded and left the office, and Benedict looked at the mail.

	He sighed and put it down on his desk. He wouldn’t have time to open all of them, but he was looking for one in particular. He wasn’t sure he’d find it, but he would be surprised if he didn’t.

	Sure enough, he recognized his printed name on one of the envelopes. It was always the same font, always the same type of envelope, as if whoever was sending the threats had bought the envelopes in bulk. And they might have, as far as Benedict knew.

	He didn’t want to open the letter, but he forced himself anyway.

	 

	Stop this before someone gets hurt. It won’t end well for you or your family if you don’t listen to us.

	 

	That was it. There was no signature, nothing more than those words. It had been the same every time he’d received this kind of letter, and he’d had enough. The problem was that he had no idea who was sending them. Normally, he would have dismissed this as either a joke or someone who was trying to scare him off whatever deals he was working on. But with what had happened to Rhea, he didn’t want to risk it.

	Rhea had almost paid for what Benedict was doing. He’d nearly been kidnapped, and even though he’d met his soulmate in the process, Benedict couldn’t dismiss this. He didn’t want Rhea or Quillan to get hurt. They were starting their life together, and they deserved peace. They deserved to be able to be together without fearing someone would attack or hurt them. Benedict would never forgive himself if something happened to them and he’d had the chance to stop it but hadn’t done anything.

	Benedict knew he should stay in the office until late and continue to work, but he wasn’t able to focus after getting the letter. He couldn’t help but think about what might happen to Rhea and his mate. His mind reeled with images he wished he’d never thought of. But instead, here he was, and he needed to check in on his son.

	Rhea was the only thing Benedict had left, along with his business, but Benedict didn’t care about that, not if it meant endangering his son’s life. If he needed to, he’d stop trying to reunite the four elements. He hated that thought, just as much as he hated giving in, but he wouldn’t put his son in jeopardy.

	Since there was no way Benedict would be able to continue working, he packed his things and got ready to leave. He hesitated to take the threatening letter with him, though. He couldn’t leave it in the office, not when Amanda or anyone else might stumble onto it. He didn’t want to take it home, either, but he didn’t have a choice.

	But he wasn’t sure what he’d do about it. He needed to start thinking, because he couldn’t allow himself to waste time, not with the consequences it might have. He should probably contact a private security company and hire someone to look into it. He could use the guards who worked for him, but he wanted someone from the outside, just in case. He trusted no one but Rhea and Quillan, and they obviously couldn’t investigate it. It wasn’t their job, and he needed them to be safe.

	Benedict wasn’t sure how to make that happen. He didn’t want to ask Amanda to look into it, because he didn’t want anyone to know about the letters, but something needed to change. He’d already gotten four of them, with this one being the fifth. They were coming more often now, and Benedict was afraid it was a sign that the people sending them were escalating. They were warning him off doing business with other elements, but so far, Benedict had ignored them.

	He couldn’t, not anymore.

	He was surprised to see Quillan’s car parking in front of the house when he got home. Surprised, but pleased. Even though Rhea had moved out, Benedict wanted both his son and his son’s mate to consider the house their home. They’d always be welcome here, no matter what happened.

	He found them in the kitchen. He dropped his jacket and bag in the entrance, then made his way there, smiling as he listened to them talking to each other. From the smells, they were cooking, and Benedict’s stomach rumbled. He knew he’d had lunch, because Amanda made sure he did, but he could barely remember what it was. Probably a salad. He spent so much time sitting in front of his desk that he needed to be careful about what he ate if he didn’t want to gain too much weight. He was getting older, and even though he wasn’t in a relationship and hadn’t been since his wife had passed, it might still happen.

	Of course, he would have to work less and try harder than he’d been—which was not at all—for that to happen.

	“Dad? What are you doing here?” Rhea asked when Benedict stepped into the kitchen.

	“Well, the last time I checked, this was still my house.”

	Rhea rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean. You don’t usually come home from work until much later.”

	“I just needed a break.”

	Rhea put down the knife he’d been using to cut tomatoes and cocked his head, staring at Benedict.

	Benedict did his best to school his expression. He knew he wasn’t doing a good job, though. He cleared his throat. “We’ll talk about this later, okay?” he said.

	“Something happened.” It wasn’t a question, but Rhea was obviously expecting an answer.

	“Something happened,” Benedict confirmed because he knew Rhea wouldn’t let this go until he got at least that.

	“Are you okay?”

	“Physically, yes. I’m tired, of course, and worried, but it’s nothing imminent.”

	“You’re making me worry, Dad.”

	That was the last thing Benedict wanted. He would have behaved differently if he’d known Rhea was waiting for him at home. He knew he had to talk with Rhea and Quillan, but he didn’t want to ruin the evening. “There’s nothing to worry about.”

	Rhea snorted. “Now I know there is.”

	“Leave him alone,” Quillan said without looking up from whatever he was cooking at the stove. “He’ll tell you when he’s ready.”

	“As long as he will eventually. Because something is wrong, and I want to know what it is.”

	Benedict was touched, even though he felt like the roles should have been the other way around. He should be the one taking care of Rhea and making sure he was okay, yet Rhea was doing it. Benedict supposed he should start getting used to this. Rhea was an adult now, and while Benedict would always be there for him, would always protect him, Rhea was old enough to do the same when it came to Benedict. It was odd and slightly uncomfortable, but it was family.

	Rhea was Benedict’s family, and now, so was Quillan.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Dakota hated paperwork. He supposed everyone did, but he couldn’t get out of it, not when he was the boss. His position meant he had to review every report he got from his employees, no matter how boring and time-consuming it was.

	And once he was done with the paperwork, he had to go over the new job requests, decide which ones he wanted to accept and which he didn’t, then choose who would do what.

	An entire evening of paperwork.

	“I don’t like that glare. You look like you want to set your desk on fire,” Bay said from the open door of Dakota’s office.

	Dakota moved his glare from the paperwork to Bay. “That’s because I do.”

	Bay pushed away from the doorframe on which he was leaning and came closer. He was holding a bag, and Dakota hoped dinner was in it, because he was starving.

	“Setting fire to those files won’t help,” Bay pointed out.

	“But I wouldn’t have to read them anymore.”

	“What I meant is that they’re saved on the computer anyway.”

	Dakota groaned. “Why did you have to tell me that?”

	“So we won’t have to spend money renovating this room after you set the desk on fire.” Bay flopped into the chair in front of Dakota. He held up the bag and dumped it onto the desk. “I brought dinner.”

	“That’s why I love you.”

	Bay barked out a laugh. “Only because of that? I’m touched.”

	“Mostly.”

	In truth, Dakota and Bay had been friends for more than a decade. They’d been in college together, and when Dakota had decided he wanted to set up his own business, Bay had been right there with him. He wasn’t a partner, but only because he’d refused to become one when he didn’t have the money to buy his way in. Dakota hadn’t cared, and he still didn’t. He wouldn’t be where he was without Bay, and he wished his best friend wasn’t as stubborn as he was.

	Dakota couldn’t change Bay, though, and he didn’t want to, but things would be so much easier if he could reason with him.

	“What has you scowling that hard, then?” Bay asked as Dakota started taking out containers of Chinese food after pushing away the pile of paperwork.

	“The usual. Reports, requests to work with us. Nothing I can’t handle.”

	“I never thought you couldn’t handle it, just that it might not be good for your health. That glare was pretty mighty.”

	Dakota grabbed one of the fortune cookies and threw it at Bay’s head. “Shut it. I should give you a promotion. Head of the department that takes care of the paperwork.”

	“That’s not a thing.”

	“I can make it a thing, though. I could call your new position paperhead.”

	“Again, that’s not a thing. You should focus on dinner. You have a lot of paperwork to go over.”

	“Dickhead.”

	“Asshole.”

	Dakota didn’t hide his smile. This was what he needed. After an entire day of working, it was time to relax, at least for a bit. He wasn’t sure how long it would last, considering all the work he had, but it was a start.

	They ate in silence for a bit, but Bay had never been one to be comfortable with silence. He always had to talk, and today wasn’t any different. “So, have you heard anything from Quillan and Rhea?”

	“I hear from them regularly.”

	“I still can’t believe Quillan’s mate is a fire wielder.”

	“Why not? Don’t tell me you believe in that antiquated idea that elements should be separated.”

	“Of course not. You know, I would kick you if my legs were longer. I just meant that I always expected Quillan to find love with someone like him, you know, someone calm and sweet and soothing.”

	“Rhea can be all those things.” Dakota didn’t know him well, but he’d spent enough time with him to like the guy.

	“I’m sure he can, but still.”

	“They’re perfect for each other.”

	“Duh. They’re soulmates. Of course they’re perfect for each other.” Bay paused long enough to stuff some rice into his mouth. “Do you think you’ll ever meet your soulmate?”

	Dakota shrugged. He’d thought about it, of course—every element wielder thought about it. But finding your mate was hard. It wasn’t obvious when you met them, or even if you got to know them. You could be friends with someone for years and never realize it. The only way to find out was to wield both elements at the same time and see if they meshed together.

	They had meshed in Quillan and Rhea’s case. Quillan had defended Rhea from the men who’d tried to kidnap him, and they’d found out they were mates that way. But it wasn’t like element wielders could go around the city setting things on fire or creating hills. Humans weren’t aware that they existed, and things needed to stay that way. The only times most people called on their elements was when they couldn’t avoid it—when it was a question of life or death. Dakota and his people were slightly different because they needed to have perfect control over the elements in case they needed to use them for work, and that meant they trained regularly. That was why Dakota had bought this place. The converted warehouse had more than enough space that they could do that kind of thing without worrying about humans.

	All of this was how Dakota knew Bay wasn’t his soulmate. Neither were any of the people who worked for him. Dakota had made a point of training with every single one of them, just in case. Of course, the possibility that one of them was his mate had been slim, but still. He’d wanted to be sure.

	“I think I’d like to meet him,” Bay continued.

	“Of course you’d like to. I would, too. But you know how hard it is.”

	“Maybe someone should come up with some kind of speed dating for us. We could meet in a deserted place where humans don’t go, wield our elements, and see if anything sticks.”

	“People will have to accept that the elements aren’t made to stay away from each other first,” Dakota pointed out.

	Bay glared at him. “There’s nothing I can do about that.”

	“Of course not, but doing it only with people who wield the same element as you will narrow the pool of people you can attempt this with. Besides, what are the odds that both you and your soulmate wield the same element?” It happened, but not often. It was as if the elements tried to balance each other, and it made sense.

	What didn’t make sense was that element wielders stuck to only their people. Dakota had never believed in that, which was why he hired people who wielded different elements. He needed all of them to do a good job, and that openness and diversity were what made people reach out to him rather than other private security companies. People might not want to admit it publicly, but a lot of them agreed with Dakota. Elements should mix, not stay away from each other.

	Bay sighed and poked at his rice. “I don’t know. I mean, I know how few chances there are for me to meet my mate, but I can’t help but wonder how my life would be if I did. Quillan is lucky.”

	“He is.” Even though his bond with Rhea meant they were in danger from the people who thought the elements should be isolated.

	They lived in the human part of town, and while that helped, it wasn’t a guarantee nothing would happen to them. It worried Dakota, but until they reached out to him, until they needed help, he wouldn’t say anything. Quillan knew what he and Rhea would risk if someone found out about them, and he knew Dakota would help if he needed him. It wasn’t Dakota’s decision to make, though. He trusted Quillan, especially when it came to keeping Rhea safe.

	Quillan had found his mate, and he’d do everything he had to do to make sure Rhea stayed in his life and that nothing happened to him.

	“I wish I could meet my mate,” Bay muttered.

	Dakota wasn’t sure how he felt about that. He liked the general idea of having a mate, but he wasn’t sure about the soulmate thing. What did that even mean? Soulmates’ elements mixed perfectly, but did that mean the same went for the human beings who wielded them? Dakota couldn’t even begin to imagine that. He’d had relationships. He’d loved people, some of them with all his heart.

	Would loving his mate be different? What would it feel like?

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Benedict felt better once they sat at the table. It was soothing to listen to Rhea and Quillan talk about their day. They were obviously in love, and the sight made Benedict’s heart ache.

	He’d had that once. He’d been madly in love with Rhea’s mother, Claudia. He still loved her, even though she’d passed away when Rhea was nine. He would always love her, but in the past few years, he’d started feeling like maybe it was time to reach for the future.

	Benedict was forty-seven. If he was lucky, he still had another forty years in front of him.

	He didn’t want to live through those years on his own.

	It had been easy to ignore it when Rhea still lived with him. Benedict had never felt lonely, because when he came home, his son was there. They had dinner, they talked, and they watched TV together. But now Rhea had started a new life, as was right. He’d met his soulmate, and he and Quillan had moved in together.

	Benedict was happy for them, but he couldn’t help the dense cloud of loneliness that weighed on his shoulders every evening when he came home. There was no one waiting for him anymore. He had to organize his dinner on his own, and while it was nice not to have to fight over the remote control with Rhea, most days, Benedict wished he still
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