
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Are the four elements better separated, or together?

	 

	 

	Purity is still a problem. Henry wishes he could get rid of the secret group trying to sabotage his business and the relationship between elements, but since they’re a secret, he doesn’t even know where to start. He has other things to focus on, though—his brother is still healing, he just lost his best friend, and he’s in love with his bodyguard. All in all, his life is a mess.

	Alcott has been Henry’s bodyguard since Purity decided to target him and Edward. He’s also been in love with him since then, but he knows better than to do anything about it. Henry already has too many things on his hands without adding Alcott’s probably unrequited feelings to it.

	But Alcott’s feelings might not be as unrequited as he thought, which is a good thing. Henry’s meddlesome grandfather, on the other hand, isn’t, especially not when he tries to convince Henry’s ex-fiancée to try to get back with Henry.

	And of course, there’s Purity, who’s still threatening every element wielder who doesn’t agree with them, and who might be closer than Henry and Alcott suspect.
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Henry stayed strong until he left Edward’s hospital room. Then his knees buckled, and he was flooded with pain, fear, and anger. He reached out, needing to hold himself up, but before he could touch the wall, Alcott was there. He took Henry by the arm and guided him toward the chairs that lined the wall. Henry was grateful, and he smiled at Alcott, but he didn’t know if that smile was a real one or looked more like a grimace. He hoped Alcott would understand either way.

	“I can’t believe Lyle did that,” he murmured.

	“I’m sorry,” Alcott murmured back. They looked at each other, Alcott standing over Henry, Henry sitting in the hard-plastic chair.

	Henry didn’t know what to do. He wanted to go find Lyle and make sure he paid for what he’d done to Edward.

	He’d hurt Edward. He’d left him for dead. He would have killed Edward if Edward hadn’t managed to escape. He needed to pay for that, but how? They couldn’t go to the police and explain what had happened. Humans didn’t know about element wielders, and it had to stay that way. What was going to happen to Lyle, then? Would he be released?

	Henry wouldn’t allow that to happen. He couldn’t. “I want to talk to Lyle.”

	Alcott jerked back. “You can’t.”

	“Why not?”

	“You shouldn’t see him. You already know what he did and why he did it. Why do you want to talk to him?”

	“I just need to face him.” Even though Henry knew Lyle had done it because he was with Purity, he needed more. Lyle had always been a friend, Henry’s best friend. How could he have changed so much that he hadn’t hesitated to attack Edward? Lyle and Edward weren’t friends, not the way Lyle and Henry had been, but they’d been close. Why had Lyle attacked Edward? Why did he think elements should stick with each other? Edward had already explained that Lyle felt he deserved more than the job he had with the company, but Henry had a hard time believing that. He needed to ask Lyle, and hopefully, Lyle would answer.

	But more than that, Henry wanted to get his hands on Lyle and hurt him the way he’d hurt Edward.

	A hand on Henry’s shoulder made him jerk. He looked up to see Alcott, his hands raised as if he was trying to make Henry see he wasn’t going to hurt him. Henry realized he wasn’t acting normally, and he tried to relax. Alcott was no doubt worried, and Henry didn’t want him to be.

	“I don’t think it’s a good idea,” Alcott said slowly.

	Henry shook his head. “I don’t care. I need to talk to him.”

	“You have nothing to say to him, and I don’t think he has anything to say to you.”

	Henry shook his head and rose to his feet. He felt better now, and he was thankful for the moment of reprieve, but he did need to see Lyle. “What would you do if your best friend did what Lyle did? If he attacked your brother, left him for dead? If he’d been working against you the entire time and you hadn’t suspected?”

	Alcott hesitated, and Henry knew he had him. They were friends, and Henry knew him better than he knew himself some days. He could tell how Alcott would react, what he was thinking about—how to keep Henry safe without stifling him. Alcott was quiet, and he’d done his best to stay just a bodyguard since he’d started working with Henry, but he was failing.

	Henry couldn’t say he minded. He needed a friend more than a bodyguard right now.

	Alcott sighed. “Fine. I see what you mean. If my best friend did something like that, I would go find him, too. But you’re not me, Henry. You don’t have to see him. There’s no reason for you to.”

	“I’d still like to, though. Please.”

	Alcott stared at Henry.

	Henry held his breath. He’d found early on that if he said please, Alcott would be more inclined to do what he wanted. He didn’t know why that was, and he didn’t want to analyze it right now. He just knew that Alcott was weak when it came to politeness, and he was going to use it if he had to.

	Alcott finally nodded. “Fine. Let me call the warehouse. I’ll ask them to get him ready so you can see him. But it’s the one and only time you do this, understood? I understand you want closure, but that’s all this can be. You want answers from him, but you can’t hurt him, no matter how much you wish to.”

	Henry nodded curtly. It was true that he wanted to hurt Lyle, but he knew better. He didn’t know who was going to make Lyle pay, but he suspected Dakota wouldn’t hesitate to take the situation in hand. If he didn’t, well, Henry would find a way. He was going to avenge his brother, and he was going to find out who was behind Purity. Lyle had to know something.

	He was done with anonymous notes, with people threatening him and his brother and his company for making good business deals. He was done with all of this. He didn’t care who was behind Purity and what they wanted. They needed to leave him alone.

	Alcott stepped away, but he didn’t move far. He kept an eye on Henry as he took his phone out, and Henry stayed right where he was. Alcott was his bodyguard, and he always kept an eye on him. In the beginning, it had been irritating. Now, it was something else.

	“What are you two up to?” Dakota asked, making Henry jump.

	His heart raced, and he pressed a hand against it. “I didn’t hear you,” he explained when he noticed Dakota’s bemused expression.

	“I figured. Which means you’re doing something you shouldn’t be doing.”

	Henry straightened his back. Dakota wasn’t his boss, and he couldn’t make any kind of decision when it came to him. “I want to see Lyle, and Alcott is calling the place where he’s being kept.”

	Dakota grimaced. “That’s what I thought. I’d ask why you want to talk to him, but I understand. I’d want the same if he’d done what he did to me. Besides, he hurt Bay’s mate, and that’s enough for me.”

	“Do you know why he did it?”

	Dakota arched a brow

	Henry continued, “I know he said he felt he deserved a bigger role in the company, but that can’t be right. He was my best friend, but he wasn’t part of the family. Why should my father have given him part of the company?”

	Dakota shook his head. “You know him better than I do. I can only tell you what he told Bay and me.”

	“That’s why I want to talk to him. It doesn’t make sense.”

	“If I had to guess, I’d say Purity probably set him against you. Even if he was only slightly resentful, they would have realized that, and they would have used it against him and you.”

	It made sense, no matter how little Henry liked it. Lyle had been his friend, but it was true that he was easily influenced. “I just can’t believe he did this.”

	“I’m sorry for your loss. But you still have Edward, and you have us now, too.”

	Henry nodded, but it wasn’t the same thing. He still had his brother, that much was true. Lyle had been his friend for years, though. It was like losing another piece of himself after already losing so much. Both his parents were dead, and the only family he had was Edward and their grandfather, who detested them. Lyle had been part of Henry’s family, and now he wasn’t anymore, and in the worst of ways.

	“Everything is set,” Alcott said as he came back. His gaze flicked to Dakota, but he turned his attention back to Henry. “We can go whenever you want.”

	“Now.”

	Alcott looked at Dakota again, and Dakota sighed and nodded. “You can take him. I’m going to hang around a little more to make sure everything’s set here. Then I’ll join you, unless you’re already done and back home. Don’t worry about me.” He turned to Henry. “If you have any questions, feel free to call me. I’ll answer if I can.”

	Henry nodded, but he was already focused on what was going to happen now. He didn’t know what he would say to Lyle, or if he would try to hit him or hurt him. His life felt like it had imploded, and he didn’t know how to deal with it.

	“Are you okay?” Alcott asked as they walked away.

	“I don’t know. I don’t know anything right now,” Henry answered. If there was one person that he could be honest with when it came to this, it was Alcott.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Alcott was worried about Henry. He was always worried about Henry, which was his job, but he knew there was more to it. He couldn’t think about that right now, though. Henry was about to face his best friend—former best friend—a man who had almost killed Henry’s brother. If Alcott knew one thing about Henry, it was how much Edward meant to him. It wasn’t going to end well, and Alcott didn’t know what to do. He could have stopped it, made sure Henry never talked to Lyle, but he knew that wasn’t possible. It wasn’t because technically Henry was his boss right now. It was because he knew Henry would torture himself if he couldn’t get answers. Hopefully, he would, but Alcott wouldn’t put it past Lyle to string him along. If it meant he made it out of this alive, Lyle would do just about anything.

	Alcott glanced at Henry, who was sitting next to him in the car. They were almost there, and Henry hadn’t said a word since they’d left the hospital. He was probably still worried about Edward, and Alcott didn’t blame him. Seeing Edward in the hospital bed had shaken him, too. He’d realized he was starting to care for the two brothers even before it happened, but what had happened to Edward had solidified that. Edward wasn’t just a client. He was Bay’s mate, and Bay was one of Alcott’s best friends. That made Edward his family, and since Henry was his brother, it made him family, too.

	Alcott shouldn’t be as thrilled as he was by that.

	“We’re there,” he murmured as he steered the car into the parking lot.

	Henry leaned forward and looked at the warehouse. “It doesn’t look like much,” he commented.

	That got a chuckle out of Alcott. “I realize that. It is something, though. It looks this way on purpose so that people won’t realize what happens inside.”

	Edward looked at him. “And what happens inside?”

	“I don’t know what you’re thinking, but it’s probably not that. This is the place where Dakota trains us. He makes sure we know how to do our job. It’s also the place where some of us live.”

	Henry blinked. “Do you live here?”

	So far, Alcott had been staying in Henry’s apartment. He was Henry’s bodyguard, and he had to keep close. “Yes. When I’m not on a job, I live here.”

	Henry wrinkled his nose, and Alcott had to look away. He didn’t want to find Henry adorable. “Don’t you want your own place, maybe an apartment? Isn’t this crowded?”

	“A bit, but it’s what I need.” Because Alcott didn’t have a blood family, and these people, the people who lived there with him, who worked with him, were his family. He might not like all of them, but he’d become friends with most, and he was comfortable sharing a living space with them.

	He parked in front of the warehouse and looked at Edward. “You don’t have to do this,” he repeated.

	Henry’s expression became serious again. “I have to do it.”

	Alcott sighed. “I had to try.”

	“I know, and I thank you for that. But I truly have to do this. I need to ask him why.”

	“You realize he probably won’t have an answer for you.”

	“I know. I’ll deal with that if it happens. I still need to face him. He almost killed my brother, and I will never forgive him for that.”

	“You don’t have to forgive him. I hate that you’re going through this, that you’re losing someone you’re so close to.”

	Henry shook his head. “I’ve already lost him. I just want to know why.”

	They exited the car, and Henry followed Alcott inside. Alcott had made sure everyone knew they were coming, so they didn’t even have to stop on their way to Lyle’s cell. Henry looked around curiously, but he didn’t ask questions, and Alcott was grateful. He was tense. He didn’t like what was happening, even though he knew he couldn’t stop it. He didn’t want Henry to get hurt even more. He had to protect him, because it was his job.

	And because he loved him.

	He nodded at the guard who was sitting in the small room before the hallway where the cells were located, and Mercer nodded back. He didn’t say anything, didn’t try to talk to Alcott, and Alcott was relieved. The sooner they did this, the sooner they would be out of here, and that was what he wanted. He wanted to take Henry home to the apartment, to make sure he was okay, to make sure he rested and took time to grieve. No matter how angry Henry was, he was still losing a lot today. Lyle was his best friend, one of the few people he was close to.

	Alcott wanted to get his hands on Lyle and strangle him himself for what he’d done.

	Instead, he guided Henry to the cell Lyle was in. It wasn’t hard to figure out which one it was, because Lyle was yelling, screaming at someone to let him out, telling anyone who’d listen that his lawyer was going to hear about this.

	Alcott almost snorted. He managed to keep the sound in, but he didn’t miss the amused glance Henry gave him. Then Henry shook his head and stopped in front of the cell, and Lyle suddenly shut up. He peered through the bars in the small window, and his eyes widened when he saw Henry there. “Henry. Thank God. You’re here to get me out.”

	Henry took a step back. He looked outraged, but just like always, he took a moment to gather his thoughts, and when he spoke, his voice was cold and calm. “Take you out? Why should I do that?”

	“You don’t understand. I had nothing to do with what happened to Edward. I promise. I said those things because that man was threatening me, but you know I wouldn’t hurt Edward.”

	“That’s not what Edward said.”

	Lyle paled so much that Alcott wondered if he was about to faint. “Edward?”

	“We found him. My brother is strong, stronger than you thought. He managed to get out of the place where you kept him, and he’s in the hospital.” Henry moved closer. “He’s in the hospital because you hurt him.”

	Lyle loudly swallowed. “I’m sorry,” he started.

	Henry shook his head. “I don’t care. Why did you hurt my brother? Why do you work for Purity? You never thought elements shouldn’t mix.”

	Lyle hesitated, but he probably knew he wouldn’t get out of it. Henry wanted answers, but he wouldn’t compromise to get them.

	“I was promised a higher spot in the company.”

	Henry blinked. “Higher spot? You already have one of the highest-paying jobs. What more did you want?” Henry paused, and his mouth slightly opened as he realized what was happening. “You want to be vice president. You want Edward’s job.”

	“He doesn’t want it anyway. You know he doesn’t like to be vice president.”

	“I don’t care what he likes or doesn’t like. Being the vice president is his job, and it won’t change. He’s my brother.”

	“I’m your best friend.”

	Henry rushed toward the door and tried to hook a hand in between the bars and snatch Lyle.

	Alcott had expected that, though, and he grabbed Henry’s waist, pulling him back against his chest. “It’s not worth it,” he murmured in Henry’s ear. “Don’t hurt him. It’s not worth it.”

	Henry wiggled. “It would be worth it to feel his blood on my hands.”

	This wasn’t Henry talking. It was the pain, the fury, and Alcott knew Henry would be grateful that he hadn’t let him do this. He held onto him, keeping him against his chest until he finally stopped moving. Then he held him some more.

	Henry finally nodded. “I’m fine,” he said.

	“You’re sure?”

	“I’m sure.”

	Alcott let him go. Henry stepped closer, but Lyle had finally understood what was happening, and he wasn’t close to the door anymore. Henry peeked inside. “Why?”

	“I already told you why. Please, Henry. I know it was stupid. I know I shouldn’t have done this. But I’ve been working for you and your father for so long. I deserved more than I got. I’m your best friend. I’m family.”

	Henry made a disgusted sound and shook his head. “As of now, you’re nothing. I won’t ever see you again. I don’t care what you have to say to me or what you try to use as a bargaining chip. I don’t care. You’re dead to me, Lyle.”

	Henry turned around. He walked away, ignoring Lyle’s screams and his begging, and Alcott followed him, not giving Lyle a second glance. As far as he was concerned, the man was dead to him, too.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Saying Henry was angry would be an understatement. He wanted to reach into the cell again, to wrap his hands around Lyle’s throat, to tighten until Lyle stopped breathing. He was scaring himself with those thoughts, though, which was why he’d stepped away. No matter how angry he was, he wasn’t going to allow Lyle to change him. He’d already changed Edward.

	Henry knew what had happened would impact Edward for a long time, and he despised Lyle for it. He didn’t want his brother to be afraid. He didn’t want him to isolate himself. He wanted him to stay trusting the way he’d always been, and he didn’t know if that would happen. At least Edward had Bay. They’d only recently discovered they were mates, but it was obvious they loved each other, and Henry was grateful for Bay’s presence. He would do everything he could for his brother, but he knew he wouldn’t be enough. Maybe he and Bay would be if they worked together.

	He had no idea where he was going, but he continued walking until he reached the door from which they’d entered the hallway. He could still hear Lyle, but he didn’t turn around. He didn’t care what Lyle had to say. He would never see him again, and whatever happened to him, it wasn’t Henry’s business, not anymore.

	“Will Dakota take care of him?” he asked Alcott when Alcott reached him.

	Alcott paused, then nodded. “He will if you want him to.”

	It was hard for Henry to imagine Dakota as a killer. Dakota was a nice man, and he and his mate, Benedict, had come to Henry and Edward’s help when they needed it. They’d talked several times, and Dakota was a pleasant man, someone who worried about the people he loved, who wanted to keep them safe. “Will he do it himself?”

	Alcott paused as he opened the door. He looked at Henry, then away. “I don’t think so
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