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Picture frame in hand, Mirriam Forrester stroked a trembling finger over the features of her dead mate, John Senior. If she closed her eyes she could still hear the rumble of his laughter, or lose herself in those mesmerising pale blue eyes of his. They’d either shone with mischief or heat when he’d looked at her. Or had lit with love and pride when he’d looked upon their son, John Junior. 

God, she missed him like crazy.

His absence was a physical ache deep in her soul.

Her only joy in life now was their son.

He was the only reason she’d not given into her consuming grief and found a way to join her mate. She loved her son to distraction - but it just wasn’t the same as having her beloved mate by her side. She missed talking to him. Missed his strength, his love, and the feel of him moving through her mind. When his thoughts, love - just the assurance of him had vanished from her mind it had been worse than his death. Where once there had been light and hope, now all she had left was a void. A huge chasm of emptiness which no one, and nothing else could fill. When he’d died, the light had also gone out in her life. 

There were just so many things she missed about him.

She missed running through the woods with him by her side. Exploring and climbing trees, before making love beneath the cover of their canopies.

Mostly, she missed his adventurous nature. 

She missed… him.

 

Her chest ached with loss.

It was as if when he’d been murdered, someone had taken a spoon to her chest and carved out her heart.

The organ had never healed.

She had never recovered. 

John Junior was a good son, but it wasn’t enough.

She missed her mate like you would a limb.

You got by, but there was always that knowledge, that echo of loss which never truly went away.

Without him her life had become endless days and nights, filled with nothing but soul destroying loneliness…

Life without the other half to her soul was just utterly meaningless.

Her son had found Edwin his mate a year ago, and they were happy enough, but there was something missing between them.

Although she couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was.

Edwin was lovely. The absolutely best man for her son. He was the kind of mate she’d have chosen for him herself if she’d have been inclined or able to do so. Edwin was good - not only a good man, he was also good for and to John. Loved John to distraction. He would do anything for him – even included her in their celebrations and holidays.

Still, there was something missing with them she couldn’t quite grasp. It had become a thorn in her side as she’d tried to work it out.



Sighing, Mirriam let her confused thoughts go as she sadly stroked her finger over John Senior’s features again. 

Frame grasped tightly to her chest, she thought about how many other immortals there were without mates. 

There were many. 

Those whom hadn’t yet found their mate - and then there were those like herself…

  Losing a mate was the absolute worst thing which could happen to an immortal. A mate was the other half of your soul, and without them - you were no longer whole. 

Half a life was no life at all. 

Not as they could live, well… forever. 

John senior had been mischievous, adventurous, and just plain-fun to be around. It had been part of his nature and charm. She had loved his free spirit and thirst for adventure… but it had been those qualities which had gotten him killed. John loved to travel, to move around the world so he could run in his tiger form in new and exciting places. 

Mirriam’s eyes squeezed tightly closed, then taking a breath, quickly opened them again as she desperately tried blocking the sound of the gunshot ricocheting around inside her skull. She didn’t want to remember the wrenching fear she’d felt - still felt - so freshly in her mind today as the day he’d vanished. The void he’d left behind in her mind and soul after he’d disappeared had been horrendous. It had been insurmountable and crippling. When he’d vanished, she’d rushed out of the bungalow they’d been staying in a panic, leaving her son behind. 

She’d shifted to her tiger form and had followed John’s scent until she’d been alerted to others around him. The scene she’d come across had been the most sickening thing she’d ever born witness to. 

 

From the safety of a wide tree trunk, she’d shifted again and stood behind the safety of a tree as a man with a gun had stood over John’s body. He’d worn a beaming smile of pride as he’d posed for photographs with his kill. Revulsion churning her gut, Mirriam had prayed for their departure so she could remove the bullets and rouse her mate. Unfortunately, what had come next had thwarted her plans for his revival and haunted her days ever since. 

A machete had appeared… 

Oh, god, she could still see it slamming down before her horrified gaze. She’d covered her mouth to hold back her screams as the scene before had unfolded in slow motion. The drop of that weapon had seemed to last a lifetime as she stood froze and unable to stop events unfolding. The sickening slam as it had come down and gone through bone and flesh had taken her legs out from beneath her. The horrific thud and her own silent screams still rang in her ears. In her nightmares, she still saw that vile piece of human filth lift his trophy triumphantly in the air to cheers from his companions. 

After desecrating her beloved, they’d just walked away. They’d left his headless, lifeless body behind as if he were rubbish… meaningless. They’d just climbed into their vehicles with his head in tow and had driven away. Their laughter and jokes had carried on the wind as the tail-lights of their truck had vanished. Their departure had left behind only desolation and despair in its wake. She’d crawled on shaking hands and knees towards him, green eyes wide and glassy with shock. Rivers of tears had streamed down her cheeks as she’d collapsed over the top of her dead mate. Face burrowing into his fur, she had sobbed for what felt like an eternity. However, fear for their son, and the possibility of the hunters returning had finally galvanized her into action. She didn’t have time to fall apart, not if she wanted to take her mate home to Lunaton to bury. Her anguish was replaced with resolve and purpose as she lovingly stroked her fingers through his cooling fur for the last time. Then, pushing to her feet, with a last sob, she drew on her own animal side, needing her own tiger’s muscle and strength to move her mate’s lifeless body. 

Mirriam’s bones had popped and reshaped, fur of white and black now covering her as she’d finally stood on four legs once more. The white tiger nudged at her mate. Lying beside him, she’d hissed, ears flattening while she’d nuzzled his body. A sorrowful chuff had left her throat as she lovingly rubbed her head along his shoulder for one last time. Then, lifting her hind quarters, she’d dug her front paws into the ground for purchase as she’d sank her teeth into his shoulder. She’d then began the sorrowful and arduous task of dragging her dead mate back to their son. 

      

Cutting off her horrific and life changing memories, Mirriam wiped the tears from beneath her eyes. She’d buried her heart with her mate once they’d returned home but had carried on. Their son was still alive and had needed her; maybe now more so than ever. 

She needed to figure out what was missing from his life, so she could finally go to her mate and find peace. 

Just then, her ruminations were interrupted by an advert for a dating site coming on the television. Giving the photograph one last squeeze, Mirriam kissed John’s faded face before placing it back on the side table beside her chair. 

A dating site may work for those immortals who needed a mate. It would need to be hidden from humans of course, as they could not risk being discovered. After all, it was at the hands of a human she’d lost her mate. Maybe those humans responsible hadn’t known they existed, had just thought John an everyday tiger; though that was no excuse for what they’d done. To take a life for sport was abhorrent to their kind, sickening. Life, no matter whom it belonged to, should be held sacred. 



Pushing up, Mirriam moved to her laptop on her corner desk. Taking a seat, she opened a browser to do some research. She would need advice though as the site had to be useful.

After all, finding mates for immortals was a little more complex than finding a date for a human. 

A Spell?

That was it. She needed a spell incorporating into the programme. 

Selina would know exactly what to do. After all, she was a witch whose specialty was matching mates.

Two-birds-one-stone. 

 

“I’ll make sure our son finds his happiness,” she whispered turning in her seat to face John’s photograph. “John Junior’s life will be complete, love. I swear,” she told his likeness before turning back and opening the contacts in her emails.

 

An hour later she had her reply and a time to meet up with Selina. Together they’d make this dating site work.
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The following afternoon, Mirriam let Selina out of her gift shop and closed the door with a satisfied sigh.

She had her dating site.

Selina was a practicing witch with a speciality for matching mates; she just happened to also be a vampire. She was powerful and a true romantic who had also lost her mate through beheading at the hands of a human. She was going to come up with a spell which could be coded into the programme to help match mates who signed onto the dating site. The coded spell would also draw those to the site who needed to find a true partner, maybe an eternal mate.

Mirriam felt lighter knowing she was doing something to ward off the loneliness - which a lot of immortals felt without a mate. Hopefully, this was going to be one step closer to end that for some - but only if they weren’t too bull-headed and stubborn to give it a chance and sign up. Once Selina had the spell, they were going to work on a marketing strategy. A way to draw those in who needed it but kept those out who did not.  

 


Prologue
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Tuesday Night – 3-years later 

Liaisons, Upper Lunaton

 

 

 

Maria paid the taxi driver. Then alighting, she made her way to the entrance of the nightclub Trina had arranged to meet. 

Liaisons.

Maria’s nose wrinkled at the name.

It reminded her of a noir film, an old classy pick-up joint. 

She stood on the pavement undecided on what to do. Unfortunately, before she could turn around and walk away the door opened. There stood security, a tall wide man with short cropped blond-hair and green eyes. He held the door open for her with a polite nod.

“Do you have anything on you, you shouldn’t have? Any weapons?”

“Erm, no,” Maria told him, eyes widening.

“Mind if I check your bag?”

“Go for it.” 

She then held out her oversized black handbag trying not to blush as he checked through the contents. She just prayed her tampons didn’t fall out and spill on the floor.

“Thank you Miss, enjoy your evening.”

“Hey, Maria, over here.” 

Turning at her name being called, Maria spotted Trina near the crowded bar. She was amazed she’d managed to hear her over the raucous sounds of excited chatter and clinking glasses. 

“Thank you,” Maria turned back and smiled at the security man, her eyes unable to meet his after he’d seen her tampons. He nodded politely before turning his attention to the door once more, opening it to more revellers.  



Nervously, Maria ran a shaking, sweaty palm down her black skirt. Her eyes flicked down the neckline of her polka-dot yellow short-sleeved blouse. She quickly checked the girls were still inside the cups of her bra and hadn’t tried for an escape. Big breasts could be a pain in the arse to keep under control; especially in the pretty new black lace bra she wore. She’d bought it as it matched the tiny black briefs she wore; which were presently trying to disappear up her arse crack. Blowing out a frustrated breath, she tried not to fidget in discomfort and pasted on a smile. Her underwear may be shiny and sexy but was uncomfortably small and didn’t do a damn thing to contain either the girls or her arse. She usually wore more substantial underwear. Knickers which came up to her navel and bras that worked as scaffolding to get the girls to defy gravity and stay put. To say she was nervous was an understatement; both about her underwear and the evening. 

Trina had talked her into coming here tonight as it was singles night at the club. Trina thought it was time she got back on the horse… so to speak. Jordan, her last boyfriend had cheated on her after being together over two-years; and living together for nearly nine-months of that time. 

To say she was wary of putting herself out there again was an understatement… 

She was absolutely terrified. 

Trina had assured her that this place was not trashy. She’d assured her the new manager didn’t take any crap from the clientele and that security was top notch. 

If the big guy on the door was anything to go by, she could believe it. 

Taking a deep calming breath, she blew it out. Then, straightening her shoulders she hoped like hell she didn’t fall off her black patent heels as she headed across the room.

“Hey, babe, you made it. I’m so happy to see you. Oh, wow, whit-woo. Look at you, you look great,” Trina told her, pulling her in for quick hug. “Now, what are you drinking?”

“A pint of courage.”

“Yeah, not sure they serve that here.” Trina’s nose wrinkled, and her neon-blue eyes sparkling with mirth. “How about a nice glass of white wine and my undying support.” Trina chuckled at Maria’s scowl, then linking her arm through hers, dragged her towards the bar.

“You look scared to death,” came an amused voice from behind her. Turning, Maria found a pretty blonde, her green eyes not only mesmerising, but compassionate and kind.

“I’ll let you into a secret,” Maria whispered. “I am.”

“I doubt anyone will bite you,” the blonde told her, lips twitching as she looked towards the guy doing security. He shook his head as if he could hear her as he continued searching the bags of the girls who had just come in. “What I mean is, it’s not allowed. Hi, I’m Selina, and my son owns the bar.”

“Oh, hi, I’m Maria and I work as a keeper at the wildlife park.”

“Ooh, intriguing. Tell me, Maria, which is your favourite animal?”

“I absolutely love bears. Unfortunately, there aren’t any at the wildlife park, but I live in hope.”

“So, what brings you here this evening?”

“She needs to start dating,” Trina spoke up, appearing by Maria’s side handing her a glass of white wine.” Here you go, chick, a nice glass of courage,” Trina winked.

“Thanks,” Maria blushed, taking a quick sip of the pale-yellow sparkling drink. “Ooh, manners, sorry,” she mumbled, swallowing and looking at her friend. “Trina, this is Selina, her son owns the club. Selina, this is my best friend and support for the evening, Trina,” Maria introduced.

“How do you do,” Selina smiled.

“Nice to meet you,” Trina responded.

“So, you are here for singles night?”

“Yes, she is,” Trina told Selina and Maria squirmed before muttering.

“I’d much rather be home watching telly and reading.”

“Oh, dear, that bad?” Selina queried kindly and Maria blew out a breath.

“Yes. To be honest, I’m not sure I should be allowed to choose my own dates.”

“Ahh, I see. Then if you don’t trust your own judgement, why not leave it to a professional?” Selina asked politely.

“You mean a dating agency?” Trina asked. 

“Exactly, I know a really good site which matches you by personality and hobbies.”

“Really?” Trina asked, a glint in her eyes. “Can I get you a drink Selina? Then we can take a seat and you can tell us all about this amazing dating site.” 

“What a great idea. How about grabbing a seat in the corner? Erm, over there,” Selina told them, looking and pointing towards a table by the door. It was a quiet alcove set back away from the noise of the main room.

“It’s ta…” Maria began.

“Oh, must be our lucky day,” Trina added as the couple sitting there suddenly stood, collected their drinks and left.

“Well, isn’t that marvellous,” Selina grinned, turning back to look at them, her eyes nearly glowing with happiness. “Better go grab it quick. I’ll just get a drink and join you in a moment.” 

Maria headed towards the alcove, slipping her empty hand through Trina’s arm. She dragged her along, happy for the reprieve of being thrown into the dating scene. She didn’t hold out much hope for dating sites but talking about them sure beat the alternative of having to talk to the men in the room.”
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“The usual house red special?” the girl behind the bar asked.

“Yes, please Amura,” Selina smiled, the tips of her fangs showing.

“Are you interfering again?” the girl asked as she past Selina a glass of red wine. 

“Mm, just the right amount of blood thank you. I’m not interfering, I’m matchmaking.” Selina sniffed, then turned around and headed towards the table and her latest customer.

 

“Damn vampire cannot help herself,” the doors security murmured as he moved up to the bar.

“Kettle and pot, Vincent,” Amura grinned, the tips of her own tiny fangs showing. 

“I may be a vampire, but I don’t interfere with human lives outside of work,” he told her. He then accepted a glass of what looked like blackcurrant cordial before going back to the entrance. 




Chapter One
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Maria took her seat at the corner table, warily looking around the room. As pubs went it was nice, clean, uncluttered, the staff friendly.

“This could be good,” Trina told her as she pushed in beside her.

“Says the date queen,” Maria grumbled, sipping her wine.

“Don’t be a party pooper. Give it a chance. If it doesn’t work, we can always go through to the nightclub to check out the talent,” Trina winked, her shoulder brushing against Maria’s as her neon blue eyes sparkled in amusement. 

“You do realise you have a sex addiction, right?”

“Nah, it’s not an addiction when it’s a necessity,” Trina replied dryly, using a straw to drink her wine.

“Why a straw?”

“Keeps my lipstick fresh,” she told her, smacking her pouty-lips and Maria snorted. 

“Okay, whatever you say.”

“So, girls, what exactly is it that you are looking for?” Selina asked as she took the seat facing them. She cradled her red wine between her palms, intent green eyes on them. 

Maria found herself talking before she’d even meant to.

“I want a partner, a man who understands my job and coursework are important. He needs to be mature enough to not feel threatened by my independence.”

“Yes, she’s certainly independent,” Trina added. “I tried to get her to move with me when I started my new job, you know, share the bills, take off some of the pressure.”

“And?” Selina asked.

“I like my Independence, I’ve taken care of myself since I was seventeen-years old.”

“Ahh, I see,” Selina murmured taking a sip of her wine with a satisfied purr. “Full bodied and fruity, just the way I like it,” she smiled tight lipped. “Now, what else do you need from a… erm… partner?”

“One who doesn’t lie and is faithful. I don’t want a man who’s busy dipping his dick into anything with a pulse that flutters her lashes his way.”

“Ouch, not good. I could always put a hex on your ex if you’d like? You know, limp dick for year,” Selina murmured putting her drink down as she leaned on the table, a nail tapping her chin as if deep in thought.

“Oh, my god, I’d love that,” Maria chuckled. “Jordan is such a prick. He must have a personal assistant to keep track of all the women he juggles. Man, I wish I could do spells. I’d love him to get his comeuppance, but that’s just the scorned woman in me. To be honest, I wasn’t as upset over his infidelity and kicking him out as I should have been. What does that say about me?”

“That you are an intelligent woman,” Selina soothed, her hand patting Maria’s where it fiddled with the stem of her wine glass.

“If you weren’t upset over the break up. Tell me, why have I not been able to get you to try a date for the last six-months?” Trina glowered.

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’ve been busy at work and working towards my doctorate…” Maria trailed off as Trina raised a blonde brow.

“Okay, and maybe I’ve been avoiding men. It’s not what you think though,” she rushed on to assure Trina. “I was more angry than hurt over Jordan’s infidelity and lies. What concerned me more was my inability to read people; to trust my own judgement.” Maria admitted with a swallow, and Trina leaned into her, an arm around her shoulders.

“I think the hex would be an excellent idea,” Trina growled. “Just for the way he’s made you wary of your own judgement. You are the best person I know, kind, funny, and smart. You love your animals fiercely, you fight for animal rights. Hell, you won’t even step on a damn creepy spider,” Trina shuddered.

“Spiders have rights too,” Maria huffed, and Selina smiled, a hand coming up to cover her mouth as her eyes sparkled with amusement.

“So, Maria, what do you want from a partner?” Selina asked. Her green eyes seemed to glow as she stared into Maria’s own startled hazel ones.

“I want a man who loves me for me. Who will be faithful and understanding about my love of animal welfare. That I work long hours and have a doctorate to finish. I want a man who is independent enough to take care of himself, but flexible enough to allow me to lean on him; or he me if need be. I want a partner in the true sense. Someone who, if we were ever to have children wouldn’t see them as an afterthought or a hindrance. I want any children I have to be loved; an expansion of our union so therefore cherished and nurtured.” 

Blinking, Maria sat back, and Trina grinned as she looked towards Selina.

“Do you think your site can help her with all those requirements?”

“Oh, I do. You are exactly the kind of person one of our members would treasure.”

“So, Jordan’s hex is just a bonus?” Trina giggled, winking at Selina as she lifted her glass.

“Honestly, there is no such thing as hexes unless you’re talking voodoo. Then I want no part of it,” Maria shuddered. 

Selina raised an eyebrow. 

“Her animal welfare leads her into all kinds of research. Better not to ask,” Trina told her with a wave of her hand.

“Okay, then. One mate and one hex coming your way,” Selina told her. Then, reaching into her handbag she pulled out a tablet, opened up a browser and turned it around so Maria could see the screen.

 

 Looking for that special someone. Someone made just for you. Then, look no further. Here, at ‘Eternal Mates,’ we can match you to your Soulmate. That certain special someone guaranteed to compliment you through eternities’ trials. Also, if you are unhappy with your chosen date, we offer you a no quibble, money back guarantee. So, what do you have to lose?

 

“Seriously?” Maria snorted.

“Dead serious,” Selina told her. “Fill in the form honestly, and I can guarantee you a perfect match.”

“Go on, what have you got to lose?” Trina goaded, grinning.

“Fine. I’ll do it if it’ll get you off my back.” 

Trina gave a whoop, but Maria interrupted her. “However, if I get my perfect partner, you have to sign up to find yours.” Maria raised a brow as Trina sat blinking, her neon blue eyes moving from the screen to Maria, and then to Selina.

“Ready to put your money where your mouth is Trina? Ready to get off the shelf?” Selina asked, a brow cocked. Maria looked at her friend, a mulish squint in her eye and she sighed.

“Fine, you get the mate of your dreams and I’m in.”

“Well, okay, then,” Maria chuckled. “Let’s get this filled in.

As Selina handed her the tablet with the questionnaire screen, Trina glared at her over Maria’s head, but Selina just smiled.

“Sneaky witch,” Trina mouthed.

 


Chapter Two
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Thursday, a fortnight later

Nathan

 

 

Lunaton was going to shit.

Recently there had been crazed immortals and humans taking to snuffing out lives willy-nilly for power and fun. Jill had been found in an old abandoned Sanatorium, where she’d been tortured by Leo’s own crazed adopted brother Rafa. To save her life, Leo had performed a quick turn which was never a good idea. A turn was normally done slowly over a year or so to guarantee a good outcome.

With a fast turn, they were either fine once they’d adjusted to their new heightened senses, strength, and blood drinking. Or, the flip side, their brain ended up fried and damaged. So damaged it could send them completely mad and psychotic - as had happened to Rafa. Not wanting to wait for the slow turn as their father had suggested, Rafa had gone out and gotten himself turned by a rogue vampire. He’d then blamed Leo for not ending his life when he’d realised he not come out of it as he’d hoped. 

However, in Jill’s case, Leo hadn’t had a choice. She’d been dying due to the injuries and torture she’d received at Rafa’s hands - a fast turn had been her only chance of survival. 

 

Nathan was happy to be out of the house and here. Adam, his twin brother was at home with Dawn, a Nymph they’d saved from the hands of a psychotic witch last week. 

Nathan had wanted Dawn. He’d felt an emotional connection with her the moment he’d first laid eyes on her. His possessive and protective feelings for her had taken him by surprise when he’d taken her home to take care of her and protect her. She’d been the first female he’d been genuinely interested in for more than just sex since he’d lost his fated mate nearly seventeen-years ago. With Dawn, he’d wanted to explore the possibility of becoming mates. Nymph’s could mate to any immortal or human if they were compatible. There were not cursed by the fates like shifters to only be able to mate and have young with a fated mate - one born especially for them. Shifters; no matter the animal they became, knew when their mate had been born. They could not only feel their mates’ birth, a mate mark also appeared on their palms, a half circular shape similar to a rounded maze. They then knew they had to wait for their fated mate’s twenty-first birthday when the other half of the mark they had would appear on their mate’s palm. 

Once the mark appeared on a shifters mate’s palm, they had five-years to find and bind to them. Or lose not only their humanity but also their immortality. They would lose the ability to walk on two legs as a man and would revert to their animal form with its limited lifespan. They’d have no recollection of ever being a shifter, of their families or friends. They would spend their animal’s limited lifetime mourning something they could no longer remember.

It was a horrendous way to die. 

Oh, and just for shits and giggles, and to make it that little bit harder, they didn’t have a clue who or where in the world their mate was. 

Fate gave them a boon in the shape of telepathic communication between mates once their mate’s mark appeared on the night of her twenty-first Birthday. This was so they could try to woo their name and location from them. Although fate made sure they could not explain, the price they would pay if they could not accept that they were not only not human, but also immortal. The only way out of their death sentence was if their mate died, then the mark vanished, and they were once again free…

As his twin brother Adam had been when his mate had died a few days after her birth. 

The real kicker, once a shifter’s fated mate hit twenty-one-years old - and their mark appeared, they gained a limp dick. 

Fate made them impotent for anyone but their mates until after they’d bound to them. If their mate accepted them, they performed a binding ceremony below a full moon. Their palms placed together, and with a little magic from the full moon and a magically imbued talisman, the two halves would become whole. Which was what had been happening in the clearing between Balin and Lana as they’d stayed on the outskirts of the trees to keep them safe. A male mate in the throes of a binding found it nearly impossible to watch over their mate’s first shift. It was damn near impossible to fight their own animal’s needs and keep them both safe from danger that first time. 

Once the binding was complete, both would then wear an identical complete circle on their palm. This signified a union - an immortal lifetime together. 

Which could be literally… well, forever. 

After the ceremony, the impotence was lifted, and they were free to have sex with others. Although it did happen, it was exceedingly rare for a shifter to stray from his mate.


However, nymphs and a few other immortals were not bound by the limitations fate placed on shifters. As Dawn was a nymph, she could mate with anyone compatible with her sexually, which was a necessity. 

Nymph’s needed sex to survive.

Well, not sex exactly, it was the energy they fed on in the form of the electrical current which ran just below the surface of the skin of their partner’s as they orgasmed. 

Unfortunately, due to her imprisonment and torture, she’d been unable to feed her nymph side and had been starving, her energy levels depleted. Desperate, she’d asked both himself and his twin brother to feed her which had sealed all their fates. If they had not complied with her request, her life would have been put at risk. 

Fate had only one rule where nymph’s were concerned, and it was a doozy...

If their chosen partner refused to feed them, the nymph became as impotent as a shifter. Not physically, but in a more elemental way. Even if they had sex, they would be unable to feed and would die a slow and painful death, their energy and life slipping away from them. The only way around the clause was by finding a true mate, but fated mates were rare for nymph’s. As sexual compatibility played a huge part in their existence, their mates were usually found while having sex with them. So, unless they luckily picked someone who could become a mate, they died.

Yes, fate sure was a twisted bastard. 


Nathan had always expected to be mated. After all, he and Adam had only been fifteen-years old when they’d felt their mates being born. This was even before they’d become sexually active. Amanda and Jennifer had arrived, twins for twins but unfortunately Jenny, Adam’s mate had died within days of her birth and he’d been freed. Obviously being so young, Nathan had not wanted to wait for twenty-one-years before losing his virginity. So, knowing he had a mate, he’d needed to find a way to relieve the stress without expectations from any sexual partner her chose. 

Ménage had been the solution for him. 

It had allowed him the release he craved, but had kept his emotions in check, as it was rare for a shifter to want to settle with a partner they’d shared. He’d not wanted to become attached to a woman whom he had no future with. Therefore, at just sixteen-years old, he and Adam had begun sharing women. They’d enjoyed the thrill, the chase, and had not only learned their way around a woman’s body but had found inventive ways of giving pleasure. The only thing they’d never been able to do was penetrated the same orifice or side of their chosen partner at the same time being blood related.

Now, after all these years of sharing, Nathan had finally wanted to feel what it was like to have a woman of his own… 

He’d wanted Dawn. 

Unfortunately, with her life being in jeopardy, no matter how much he railed at the idea of sharing, he’d bowed to her request. Then, skin glowing and healthy as she’d fed from them both while they’d all found their release, fate had dealt him the ultimate blow…

She’d been given to Adam, his twin. 


He’d felt cheated when Adam and Dawn’s marks had simultaneously appeared on their palms. No matter how hard he’d have found it to be with a woman he’d shared with his brother, Nathan had still been devasted over the perceived snub and of losing his chance to find happiness with Dawn. 

He was happy for his brother, he truly was… but he was struggling with jealousy over Adam’s good fortune. Drowning in his own misery and loneliness, his jealousy was eating him up inside. 

Top of the list of his feelings though had been hurt… due to how he’d felt about Dawn. To make matters worse, Adam had guessed and had struggled to go ahead with sharing her to begin with. He’d felt wretched over sharing a woman knowing how his brother had felt. 

Adam had usually enjoyed sharing, had craved the release and never been worried over emotion. As he’d never gotten attached to his mate, he’d not realised what he’d been missing. However, once he’d been given Dawn, he’d been torn between feeling sorrow for his Nathan’s pain and elation and possessiveness over his new mate. 

Watching them together around the house they now all shared had been pure torture. A constant reminder of all he was possibly never going to have for himself. It just made the days and nights of his exceptionally long and fruitless life seem endless and meaningless - stretching out ahead of him for possibly an eternity. 

With their happiness, he’d felt a depth of loneliness which had felt torturous. Needing away from them and the constant reminder of what he’d lost once again he’d made plans. Nathan had been out
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