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NATHANIEL/NATE

Our month of living at the Radisson was coming to an end and yet I still had no idea who our enemy was. It was frustrating enough not understanding why the gargoyle shifters were being hunted and systematically killed, but not knowing who was doing it made me, and my brothers, feel helpless and lost.  

I stood up and stretched my arms above my head, already dreading sunrise. I glanced at the clock on the wall. Five a.m. I had a couple more hours before I would have to kneel down on the New York City public library roof, and become a stone statue for all the passersby to see. If they happened to look up from their busy scurrying lives, that is.

We’d been this way for over a hundred and twenty-five years, and I was beginning to feel the effects of my age. I didn’t tell my brothers, of course, that my muscles ached when we awoke every evening with the setting of the sun.

I didn’t tell Roman or Rafael how jealous I was that they had both found their Beloved. How could I? They were too busy being happy to notice that Gabe and I were still without our lovers.

And the lack of a Beloved was really starting to take its toll. Physically, and mentally. I was tired, and hope was beginning to dwindle.

Not that Gabe and I didn’t have women in our beds. Quite the opposite. I had two in my bed right now sleeping off our night together. Speaking of which...

I wrote the two women a quick note, thanking them for their time, and signed it. Best Wishes, Nate.

Best wishes probably sounded callous and impersonal, but they meant nothing to me beyond the good time we’d shared the past few hours. I had no wish to see either of them again. Though, at the rate I was going through the women in this city, I wasn’t sure there’d be that many eligible women left for me to bed. 

The moans and thumping from the room next door had finally ceased. Roman and Chrissy, his sweet Cinderella. He’d saved her from an abusive boyfriend and a menial life and in doing so, found his Beloved and true happiness.

I grabbed a glass of water from the fridge and chugged it back. My hand was trembling a little now, betraying my fear of the coming sunrise. I fucking hated the curse of our gargoyle shifter genes nowadays.

For a century I’d considered our way of life a gift. A stone monster by day, watching over the growing city of New York. A man by night, able to eat and drink and fuck our way through the blessed hours of darkness just like any other human. Except a whole lot stronger and better-looking, of course.

But we had an enemy now. Men who wanted us dead. They’d already killed so many of our brethren. They’d attacked us twice, maiming my brother Rafael and coming to hurt Chrissy.

And I was done. 

Done waiting for the next attack.

Done feeling completely helpless.

Our shifter genes were unusual and unlike any other paranormal. Wolf shifters could shift at will, anywhere they wanted. They could sleep where they wanted and refuse to shift for weeks or months if they chose to. 

We had no such luxury. If the sun rose, we turned into Gargoyle statues. 

And in that time, we were completely and utterly helpless against an attack.

On top of the danger of being imprisoned in our stone state, if we weren’t in our allocated place, atop the library, then the pain that we experienced in those twelve hours of sunlight was horrendous. Or so said my brother Rafael. I’d never shifted to stone anywhere else than the library rooftop. But Rafe had told us that when he’d been too afraid to go back to the library and had shifted at home in our apartment, the pain had been almost unbearable.

I shuddered at the thought of a pain so intense it could send us out of our minds. Our gift of immortality, good looks and incredible strength was officially a curse. I didn’t want to keep facing each day knowing that we had people who wanted to kill us, and a location that enabled them to find us, always.

A home that would never change.

It was all well and good being immortal, but that was only if no one actually killed us, first.

“Good morning,” Rafe said, strolling into the apartment kitchen wearing only a pair of faded denim jeans. 

I nodded at my brother who’d been scarred by one of the attacks on us that had occurred while we were in our stone form. He was missing chunks of flesh from his shoulder and arm, and his face had been badly damaged too.

His Beloved didn’t care. Isabella adored him.

“Bella sleeping?” I asked, though what else would she be doing at five a.m.? I glanced at the clock. Make that five-thirty. Damn. I couldn’t stop the chill that coursed over my skin at the thought of what the next hours would bring. 

“Of course.” Rafe grinned, looking like the happiest of men. “She’s worn out.”

I tried to smile with him, but I couldn’t. 

I was happy for my brother, indeed, for both Rafe and Roman. But the affliction of being without my Beloved was beginning to weigh on me. More than I ever thought would be the case.

“How are you doing, Nate?” Rafe asked, crossing his beefy arms over his chest and studying me with a frown. “You look... I don’t know. Stressed.”

I ran a frazzled hand through my hair and forced out a laugh. “Yeah, well, I kinda am.”

“We all are,” Rafe said.

I clamped my teeth together and nodded. I had no reason to be more stressed than my brothers. I actually had less to lose than them. If Roman or Rafe died, they would leave behind women who loved them. Surely they should be more worried than me?

But they weren’t, and why was that? Because they were happy. 

Rafe wandered out of the kitchen in the hallway. “It’s almost six,” he called back over his shoulder. “I’m gonna get our lazy brothers up and head over to the library. You comin’?”

I grimaced. “Yeah. Of course. Give me a minute, though. I’ll meet you over there.”

Rafe disappeared down the hall in the direction of the other bedrooms. When we’d first moved in to the hotel, we had booked four separate rooms, but very quickly we’d upgraded to a large family suite that meant the four of us could be together in the one space. Made the security guys’ jobs easier also.

I walked out onto the balcony, where two armed guys stood watching for any sign of danger. “Morning, gents.”

Max and Ted nodded at me, night vision googles over their eyes, their gazes returning quickly to scan the horizon.

We’d been attacked during the day at the library, then Chrissy had been attacked at our apartment. Nowhere was safe—especially when we had no idea who we were up against. And my month-long deep dive into any information available to us had unearthed nothing.

To say I was frustrated would be a massive understatement.

I stepped up onto the stone balustrade and let the cold air of the early morning whip around my face. Once upon a time I’d lived for this moment. Cherished these last minutes before sunrise. While I could still move. My heart still beat. Warm blood still pulsed in my veins. 

Now, fear coursed through those same veins, turning me cold and making me shake.

I was fucking ashamed of myself. 

“Get it together,” I whispered, quiet enough not to carry to the security guys. If today was my day to die, then so be it. No point living a life if all it contained was fear.

“Hey. Nate.” I turned around to find my other brother Gabe staring up at me, his eyes looking as haunted as my soul. “Here.” He handed me a glass with an amber liquid filling half the container. 

“Great idea,” I said, taking the glass from him and quickly tossing it back. The burn of whiskey down my throat was a surprising relief from the torment in my heart. “Oh, that’s nice.”

Gabe grinned at me. “I’ve found the buzz lasts for hours in gargoyle form.”

I blinked at him, shocked that he’d connected the dots and read me so easily. Or perhaps... “You too?”

He shrugged, shoving his hands into his jean’s pockets. “It’s not like I wasn’t there. None of us feel safe anymore.”

I lifted my gaze to where our other brothers, Roman and Rafael, were canoodling with their fated mates, both women having gotten up out of bed to say goodbye. 

“They don’t seem so afraid,” I said, nodding toward the warm inside of the hotel room.

Gabe glanced over his shoulder, then back at me. “You know why. They’re just too busy being happy. Still, I know Roman’s been organizing new military contractors for our day time security, so the whole situation is definitely on his mind.”

“Yeah. He is organizing that for us. It’s something positive, I guess.” Roman was pulling out all the stops and spending an insane amount of money on keeping us safe. But why not? What was the point of having a huge chunk of change in the bank, if we were dead and gone and unable to enjoy it?

“You ready to go?” Gabe asked.

I stared down at the empty glass in my hand, my belly unusually warm. I’d have to remember that trick next time. “Yeah... thanks.”

Definitely the way to go. 

I squatted and put the empty glass on the stone balustrade. One of the security guys would no doubt take it inside when their shift ended. My brother stepped up next to me on the balustrade and we spread our wings out to catch the wind. I leaned forward and swallowed hard. My heart was pounding, making me feel sick. But it wasn’t like we had much choice. “Let’s do
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