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Introduction to the series.

 

 

Welcome to lower Lunaton, on the border of Lunaton woods. The little British countryside town where the crop circle on the way in gives you heed; the inhabitants may not be what they seem.

 

By the dark of night, it's not only the moon that comes out to play. There's many a creature living alongside you, so expect the unexpected. Growls, howls, the patter or paws, the beating of wings, maybe a conversation with a little more bite than bark. A place of magic, or is that just a myth?

 

There's always something going on in the little town, and sometimes it's not so friendly. When the moon is high, and the day is over, stay out of the woods. Just a gentle warning, you don't want to disturb the locals at play. You could get more than you bargained for?

 

Pull up a chair and rest your feet, you may be here a while. After all, most have been here more than a lifetime, well a human one any

 


Words the Shifter Males are taught from birth

 

By the light of the third full moon of the year, man that goes from two legs to four will feel the pull when his mate is born, the other half to his soul. But patience must you show, for twenty-one years shall pass before she feels the pull of the binding, when at that time on her your mark shall appear. The other half to your own, thus making the mark and you whole.

During this time, you must not unleash the beast within around her, for she may not know of your kind. But you should hasten and be warned, only five years shall you have to locate and bind her to you. If you fail to have your union sworn over by the last full moon at the end of the fifth year, your lifespan shall then be that of your beast. You will then permanently become the animal that you take form, and for the remainder of that life you'll walk on four legs. Forever to be alone.
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J


aden made it across the river, the others coming up behind him, shaking to remove the excess water from their fur as they clambered up the banking onto the grass. Luc set down before them, wings folding against his back, carefully setting down Sophia beside him. Lara and Helena floated over the surface of the water and Jaden’s Jaguar’s eyes widened in disbelief as he watched the two-phoenix hovering. He was in awe of their capabilities, and realised that the women in the family he’d bound into were a little scary to say the least. 

He, for one, would not like to get on the wrong side of them, he thought as the two women finally lowered their feet to solid ground.

Shifting to his human form, he turned to the assembled immortals.



“Eyes peeled. Maisie’s running – which means she is now more dangerous than ever. She has absolutely nothing left to lose and everything to gain if she escape’s. However, we need to make sure that doesn’t happen. This ends tonight. We’ve lost enough of our friends, families, and neighbours, no more. Now, let’s keep vigilant and stick close to keep each other safe, I don’t want to lose anyone else… not due to stupid mistakes. I’ll try to pick up her trail but we may have to follow Sophia’s lead as the bitch seems to have become adept at hiding her scent,” he mumbled in disgust. 

With that, he again went from two to four feet, black fur once more covering his body. Lowering his muzzle closer to the ground, he sampled the air, whiskers sifting through the various scents available to him. His ears moved around as he tried to pick up on any sounds or footsteps. He especially looked for areas where it was too quiet because in Maisie’s case that could also be a clue. If there were blank areas, it could be indicative of her being close and covering her tracks. It was something that had nearly cost him Maya on the night they had bound and he would not make the same mistake again.

A sound came from deep in the woods, although the tree line was too dense to make out what it was. However, there was most definitely something going on under cover of all those trees. Chuffing, he sloped off into the woods, moving in a zig zag formation low to the ground, trying to make it harder to pinpoint his exact location. Sophia stepped in his path making him halt, head tilting and top lip lifting off his muzzle in displeasure. She held a hand to her lips and her chin bobbed, pointing further out in front of them to an area they still couldn’t make out. 

Luc moved, the large gargoyle pulling Sophia behind him, guarding her by using his own body as cover to protect her. 

“Luc,” Sophia sighed, tapping on his back and his head turned, looking at her over his shoulder. “She’s left her mark. That means there are the possibility of traps in store for us which means I need to go first.” Luc’s brow furrowed at this and he shook his head. Sophia’s mouth twisted at his stubbornness. “I need to go first,” she reiterated. “I can find her markers. I can also try to counter-spell anything she’s left behind.” Again, he shook his head and she growled low in her throat, hands coming to rest on her hips as she glared up at him. “Look, I appreciate you are trying to protect me, I do, but I need to see what’s in store for us. I can’t do that hiding behind your wide load. Now move,” she hissed, tapping the toe of her short black boot on the floor. His brow rose further, head cocking, long fringe parting on one side revealing what was usually hidden. “You have horns,” Sophia said, her hand rising and he flinched. “Sorry, I’ve just never noticed them before. May I?” she asked, her eyes dropping to hold his dark green gaze before rising to his horns again. She’d never seen a man with horns before and hadn’t realised that Luc had any. Although looking, she saw that his were very small, shorter even than her little finger so easily hidden. They also curved slightly at an angle towards the back of his head. She was fascinated by them and as she waited, hand itching, Luc gazed back at her. He was probably trying to figure out what she was up to, suspicion visible in his wary eyes. 

 

He did another visual sweep over her face before settling on her eyes once more. Slowly, he lowered his head so she could reach. Tentatively, so as not to spook him, Sophia raised a hand, running it over the small horns. Gasping at the feel, she pulled her tingling hand back. “They’re warm and soft, not what I expected at all,” she murmured. Then rubbing her hands together, she tried to settle down the buzz of sensation running over the surface of her skin. It felt like static electricity, all tingly. She’d expected them to be hard, cold even, but they weren’t. They felt like warm velvet against her skin and her hand itched to again feel the texture. Luc’s stance didn’t change, neither did his stoic face alter… he just shrugged. Then straightening, he turned once again looking towards the interior. 

Sophia would think on why she’d felt compelled to touch Luc later. However, right now, they had more important matters at hand.

      

Finding that he couldn’t see any signs of danger up ahead, Luc stepped to Sophia’s side. He then held a hand out, suspended, as he patiently waited for her to take his offering. Since he’d first laid eyes on this small curvy woman with emerald green eyes, he’d been fascinated by her. Finding himself thinking of her at the most inopportune moments. She appealed to him on a level he couldn’t understand. As he waited for her to take his hand, his eyes traced over her hair again. The lush, dark auburn waves had silver threaded throughout and was the only visible sign of her aging. He liked it though, it added depth and beauty to the surprisingly soft shiny curtain of silk. Even her voice fascinated him. She was softly spoken, but for that, there was the strength of steel in her words. He was flummoxed by her and his own somewhat overwhelming need to know that she was safe. 

Why? 

He didn’t know. As she was a witch; and it being one of her kind that had cursed him, he should be running in the opposite direction. Instead, he’d found himself drawn to her, pulled by an invisible force that he had no control over. Her happiness, comfort, and wellbeing had become the most important thing in his world. 

Pushing the confusing thoughts away, he waggled his fingers, impatient now for her to take his offering. He needed to feel her hand wrapped safely in his own and they would not be moving until she did. 

      

Sighing in resignation, Sophia slipped her hand into Luc’s and instantly felt calm as his much larger one engulfed her own. She fell in step by his side as the shifters spread out around them. Lara and Helena, the phoenix, moved to either side of her and Luc, eyes sweeping the interior. A twig snapped up ahead the sound overloud in the stillness of the evening and both Lara and Helena’s hair began to move as their hands came up, feet lifting from the ground once more. Floating now, they moved slightly ahead, Jaden growling a warning from behind…

Which they ignored. 



As they got further in, the trees began thinning, making them break cover. Up ahead, about one-hundred-yards, they caught sight of the blonde they were trailing…Maisie. The black witch moved rapidly, tugging along a limping black jaguar, a chain attached around his neck.

 

Jaden growled, and Lara gasped as the hurt jaguar looked over its shoulder. He pinned them in his cat’s green gaze before turning, shoulders slumping as he was pulled along by Maisie. As she picked up speed, she tugged on the chain and he struggled to keep up, the limp in his back leg now more pronounced as he dragged it. 

“Davion’s hurt,” Lara murmured, watching as Maisie suddenly halted and unable to stop quickly enough, he bumped into Maisie’s back. Growling at him, Maisie hit Davion with the chain, then spun, hands coming up as she threw a spell their way. 

Sophia tugged her hand free of Luc’s and launched a counter-spell. The dark vapour heading their way hit an invisible barrier, harmlessly dissipating before it could reach them. Luc stiffened by Sophia’s side readying to put himself before her as Maisie threw a second spell. Helena swore and released a blast of fire from their right. It shot across the distance separating them from Maisie, making her squeal, and duck, but the fire singed her right cheek as it soared past. 

Grinning in satisfaction as the fire had hit its mark, Luc pulled Sophia back into his side. 

Maisie’s eyes shot venom at them as she screeched. “You will not win.” Her madness was now easily visible to all as her once lustrous blonde hair hung down her back in a dark, greasy, knotted mess. Her eyes swirling with insanity as she smiled maniacally at. 

Luc again stiffened, knowing Maisie was up to something. His muscles tensed, ready to step before Sophia as once more Maisie’s hands rose to attack. She froze though, hand still raised as a light came on behind her. Luc frowned, trying to figure out what was going on, because it looked as if a doorway had opened. He blinked, grabbing Sophia by her hand, and pulling her closer into his side as a tall, bulky shadowy figure lumbered out of the light. Maisie screamed as the figure grabbed hold of her left arm. She fought, tugging and pulling as she tried to free herself from its grasp. 

“Finally, my bitch wife, I have found you. It’s time you came home,” the shadowy figure rumbled. His lisping voice carrying clearly across the distance. 

“No,” Maisie screamed, frantically tugging to free herself, but he held firm. Stepping backwards, he dragged her screaming and kicking with him towards the doorway and Maisie in turn pulled Davion still in jaguar form along with her. 

Lara lunged forward, hands coming up to throw more fire towards Maisie’s hand, desperate to get her to release Davion’s chain. 

Luc pulled Sophia behind him, needing to keep her safe as he tried to figure out what was so familiar about the doorway. He dropped the thought, then tried to calculate if he could reach them before they disappeared inside and it shut again. But as Davion’s tail was the only thing still visible, he knew he’d never make it in time. He turned to look at Sophia as she once again stepped from behind him and he scowled at her. Frowning, his head turning the other way as there was movement to the side.

Lara took off at a sprint, desperately trying to reach Maisie, and Davion - Jaden and the others on her heels. Sighing, Luc took a firm grip on Sophia’s hand, threading his fingers with hers so he wouldn’t lose her, and took off after the others. He took Sophia along with him, using his wings to propel them forwards. Unfortunately, halfway across the distance separating them, it was as if the light had been switched off. There was no longer anything there, not a trace left behind. Nothing apart from a fading mist which was the only sign that anyone - or anything - had ever been there. The tree line was once again silent apart from Lara’s, gut wrenching, echoing scream. Luc swallowed at the sound of heartbreak and anguish so easy to hear. 

 

“God, damn it, no,” Jaden growled as he once again stood on two feet, staring at the space where they’d just been. “I’m sorry, Lara, they seem to have vanished, and what the hell was that?”

“Dream demon,” Sophia replied, Luc frowned again at her words.

“A what?” Lara gasped, turning to Sophia.

“A Dream demon. They are from the fae realm, not of our plain of existence,” she informed them. It had been a while since she’d seen a dream demon, but if her memory served her right - and wasn’t playing tricks on her - this one had not looked as he should. 

A dream demon was basically a dream weaver, a fallen angel, banished to live on earth. They stayed in the fae realm where their job was to help man, or risk being banished to the lower realms. The lower realm was somewhere few wanted to spend any time, never mind an eternity. 

What had happened to this one, though?

 

Sophia’s thoughts were interrupted by Jaden’s next outburst.

“So, how the hell are we meant to stop her now?” he asked, dark head turning back to the spot where they’d vanished.      

“I’ll speak to Agatha and see if we can come up with anything between us,” replied Sophia. She knew she was going to need help on this one as the fae realm wasn’t a place she’d ever been, or knew how to locate. Maybe if they pooled their resources, they’d be able to come up with something. 

Although she wasn’t holding out any hope.

 

“Is it worth checking if they come out further into the treeline?” Jaden asked, looking towards the dark shadow of the trees further ahead, now once again only lit by the moonlight.

“No,” Sophia shook her head. “As I said, the dream demon is from another plain so will be long gone now.” She closed her eyes at the devastation apparent in Lara’s next words, and felt Luc once move closer to her side. His presence warmed and comforted her, his hand squeezing hers offered support. Confusion swamped her at her feelings where this quiet, stoic man was concerned. She was even more confused when she clung to him instead of disentangling herself. 

“Davion?” Lara whimpered, desperate eyes still looking towards the trees, hands now twisting together in distress. Helena came over placing her arm around her as Sophia shook her head, mouth grim. She was unable to vocalise that she couldn’t tell her where he was, or even if he would ever be back. This woman was like a sister to her and it tore her up inside not being able to help or alleviate her worry.

“Let’s head back then. I’m sorry, there’s nothing else we can do, Lara,” Jaden murmured apologetically. “I’ll make sure a patrol is still done daily, though, because no one is safe until we know that bitch is dead,” he gritted out. “The grizzly twins will bring you both back across the river,” he added, turning and shifting. 

Jaden then headed back into the water to get to the other side of the banking. It was time to check how his brother Balin had faired at Maisie’s hands.

 


Chapter One
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I


n the front room Lana paced, as upstairs, Agatha treated Balin. Her gut twisted with nausea at the injuries he’d received. Shuddering as she thought about the glimpse she’d gotten of them when she’d helped clean him up in the shower earlier with Sam and Leonard. God, he’d looked like someone had opened him up with a can opener before turning his lower legs into mush. Once the adrenaline of his rescue had worn off, she’d been truly horrified by the damage he’d sustained at that sick bitch’s hand. 

How the hell had he survived? 

 

She mused, stunned again at the strength and determination it must have taken for him to hold on for her. She swung between anger and guilt at herself as she’d been the one who’d refused to let him go. She had forced him to endure and wait for them to locate and rescue him.

“Baby, come, sit down,” her mother, Lara said tiredly from her place on the sofa. She was exhausted and had dropped onto the nearest sofa after the boys had brought her and Helena back. She’d had to ride on the back of a grizzly, her abilities to levitate gone in her distress. She’d been sat there since, nursing a strong cup of tea, her mind still stuck on the last image she’d had of Davion. In her mind’s eye, she saw her mate’s limping dejected form disappearing through that strange doorway. He’d been badly hurt, losing strength…

Cutting of the thought, she put her cup in her other hand and examined her mate mark. It was still present - which meant that there was still hope for him. He was still alive at least. 

For now, anyway. 

Enclosing the mark within a fist, she took another sip of her tea and continued to watch their daughter. She had been pacing since she’d come down the stairs. In her worry and agitation, she was moving backwards and forwards like a soldier on guard duty. “Lara, baby, it’s making me dizzy watching you walk up and down.”

“Do you think he’s okay?”

“Balin… of course. He’ll be fine sweetie.”

“Reach for him,” Jaden told Lana as he stepped into the room, rubbing his brow as if it hurt.

“I don’t want to disturb him,” Lara replied, stopping her pacing as she nervously moved from foot to foot while nibbling on a thumb nail. The bane of her family, they always bit their thumb nails when nervous or upset. She desperately wanted to hear Balin’s voice just to know that he was okay. Her confused thoughts were interrupted as Jaden once again spoke.

“It will disturb him more if he can sense your anxiety,” he told Lana. A tight smile on his face as his eyes continually rose to the ceiling - as if wishing he could see through the floor to check on his brother. 

“Agatha will take care of him,” Maya told them, coming into the room carrying her own drink. She put it down on the small rounded table beside the sofa Lara sat on and moved over to Jaden. Taking hold of his hand she rested her head against his arm as she entwined their fingers, offering him comfort.

“I know. It’s the waiting that always plays on nerves,” Jaden told Maya giving her hand a reassuring squeeze, eyes once again rising towards the ceiling.

“What have I missed?” Sophia asked, stepping inside, Luc once again on her heels.

“Agatha is with him now,” Jaden responded, turning to her. 

“Then, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll go to see if I can aid her,” she told them, heading towards the hallway. She instantly missed the large, reassuring presence at her back as soon as she moved off. “Oh, Luc, thank you for the lift,” she told him. Then stopping, she turned to smile at him over her shoulder. 

Luc inclined his head in response. He was unsure how to deal with this woman, this witch who’d arrived amongst them. There was something about her, something that called to him but he couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was. 

“Will you still be here when I get back from helping Agatha?” Sophia asked, interrupting his musing. 

She didn’t know why it was important that he still be here when she was through, but it was. She felt like she should explain herself because he watched her with such caution, as if she were an unexploded bomb. She didn’t want him to watch her with suspicion though, she wanted something else altogether from him and nearly rolled her eyes at the idea. I mean, she was pushing sixty-years-old. Okay she was fifty-six - but Luc was a handsome, young, virile man, and her interest in him should appal her. She didn’t know why his suspicion upset her, but it did. She needed to spend time with him to understand where this interest in him came from because quite frankly, she found it unsettling. So, with that in mind, she needed to give him a reason to stay. “I have something I’d like to discuss with you,” she informed him, sure she’d come up with something in the meantime. 

Luc turned then, his back to her as he looked towards the lightening sky through the back window. Mouth grim, he nodded, just a slight jerky movement of his chin. 

“I will speak to you shortly then,” Sophia replied, relieved to know he’d still be here. She went to turn but his deep voice stopped her in her tracks.  

“Unfortunately, I’m afraid it must wait until the sun has set,” Luc informed her tightly, unhappy with what was to come. 

Stopping, Sophia again looked at him over her shoulder, hand on the bannister and brow rising in silent query. His face was pinched and she wondered what had him looking so pissed off. Then she swallowed, because maybe it was her, maybe it was her presence that upset him. Maybe he didn’t want to be around her, it made sense because he looked annoyed. If that was the case he could tell her, so with that in mind, she silently waited for an answer. 

“I’m afraid I’ll be… indisposed until then,” Luc murmured but didn’t elaborate further. She frowned, trying to figure out what he meant by his cryptic words but came up blank.

Luc did not want to have to explain to this woman what he’d become shortly. For some reason it bothered him to know that she’d see him in his other form. His gut twisted at the thought of her horrified reaction to him and his mouth slashed with displeasure.

Sophia couldn’t figure out what was going on. She looked from Luc; tall, stoic but quiet Luc to the sky outside the window searching for answers. Still he stood there, no further explanation so she looked towards Jaden to clear it up.

“Luc is cursed. He’s more statue than man once the sun rises,” Jaden informed her with a sigh. Sophia gasped, her eyes going wide and turning to Luc for clarification but he just swore. She was horrified at the thought. 

I mean, who would do such a thing to this man.

Then it hit her, his behaviour out in the trees and her own mouth tightened.

“Merde,” Luc growled, slipping into his first language in agitation, his eyes slitting in disgust as he looked towards Jaden who in turn just shrugged.

“One of my kind?” Sophia asked quietly, dreading his answer.

“Non… oui,” Luc replied, turning slightly towards her but his eyes would not meet hers. “Although not quite like you,” he continued mouth twisting. Sophia couldn’t figure out what he’d meant by that.

Was it good or bad?

Then shook the thought away. Sheesh, she had important things to deal with she needed to stop this fixation on him. 

Luc turned towards the window again, not comfortable with how she watched him. He found it galling to see pity in her clear green gaze. He did not want pity from this woman. He wasn’t sure what he wanted from her but was positive it wasn’t pity.

“Maisie cursed Luc many years ago so once the sun rises he turns to stone. He can neither move nor speak but is very much aware of everything that goes on around him.” Jaden clarified for her when Luc still didn’t explain anything further. Sophia sucked in a breath, horrified eyes jumping back to Luc.

She was shocked that someone could do something so heinous to such a man, and then wondered about what had made her do it. From what she’d seen and heard of Maisie she supposed it could have been something or nothing. Then again, where Maisie was concerned it could have been much worse…

Look at poor Balin. 

She knew Luc was uncomfortable discussing his curse because his wide shoulders were now so rigid with tension that he positively vibrated. It was also so palpable in the air that she could taste it as it poured from him in waves so strong it left a sour aftertaste in her mouth.

“Well then, we will talk once you are… more yourself.” 

She didn’t know what to say but needed to ease his tension not liking it. She had to swallow to clear the lump in her throat as she thought about what he must go through. Luc inclined his head but did not meet her gaze before turning on his heel.

“I will be in my usual spot,” Luc informed Jaden stiltedly, shoulders stiff. “Please, come let me know how Balin is doing.” 

Jaden nodded as Luc headed passed him towards the back door.

 

“Has no one tried to help him?” Sophia quietly asked, watching Luc from her place on the stairs. Smiling slightly at the sight because due to the width of his shoulders and wings, he had to turn sideways to get through the doorway.

“Many have tried, none have succeeded,” Sam informed her as he passed by her coming down the stairs. She’d been so focused on watching Luc’s retreating figure that she hadn’t even heard Sam descend the stairs. 

Sophia now turned her attention to her niece Lana; if not by blood, then by bond as she’d raised her. Her green eyes looking worriedly towards her. She wanted to go back down the stairs and hug her - tell her that everything would be okay - but that - she couldn’t guarantee. 

“Balin?” Lana asked nervously, turning at hearing Sam’s voice. 

“Agatha is beginning his healing. I’ve been sent to make tea. Not a clue why?” Sam sounded perplexed and a little annoyed.

“I take it you were acting anxious?” Maya asked with amusement.

“Like a mother hen over a newly hatched chick,” Leonard replied dryly stepping around Sam and coming into the room. Sam growled but Leonard just grinned as he moved to the far corner, his eyes going to the window. “He needs help,” he rumbled, jaw tight.

“I will see what I can do,” Sophia told him.

“That would be appreciated,” Leonard replied eyes still on the window.

“You and he are good friends?” Sophia asked, head tilting to one side as she observed the vampire. He looked devastated as he watched the window. His usually aloof but whimsical manner was missing for once.

“We used to be. What he will become now…” he sighed shaking his head. “It’s my fault,” he told her jaw rigid. He leaned against the wall… head back. With his eyes closed and arms folded he still managed to look imposing, even stood there in nothing but a towelling robe. 

“Argh, I see,” Sophia replied, and with that turned, making her way upstairs. She didn’t elaborate because she could tell that Leonard carried a lot of guilt over what had happened to his friend. He obviously hid his hurt over their broken friendship; and his guilt over his part in it, under a cavalier guise. 

 

A knock at the door had Jaden frowning but before he could move, Sam went to answer. They could hear him talking lowly to someone as he came back into the room.

“Jaden, meet Thomas Stevens, the lion of Essex.” Sam grinned as he slapped the tall, lean, strawberry blond male on the back.

“Will I ever live that down?” the newcomer asked wryly.

“Not in my lifetime… Therefore, I’d say not,” Sam laughed.

“Essex lion?” Jaden asked confused, then blinked realising that both Sam and Leonard stood in nothing but a towelling robe. No explanation for their state of undress was forthcoming as Sam continued to rib the newcomer. Jaden left him to it, his attention on their interaction. It would at least take his mind off what was happening to his brother upstairs.

“Thomas here got very drunk one night while away with friends down south. Idiot was so sozzled he shifted to help him find his way home. He thought it would be the quickest way. Unfortunately, he managed to get snapped by a holidaying couple. They reported it to the police and he ended up in the press; picture included, which caused a manhunt.”

“Jesus Sam, give me a break. I was a little worse for wear. I’d been out celebrating after just finishing medical school and putting in many long years, and arduous hours of study. May I also add in my own defence that it was the one and only time that I have ever gotten drunk.” Sam laughed and Thomas scowled at him. “My father gave me hell for my lapse of judgement when he read the papers the following day,” he said, shaking his head in remembrance.

“As fascinating as this is…”

“Jaden, Thomas is a surgeon,” Sam explained, stopping the tirade he knew was coming. “He works at Higher Lunaton general. I called him to come and examine Balin,” Sam explained.

“But Agatha and…”

“He’s lost a lot of blood,” Sam told Jaden, jaw tight. “They can heal him but I think after what he’s been through he may also need a transfusion.” Jaden’s eyes again dropped to Sam’s lack of attire, and his jaw tightened realising that he and Leonard must have had to shower him. 

Just how bad was his brother? 

Deciding that he didn’t want to think about that he asked questions instead.

“Can you give a shifter a transfusion?”

“You can if there’s a match,” Thomas informed him.

“Family?” Jaden asked, disentangling himself from Maya and rolling up his sleeve. He needed to do something, something to help his brother, anything. Giving blood would certainly help him, and that he could do.

“A mate is better,” Thomas informed him quietly and at Jaden’s confused look explained further. “In my experience, I’ve found that once a pairing is thrown into the mix their connection over-rides genetics.” 

Lana, who’d begun pacing again stopped in the middle of the room, turning to the newcomer after hearing his answer.

“I can help Balin?” her heart pounded with hope that she may be able to do something useful. Something that would help him and aid in his recovery. 

“If you are his mate, then yes,” Thomas told her. Then, brow creasing, he frowned, sighing before he continued. “I must warn you, if you do this there will be no turning back for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Whether you go through with the binding ceremony or not your link to him will not only be permanent but also stronger than ever.”

“Is that a bad thing?” Lana didn’t think a strong connection between mates could be bad.

“It can be if you decide not to go ahead with the binding.”

“What do you mean?”

Thomas didn’t respond. He closed his mouth and shook his head - as if incapable of speech. 

“He can’t tell you,” Lara told her daughter in disgust from her seat on the sofa. “That damn block they have on them. It’s like a gag order, stopping him from being able to explain anything about the binding.”

“What’s he not telling me mum?”

“Lara, you can’t tell her,” Sam spoke up, horrified.

“Why do we keep having these conversations with you males? How many times must we tell you that just because you’re unable to explain about it, it doesn’t mean we can’t? We are not tied by your laws,” Lara told him with a growl of distaste and Sam frowned. Thomas just crossed his arms, brow raised and a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“I like these women, they’re feisty.”

“You have no idea,” Leonard replied dryly from the corner.

“Mum?” Lana needed answers. She had been feeling useless, if she could help him she’d feel better. Although, she needed to hear this. There was so much about her own world and kind that she just didn’t understand.

“If you don’t go through with the binding…” Lara sighed, trying to figure out the best way of explaining it. Then clearing her throat began again. “Let’s just say that if you don’t go ahead, when Balin begins to lose his humanity; reverting permanently to his animal form, he will still be drawn to you. However, as an animal; and you being human, he won’t understand why he has a need for you. He’ll be curious so will seek you out, but obviously it can be dangerous.” 

Lana opened her mouth, confusion written all over her face and sighing again Lara continued. “What you must understand honey, after a shifter is paired, and the binding doesn’t take place before the five-years are up, he turns into his animal form. He’ll have no idea of his human side. Therefore, no humanity, it will be as if it never was. He’ll have no clue that he was ever anything but an animal.” 

Lana gasped, her hand covering her mouth as her mother explained it to her. She wasn’t sure she wanted to hear anymore her stomach already rebelled, but her mother continued.

“Therefore, if your pairing is strengthened but not followed through…” Taking a breath, Lara frowned trying to find the right words. “If he does come across you – which he will because he’ll search you out – then as a wild cat he’ll perceive you as a threat,” she informed her sadly.

Lana knew Balin was a jaguar but why would he hurt her, she couldn’t grasp what she was being told. 

“Lana, a wild cat attacks those that they perceive as a threat; which he will with you due to his confusion over his interest in you. However, even if he doesn’t come after you; which is highly unlikely. You’ll be mentally tortured as you’ll be privy to his decline into loneliness, confusion, and eventual death.” Lana shook her head at the travesty that the males went through. Her horrified eyes turning to Sam hoping that he’d refute her mother’s claims
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