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Gideon Gray is a
venomous snake shifter. Born as the first son to an Alpha pair he’s
been raised to takeover when his father retires. However, being
Alpha isn’t what he wants. Gideon owns a mortuary and would rather
live his life working with his friends than become someone else’s
puppet. His parents won’t give up easily and with every blind date
and matchmaking scheme Gideon’s resolve weakens.

Ethan Tod is the
Egyptian god Anubis. He’s never expected to find a fated mate. When
the Fates themselves drop in on him for a visit he doesn’t say no
to what they’re proposing. All it takes is a phone call and he’s
leaving his homeland to find the mate he’s suddenly paired
with.

These two men have a
date with destiny now that Fate has intervened and nothing will
stand in the way. The journey ahead won’t be all hearts and flowers
but with a mating blessed by the Fates these two will be able to
handle anything.

(Warning:
Contains sexual content, Mpreg and explicit language. Not
recommended for those under the age of 18.)
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Gideon Gray (Gid-eon,
Gray)

Ethan Tod (Eth-an,
Tod)


 [image: tmp_b1825ed0a2adf8acfd54aebf7402dfeb_ii0Yna_html_4b77dd3a.jpg]






[image: tmp_b1825ed0a2adf8acfd54aebf7402dfeb_ii0Yna_html_632b308e.jpg]











“You
have to choose a mate. Become Alpha. It’s your duty as the oldest
son!”

I swear if I
hear those words come out of my parents’ mouths one more time, I’m
going to go apeshit and kill something or someone. I’ve had enough.
The photos, the matchmaking, the blind dates. It’s wearing me down.
I’m this close to saying to hell with it and just choosing someone
so they’ll shut up. They don’t understand. I don’t want to be Alpha
or take a bond mate just to have kids. I’m content to run the
mortuary with my friends and wait for my fated mate. If kids are in
the cards when I meet that person then that’s great, but if not so
be it.

All I’m asking
is for the chance to live my life the way I want to. Instead of
being a puppet on a string. Sometimes I wish I didn’t have parents.
As soon as I think it, I always feel awful but it’s where I’m at
right now. Why can’t they let my younger brother take over? He’s
better suited for the damn position than I am. I don’t understand.
Fate, help me. Please, I’m begging you. If you’re listening, I
promise to be the best mate I can be so please…help me.
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I’ve had it up to here
with my parents. They delivered another file of mate prospects this
morning. I’m so far past done when it comes to this argument I
don’t even care about myself anymore. My only saving grace is my
mother. My father is pushing for me to choose someone from the
photos but it’s my mother who hands them to me. Each time she winks
and I’ve never understood why until now. After weeks of them
beating me down and me resisting I’ve finally given in. Opening the
envelope, I pull out the photos and spread them out across my desk.
Most of them are women. Go figure. But, as I reveal the last two
photos I find that they’re men.

My dad said if
I liked anyone in the pictures to flip them over and all their
contact info would be written on the back. Tossing the other photos
aside I pick up the two images of the men and flip them over. At
the bottom of both, right below the contact information is a note
written in my mother’s handwriting.






Dear Gideon,

I know if you actually decide to go through with any
of this nonsense that you’d rather choose a man than a woman. So,
when your father wasn’t looking I slipped a few options into the
envelope. Good luck sweetie.

XoXo Love,

Mom






Looking at the
two pictures, neither man calls to me on that level. They’re both
what I call surfer types, with tan skin, blonde hair, and blue
eyes. One looks to be wearing makeup and the other just looks
bored. My mom, as thoughtful as she is, has no idea what I like
when it comes to men.

Slapping the
pictures onto the desk I sigh, it doesn’t matter anyway. My father
gave me an ultimatum. This is the last envelope of choices. If I
don’t pick someone, he will and I can’t let that happen. So, even
though neither one of these men appeals to me I still have to
choose one. Running my fingers through my hair, I push my chair
back and stand up. Before I start my pacing routine I notice a
photo on the floor. Did I drop one?

Bending over,
I pick the photo up and flip it over so I’m not looking at the
contact info. The man staring back at me is the personification of
every single one of my fantasies. The photo itself is a full body
image instead of a headshot like the rest. He’s sitting on what
looks to be a bed, barefoot, in tattered jeans, and a tank top.
Swirling tribal tattoos start at his left eye and continue down his
neck across the chest and down his arms. His inky black hair is cut
short on the sides but is longer on top. The piercings in his ears
go all the way around from what I can tell. His expression is
nothing short of mischievous judging by the glint in his eyes.
However, the photo is black and white so I can’t tell what color
those eyes are.

Flipping the
picture over, I look at his contact information. All I’ve got is
his name and phone number. That’s okay though, dating is how people
get to know each other better. Pulling out my cell phone I dial the
number listed and wait.

“Hello?”

His husky
voice sends chills down my spine. Trying to hide my nervousness, I
smile and say, “Hello Ethan. My name is Gideon Gray. I got your
information from the photo included in the prospective mates’ thing
my parents gave me. I was wondering, if you’d like to meet with me
over coffee or something to get to know one another a bit
better?”

He chuckles
and says, “Sure. Tell me where?”

“Well, I live in a small town called Phantom Creek. You’ve
probably never heard of it. Anyways we have an IHOP here so maybe
we could meet there for coffee and breakfast? Tomorrow?”

“Sounds good to me. Ten thirty okay with you?”

I nod, quickly
realizing he can’t actually see me nod. “Yes, ten thirty is
perfect.”

“Good. See you then.”

He hangs up
the phone and I’m left to anxiously wait for tomorrow.
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I was playing poker
with an imp friend of mine when suddenly, three women teleported
into my house. My imp friend looked between us and disappeared.

“Can I help you ladies with something?”

The middle one
says, “Actually we’re here to help you.”

I raise an
eyebrow at her. “Help me? With what?”

She clears her
throat and says, “Where are my manners, my name is Atropos, and
these are my sisters, Clotho and Lachesis.”

My eyes widen.
“You’re the Fates.”

Atropos nods.
“Yes, we are.”

“But why are you here?”

She says,
“Normally, we don’t do things like this. Fated mate pairs usually
happen at birth, but we’ve got an unconventional case on our
hands.”

“What do you mean unconventional?”

She sighs,
“Long story short, I saw a certain shifter’s future and in order to
create the appropriate outcome, I made sure he was never paired
with a fated mate.”

Tilting my
head to the side I say, “That’s a bit cruel don’t you think?”

“Yes, but it had to be done. Which is why we’re here now.
Normally, because pairings happen at birth we don’t ask permission
but this is an unconventional case and you are our first choice to
pair with this shifter. So, we’ve come to ask your permission.
Egyptian God Anubis, would you like a fated mate?”

I answer the
question without hesitation. “Yes, I would.” I’d be an idiot to
pass up this chance.

She claps her
hands together and says, “Good! Now, we have some things to take
care of. You have a human form and name in the human realm
yes?”

Nodding I say,
“The name is Ethan Tod,” then I transform myself into my human
form.

They all tilt
their heads to the side and nod.

Atropos says,
“Good, now we have a few things to take care of on our end.”

One of the
other sisters hands me a cell phone she conjured out of thin air
and says, “Wait for the phone to ring. When it does, your mate
should be on the other end.”

“Wait, how will I know who he is?”

“You’ll know when you see him.”

With that
cryptic message, they disappear and I’m left to wait.

It only takes
a day for my mate to call. He’s right. I’ve never heard of a town
called Phantom Creek, but a quick internet search gives me all the
information I need. On the morning of our arranged meeting, I
teleport myself to my human house. Uncovering my Harley, I climb on
and teleport myself to the next town over from Phantom Creek. Can’t
just appear in the parking lot of their IHOP, that’d be weird. It’s
best to ride in, like any other traveler.
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