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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 of 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 anyway.

 


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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Once the door closed, Leonard took several bags of blood from the cooler. Biting the corner off one, he checked the chains on the cross were still holding Jill’s wrists and feet. Satisfied they were secure after tugging on them, he sat on the cooler and made himself as comfortable as possible. After all, he could have a long wait… there was no rushing this. He’d have liked to have taken Jill home, place her in their bed and curl himself around her. Unfortunately, with other lives at stake it was impossible, mostly due to his own inability to live with the knowledge that more may suffer a loss because of his own selfish needs. 

Turning his head, Leonard dispassionately eyed the disturbed ash on the concrete floor as he drank. Just a bit of dust, not a lot to show for the life of one who’d destroyed so many in his thirst for a perceived wrong. Sighing, Leonard crumpled the now empty blood bag, dropping it by his feet, before biting off a corner of another full one.
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Thomas pulled the door closed behind him and leaned against it, head back, eyes closed.

“So, what do we do now?” Jaden queried as the others all turned to Thomas hoping for answers.

“We pray,” he replied. “Because, either Jill comes out of this intact, or by tomorrow night you may well be hunting one - or both of them.”

 

 


Chapter One
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“Douglas, tell us how you and Agatha met?”                  “You be wantin’ to know that… now?” Douglas incredulously asked Sophia.

“What I’d most like to do is go back in there and help Jill so I can take away Leonard’s fear. However, until I can figure out which spell would achieve that, yes, please. I think if I can clear my head by listening to someone else, it may help me to come up with a way to aid her.”

“Aye.” Douglas sighed, pulling Agatha against him, her back tucked into his chest, his arms around her waist as he thought back to the night he’d come across her. His gut churned at the memory. Being an empath; as well as being able to read his thoughts, Agatha tilted her head back, feeling and hearing his anger and fear for her on that night. Looking lovingly at him towering above her, Agatha stroked her hands over his arms, offering comfort. She knew Douglas was not comfortable talking in general, but especially not about something so personal. 

Eyes roaming Agatha’s features, Douglas shocked her by leaning down and placing a gentle kiss on the tip of her nose. He was not one for public displays of affection, as a highlander and a warrior - as well as clan blacksmith back in his day - he still had a few rough edges. 

Mouth twitching with amusement at Agatha’s thoughts, Douglas took a deep breath, her scent invading his senses… soothing both man and wolf alike. He brushed his lips lovingly over her own before witnesses, shocking her once again before leaning back against the wall. Resting one foot behind him, he pulled her tightly into him, surrounding her, cradling her body between his thighs. He moved his crossed arms from her waist, hands now covering her stomach, protecting and holding his young that now grew there.

“I lost my family during the Glencoe Massacre of 1692… most of me clan too.” He took a breath as he chose his words. “Aye, ‘twas a dark time back then. Me Da had sent me away so I was no’ home when the fort was hit. Thirty-eight men lost their lives that fateful morn’, then later, women and bairns died o’ exposure due to the bastards burnin’ down their homes.”

“Shifters, killed…” Sophia began incredulously, not understanding how shifters could be defeated in such a manner.

“Naye, I was a foundlin’, brought up by human parents,” Douglas told her. “They knew what I was which is why me Da had sent me away until I could shift and handle what to do when ‘twas a full moon. I spent quite some time travellin’ alone as I learned this and to control me temper. Being a hot-head is no’ good for a shifter and, although I would ha’e preferred to stay home. However, I knew they’d sent me away to try to protect me as the highlanders were a superstitious lot back then - as Aggie will attest. They were the last to hold fast to their fear of anythin’ different, including witchcraft. Aye, me clan - like many in the highlands - were set in their ways and although they were a little wild and bloodthirsty, ‘twas me home, me way of life. The clan was all I’d known. ‘Tis just a pity I was no’ home when they were murdered,” his mouth tightened. 

“Nearly a whole clan wiped out due to bloody politics and religion. The excuse ‘twas they’d no’ signed the pledge o’ allegiance in a timely manner when the new Monarchs, King William II and Queen Mary II took the throne.” 

He shook his head at this as Agatha ran her hands soothingly over his arms, offering comfort. 

“I was one o’ those that helped rebuild afterwards, and ‘twas hard goin’ startin’ o’er. Aye… a hardy lot are the highlanders, but they also ne’er forget. O’er three-hundred-years later and the McDonalds still hold fast to their memories of that time. Every year they still hold a memorial in remembrance of those who lost their lives in the massacre. I make the journey mesel’ as it gives me a chance to visit me Ma and Da’s grave as I go and pay me respects at the clan burial site in Eilean Munde. 

“I’m sorry,” Sophia told him, and Douglas bobbed his head, accepting her sympathy.

“Anyway, once we’d rebuilt, I spent me time working as either clan blacksmith or hired arm,” he chuckled. 

“You were a Mercenary?” Sam asked.

“Aye, fightin’ helped keep me wolf side happy, and the money was good. The coin I earned helped the clan and I also hid some away for mesle’ - I only worked for other clans, though. I would no’ keen help king and country after what they’d done. 

“A few years later I lost first me Da, and then me Ma to the fever,” he shook his head. “I, ‘twas hard, knowin’ I was whole and hearty as it did no’ affect me, when they could no’ fight it off. No’ long after their deaths, I had to leave so as no’ to arouse suspicion over me no’ agin’. I’d tell em I was travellin’ to make coin, and I returned every twenty-five-years or so, claimin’ to be the blacksmith’s bastard. Me Ma and Da still had family in the clan, but they never suspected anythin’ untoward as me Da and Ma had kept me secret so they just accepted me as one o’ their own each time I returned.” He smiled in remembrance, but then it slipped.

“The travellin’ was no’ so bad, but bein’ a shifter meant ‘twas a lonely life as I could no’ get attached. Then, about eighty-years after the massacre, I felt when Aggie was born… and I can tell ye’, after so long on my own I was fair lookin’ forward to finally havin’ a mate. Howbeit, knowin’ she was born and havin’ to wait for her to grow to one and twenty seemed to last an eternity. Eventually, the time came and I once again’ made me excuses to leave so I could begin me search. Aggie, though, she’s a canny lass - and a little stubborn to boot. She would no’ tell me where she was. She did no’ want to talk to the man in her head,” Douglas smirked, and Aggie smiled.

“No matter how much I enjoyed listenin’ to this braw man whisper to me, I could no’ respond. I had enough issues being a healer. I did no’ want anythin’ else hangin’ o’er me head to mark me as different.” 

“Now that I can empathise with,” Maya murmured, and Jaden snickered, remembering all the years he’d whispered into her mind before they’d met.

“Aye, me wee Aggie led me a merry dance o’er the Highlands…” Douglas stopped, a frown forming and Aggie’s smile slipped.

“Och, do no’ fesh yerself, ‘twas no’ ye. I’d been born into clan Buchanan of Kilmahog, and they were one o’ the most superstitious clans around. I had to be careful bein’ a healer as e’en though me Ma had been the clan healer afore me, they were always a little fearful o’ us,” she sighed. “Unfortunately, the year afore I turned one and twenty me Ma died, and as was the way back then, I took o’er from her. As soon as I could walk, me trainin’ began. I was taught all about herbs and their uses, and how to make potions and lotions. I was shown how to sew up cuts and treat bruises, and from bein’ fair young, I was out helping at birthin’ an’ the like. I was e’en taught which weeds would stop ye gettin’ with child.” 

Sophia noticed how Agatha’s usually slight brogue thickened as she and Douglas spoke together.

“I had a few enemies within the clan o’ course… remember, superstitious lot. Although there was one lass, Faleana, and she fair loathed me. She did no’ like that I had been left to live in me Ma’s wee cottage after she’d died, but as healer, ‘twas my right to keep me home. Luckily, our Laird was good and fair, but he was young when he took o’er from his Da – the old Laird. He had a pretty bride who he tried to keep happy, and they had a son, Alain - a bonnie wee lad full of mischief. However, Faleana, the town light–skirt and one who gave me the most trouble… fancied herself’ me cottage and job. She whispered poison in our Laird’s ear, takin’ advantage o’ his youth and inexperience, and unfortunately for me, I made it easy fer her.”

“’Twas no’ your fault she was a bitch, love,” Douglas soothed.

“Och, aye, she was, but be honest, Douglas, ye were a little fearful o’ me yersel’ after findin’ I was a witch in the true sense.”

“Aye, I was, but I soon got o’er it… especially as ‘twas your knowledge of spells which helped save us.”

“Aye, ye did,” she smiled at him over her shoulder.

“What happened?” Maya asked, turning into Jaden, cheek resting against his chest. She relaxed as he wrapped his arms around her, Agatha and Douglas’ lilting brogue soothing.

“Alain - the Laird’s son - had decided ’twould be fun to play in the woods near the river. ‘Twas somewhere we told the bairns ne’er to go. Especially as a brown bear had been seen hangin’ around fer a while,” Aggie told them.

“I thought brown bears became extinct in Scotland in the fifteenth century,” Sophia murmured aloud.

“Aye, they did, probably a shifter, or maybe a matin’ gone wrong,” Douglas supplied, and the males winced knowing just what an awful death sentence that would have been.

“Aye, probably that. Thinkin’ on it, Faleana used to speak o’ a big braw man whom she’d no’ wanted to marry,” Aggie told them.

“How old was she?” Douglas asked.

“A couple o’ years older than me.”

“Aye, I’d say a matin’ gone wrong,” Douglas told them, mouth slashed. 

“Och, come to think on it, there’d been a big man who’d worked in the stables, but just vanished one day. Probably him,” Aggie supplied, and the men shook their heads, mouths grim, all knowing his fate. If she’d refused him, he’d have lost his humanity and immortality and would have eventually just shifted to his animal form. He’d have had a slow decline into madness until the bear finally died alone.

“What happened?” Sophia prodded, not liking the morose mood that had come over the group… not after they’d just begun to relax. Taking such an interest in Douglas and Aggie’s story, they’d seemed to have put their worry over Jill and Leonard to the back of their minds. She wanted that worry to stay there for a short while longer… at least until she could figure out a way to help.

“Alain, ‘twas only a bairn of five, but thought ‘twould be grand to show his Da how brave he was by either by scaring away or killin’ the bear. After escapin’ his nursemaid, he went to the woods and, stabbed the sleepin’ bear in the back with his Sgian Dubh…”

“His what?” Maya asked interrupting Agatha’s story.

“It’s pronounced, skiːən ˈdu.” Jaden spelt it out for her but she continued to frown, not a clue what they were talking about. “A dirk,” Jaden added.

“A what?” 

“Tis a knife, one small enough to stick in the waist o’ yer kilt or boot. ‘Twas used a lot fer eatin’ and the like,” Douglas clarified, and finally understanding, Maya once more settled against Jaden.

“Anyway,” Agatha continued. “The bear lashed out, and Alain only bein’ a wee thing… Well, let’s just say its claws made a muckle mess. His agonised screams, and the roar o’ the bear alerted the Laird’s men who began searchin’. Och, when they found him…” Agatha broke off, swallowing in remembrance. “He was in a bad way when they brought him to me, his wee chest a mass of deep gouges.”

“You healed him of course,” Maya said. She had complete faith in Agatha’s abilities after being on the receiving end of one of her healings herself.

“Aye, but ‘twas doin’ so, which nearly caused her own death,” Douglas growled.

“You were punished for healing a child?” Maya asked incredulously.

“Aye, remember, a superstitious lot,” Douglas told her dryly.

“Add in Faleana and her wantin’ me out,” Agatha sighed. “Let’s just say, me actions gave her what she’d been needin’ to stir up the clans’ suspicion and fear. If ‘twas a lame or ill villager, or a couple who could no’ get with child, ‘twas my doin’ as I’d put a spell on them to make it so.” Agatha rolled her eyes after telling them this, but Douglas rested his chin on top of her head. He looked far from impressed, chin stubble rubbing back and forth on Agatha’s hair as he ground his jaw, eyes clouded in remembrance. 

“Eventually, I was brought afore the Laird, and as his wife had no’ been with child since Alain – let’s say she was ready to grasp at straws. When they saw me mate mark… me fate was sealed, especially when Faleana convinced them ‘twas the sign o’ the devil.”

“Oh, my god,” Maya gasped. “That’s barbaric.”

“Aye, ‘twas, but how could I defend mesel’… I could no’.”

“What happened then?” Sophia asked as Luc fluttered his wings beside her. Settling them into his back, he slid an arm around her shoulders, using it to tug her into his side.

“They went through me cottage. Stuffed all me herbs, runes, and candles and stuffed into me medicinal sack, then shoved it into me arms and marched off clan lands. I was banished.”

“Oh, no,” Maya gasped.

“Och, ‘Twas worse than that, the bitch then got a witch hunt goin’. ‘Twas no’ enough that she’d had Aggie banished, she wanted to make sure she could no’ return,” Douglas spat. “The bitch spilt her venom into the Laird’s ear saying stoning her ‘twas the only way to lift the evil spell. ‘To appease God, they should sacrifice Aggie as ‘twould help his wife get with child,” Douglas informed them with a snarl.

“Aye, I’d erected a makeshift shelter below a tree on the border of clan lands. At dawn, a sennight later, I was woken by a dozen or more of the villagers,” Agatha told them.

“I don’t like the sound of this,” Maya mumbled.

“Och, believe me, I liked it even less,” Agatha huffed, and Douglas let out a rumbling growl. 

“I came across a sight I ne’er wish to see again. I came across Aggie with naught on her feet one morn’ in the middle o’ a clearin’, hands o’er her face as the crowd jeered and threw rocks at her. At the back of the crowd that bitch was shoutin’ and goadin’ them on.”

“She got her comeuppance, love,” Aggie soothed.

“What did you do?” Sophia asked.

“Oh, ‘Twas no’ us, that about nine-months later,” Douglas smirked. “However, at the sight, me wolf got the better o’ me. I mean, me mate bruised, bleedin’ and helpless in the middle of them,” he growled. “I did no’ think, I just went in with me sword swinging, then shifted and went after those I had no’ gotten with me steel.”

“They’re lucky you did no’ kill em,” Agatha told him and Douglas just grunted.

“Why didn’t you just use magic to defend yourself?” Maya asked.

“Because I was damned if I did or did no’. If I used magic to save mesel’ they’d have kenned I was a witch, and then would ha’e just drowned me instead. ‘Twas pretty much a no-win situation and I was resigned to me fate by that point.” Agatha shrugged.

“That’s terrible. I’m so glad I was born into a more civilised time,” Maya shuddered.

“Oh, yes, very civilised,” Jaden scoffed, chin bobbing to bring attention to their dirty and dilapidated surroundings. 

“You know what I mean,” Maya huffed and Jaden grinned, tugging her back into his chest, nuzzling into her hair as she settled against him once more. 

“I think Aggie could do with a seat,” Douglas murmured.

“I’ll be fine--"

“Nay, ye be needin’ to rest as much as ye can afore the pup comes. You’ll no’ be gettin’ a rest once he’s here.”

“He? You know what you’re having?” Maya asked.

“Well, naye, but ‘tis very rare for a shifter to have a female,” Douglas told her.

“But me and Lana were born to shifters,” Maya frowned.

“Aye, but as I said, rare.”

“Why?”

“I do no’ ken. Although you and Lana were born to shifters, neither of you became immortal, nor shifted, not until you bonded to your mate. Maybe girls are only possible if a double gene is in the mix as you are both from a shifter, phoenix pairin’. As for a normal human, shifter, tis always males, has always been so,” Douglas shrugged.

“Seating is an excellent idea. I could do with a sit down myself,” Sophia spoke up, changing the subject. Mates, and children were a discussion for another time. There were too many things going on already without thinking about the where’s and why’s of shifter births.       “I’ll just check on Leonard and Jill, and then Douglas can continue with his tale.”

“Sam, come help me find some seating,” Jaden said, putting a frowning Maya away from him before heading towards the stairwell. 

She didn’t even seem to notice that he’d moved away from her as she was still dwelling on the reasons why most shifters only had male children.

“I’m sure I saw some seats in the back office when we were last here,” Jaden told Sam as they headed towards the stone steps leading out of the cellar.

“I spotted a couple of sofas in one of the rooms at the front and while we’re searching, I can check in with Nathan… see how Balin and Lana are getting on. I’ll ring Addie too as I’d like to know if Nicolas has managed to get rid of that reporter yet,” Sam added, foot on the first step.

“I’ll ring them while you and Jaden get the seating,” Luc called as he pulled out his phone. 

Nodding, Jaden and Sam headed up the stairs and Luc turned his attention to Sophia, “You hold tight, wait for me,” he warned, keeping an eye on her whilst waiting for Nathan to answer. 

He didn’t trust her not to rush off. Not with her tendency to worry over others without first thinking on her own safety - hence her near fatal stabbing the last time she’d been to this sanatorium. Until he’d fully turned her… thus making her safe from most things, he was unwilling to let her out of his sight. He didn’t want to lose her, not after he’d waited so long to find her. 

Sophia edged sideways, itching to peek around the door and check how Jill and Leonard were doing. However, Luc’s hand shot out, clamping onto her wrist, dark moss green eyes slit in warning. He also had that stubborn set to his chin as he glared at her, phone to his ear.

“Non, mon amour,” Luc growled, then blinked and pulled the phone away from his ear, tutting before putting it back once more and speaking. “Non,” he grumbled into the phone as Nathan spoke. “No, Sophia. She is giving me grey hair,” Luc sighed, shaking his head regretfully as she grinned unrepentantly up at him. “Oui, immortal, but---” Luc shrugged, wide shoulders lifting before settling again. Then a smile tugged at his lips as he slipped a wing around Sophia, wrapping her in the leathery covering before tugging her into his side once more. 

“It is okay, I have her covered,” Luc told Nathan down the phone, smirking as Sophia harrumphed and stomped a foot, unable to free herself from beneath his wing. “We have hit a snag… erm a problem. Jill, she is turning.” 

Luc went quiet as he listened to Nathan, shaking his head at whatever his response was, then spoke aloud, realising Nathan couldn’t see him. 

“Leonard had no choice, it was that or lose her… he may already have done so. We could possibly lose Leonard also if this does not work.” Luc nodded his head as if agreeing with whatever Nathan was saying and Sophia growled in annoyance at being unable to hear the other end of the conversation - nor free herself. 

“Oui, just watch Balin and Lana… yes, I will. Oh, and remerciez Ronald pour moi aussi, merci.”

With that, Luc ended the call and put his phone back in his pocket as he uncurled his wing, again taking hold of Sophia’s wrist with his hand. 

“Stop speaking French, I can’t understand,” Sophia hissed at Luc. “Now tell me what you just said to Nathan.”

“If you didn’t get me upset, I would not revert to French. Now behave, mon amour,” Luc admonished. “I just explained to Nathan about what is happening to Jill and asked him to thank Ronald for us…that is all.”

“Oh, okay,” Sophia murmured, feeling stupid for not understanding him. She lowered her gaze, scraping the toe of her black boot in the dirt and grime coving the concrete flooring.

“I will teach you French, I promise. We have plenty of time,” Luc informed Sophia as he pulled her into his arms, resting his chin on top of her head. 

Sophia sighed, mollified by Luc’s explanation and offer. She sank into his embrace, her arms wrapping around his waist, but quickly stiffened against him.

“Oh,” Sophia pulled back, amethyst eyes wide and excited as she looked up at Luc, who was looking confused by why she’d pushed him away. “I think I can help Jill,” she told him, her face alight with hope. Grab my bag and come with me.” 

She held out her hand and Luc leaned over, picking her medicinal bag up from where he’d leaned it against the wall. Taking Sophia’s hand in his other, they moved towards the door of the cell like room Leonard and Jill were in.

Thomas pushed himself to his feet to go help Sam and Jaden. He’d been sitting on the floor, back to the wall as they waited on the outcome of Jill’s turning.  

 

“Where are you going?” Agatha asked Sophia, head turning to her and Luc just as Jaden and Sam began struggling down the stone steps. 

“I’m going to smudge the room with Sandalwood, and then use some runes to help Jill.”

“Ooh, good idea, Sophia. Which runes were you thinkin’ of… erm, maybe Uruz, to aid in strength?”

“Yes, my idea exactly, Agatha. I was also going to add in Hagalaz for protection from evil,” Sophia’s nose wrinkled as she said this.

“Aye, that should work to help make sure she can hold fast to her own personality and no’ be taken o’er and made evil. Good choice,” Agatha agreed. “How about Naudhiz to turn a bad situation around and maybe… oh, do you have a purple rune?”

“Yes, excellent, to represent clarity. That should help Jill see clearly. I think that should do it. Thank you for your help, Agatha,” Sophia smiled. “Come on Luc, we’re wasting time, let’s go help Jill and Leonard.” 

With that, Sophia turned on her heel and nearly dragged Luc along with her in her rush to get to the room Jill lay in. 

“I wish I could help,” Agatha murmured sadly, watching as Luc and Sophia quietly pushed the door open and slipped inside. 

“Aye, but you can no’,” Douglas growled. 

At his gruff tone, Agatha scowled at him over her shoulder, but it soon slipped, her face practically glowing with warmth and affection as Douglas lovingly ran his hands over her still flat stomach making her sigh. 

“Aye, I’ll heed yer for our child,” Agatha smiled, rising on tiptoe to kiss Douglas’ cheek, before once again settling against him. 

They then watched as Jaden and Sam came down the last couple of steps carrying a sofa, Thomas lending a shoulder to help them.




Chapter Two
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Summerton Woods

 Lana and Balin’s 

Moon Sworn Binding: -

 

 

 

Nathan looked to Edgar Linley, the wolf shifter as he took off running back around the tree-line. He found it weird that since Adam had found a mate, the other single shifters suddenly wanted to hang out with him. 

What did he know about picking up women? 

Okay, he’d admit that he found it easy to pick them up…but, come on, it wasn’t exactly rocket science. 

They were only easy to pick up because they were out doing exactly what he was… looking for someone to help them gain some sexual relief. He just had a reputation on delivering and tailoring to a few other needs and fantasy fulfilment. 

After all, women talked. 

What he did could not be classed as meaningful, not by any stretch of the imagination. He had no major tips on how to go out and find your soulmate, all he could share was the easy route he’d found to guaranteeing he could scratch an itch.

Shaking his head, Nathan gave some thought to their request. After all, his twin would no longer be his wing man…not with now having a mate. 

But did he want to start hanging out with the others, find more ties?

Hell, why the hell not, at least the itch part…well, until he left anyway.

It most definitely beat sitting at home and playing third wheel to Adam and Dawn.

“I think we are most definitely ready to move on out,” James Farley, the sandy haired wolf murmured. 

Nathan shook off his morose thoughts, cocking his head so he could listen to what James had just heard. An unmistakable groan of ecstasy rang out, shortly followed by the warning chuff of a Jaguar.

“You may be right,” Nathan grinned at James who turned, jogging back to his own look-out spot, an answering grin of his own on his face as he ran backwards and waved. 

Nathan whistled, and over the treetops, Ronald’s large grey dragon rose in the air leaving Nathan feeling rather let down by the dull non-descript colouring. Then again, at least he wouldn’t be spotted as his drab colour blended in perfectly with the dreary grey clouds which hovered in the sky - blocking the full moons luminescence.

Nathan didn’t have a clue what he’d expected of Ronald’s dragon… although maybe something more awe inspiring than the flying reptilian looking rock he was.

As the dragon turned to face him, Nathan got his head back in the game. Lifting an arm, he circled it above his head - Ronald’s signal the binding ceremony was over. The wide head of the dragon dipped in acknowledgement as he began to circle the tree-line, keeping an eye out for any possible intruders. They’d need his bird’s eye view of their surroundings, not only to keep the mates safe from enemies or discovery, but also any unsuspecting humans from entering the area. 

       

After the binding ceremony in human form, it was customary for shifters to consummate their pairing again in animal form - once they’d ran together for the first time. The first time a shifter got to run with his own mate in animal form was meant to be exhilarating… as well as stressful. However, to be able to mate as animals was almost sacred between mates. All the males spoke of it with reverent terms for the miracle that it was. 

Pulling up the collar of his jacket in deference to the chill in the air, Nathan whistled to get James’s attention, and pointed towards the tree-line so James knew it was time for them to move in. This was the time they’d now need their wits about them as it was at this point the couple were in the most danger. 

A first shift - whether as a new mate or a male hitting his transition - was exciting as you figured out what your animal body was capable of. Everything was new and vibrant, from heightened senses and sensations around you to the new strength and speed your body was capable of. 

However, in this case, Balin was but one. With enemies and the possibility of discovery surrounding them, he would be hard pressed to keep his mate from wandering too far… never mind looking out for possible threats. Add in the fact that he would be fighting with his own cat’s need to get at his mate for the first time, and this could go tits up in the blink of an eye. 

Right now, they had a reporter and god knew what else threatening them; and not only their safety, but their very existence if they were ever exposed to humans. 

A wrong move now, and this could all end in disaster. 

On top of all that, Nathan hated to admit this even to himself but, even with all the danger surrounding them, he envied the new mates this time. What was now taking place in the clearing should have been something he had, had, but he’d lost her. He’d been fated to have a mate in his teens, but he’d never gotten his chance to claim her. He’d never gotten to run with her or watch her wonder at her new capabilities or to see her grizzlies fur shimmer in the moonlight. 

He closed his eyes, fresh agony tearing through him over all that he’d lost; what he may never get the chance to experience. He was not holding out much hope that fate would be kind enough to send him another mate so soon. Some shifters waited centuries or more for a mate to be born - never mind in their teens. Therefore, he could have a very long wait ahead of him. 

Loneliness weighed down on him as he wandered through the trees even though he stayed alert, eyes sweeping the
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