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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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	Fae Realm

	 

	 

	 

	Lara sat atop the huge black and blue dragon, fingers digging into the slight gap between the scales for purchase - above the wide shoulders. As he flew straight through the doorway between their planes, she held her breath, panic flooding her system. Knees digging into his side, she tamped down on her anxiety when swallowed by the pitch-black cold void which awaited her. It was as if someone had suddenly closed the door on a freezer with her inside. The sensation left her shivering at the shock of not only the bite of cold, but also the complete lack of sight. Squeezing her knees into the dragon's side to hold her seat and ground herself, Lara’s eyes closed. Trying to slow her own erratic breathing, she counted in her head – plus with eyes closed it was easier to ignore her inability to see, as the space was disorientating to say the least. She felt like she was falling through nothingness - no concept of time or distance. 

	Teeth chattering in the damp freezing blackness, Lara had not even noticed they’d landed until she felt something touch her foot. She nearly lost her seat at the tap, listing sideways when she jumped, screaming like a little girl. Blowing out a calming breath, Lara swallowed and released her death grip. Throwing her right leg over the wide back, she blindly tried slithering from the now motionless dragon. All she could feel or hear was it blowing out breaths as its chest rose and fell beneath her.

	“I have you,” came a voice from behind her as hands went to her waist. It was confusing not being able to see or hear. Then a thought struck, and panic set in.

	“Davion!” Lara whispered; the sound of her own voice came back to her on an echo, as if she’d entered a massive hollow cavern. Frowning, she blinked rapidly as she tried to clear her vision.

	“Close your eyes,” came the voice again - a voice she didn’t recognise. “It’s Sphaeram, trust me. I will not harm you.” 

	"The Aura?”

	"Yes." He spoke the words of assurance from behind her as if understanding her confusion. “Listen to the ring of truth in my voice Lara. Close your eyes,” he repeated, tone low and deep. His voice was a little hesitant, a rusty yet brusque quality to it - as if he didn't use speech often.    “I don’t," he informed her.

	Gasping at his response to her direct thoughts, Lara blew out a breath and did as requested. When his cold hands moved from her waist to her face she shivered in reaction. However, soon, his cool touch heated and hissing in discomfort, Lara tried to pull free from his light grasp. Sphaeram easily held her still, his chest to her back as he began to whisper something unintelligible beside her left ear. Lara had to squeeze her eyes tightly closed as a bright light appeared which seemed to penetrate her now sensitive eyelids. The light so uncomfortable she felt like her retinas were burning. However, it wasn’t long before the prickling heat altered. It became a warmth so comforting she let out a contented sigh as she slid into a silent slumber. 

	She’d have fallen if not for another set of hands reaching for her as she slept on unawares. Swept off her feet, she was held securely against a heavily muscled chest. Hefty boots thudded against the stone flooring as she was carried down a tunnel - several other sets falling in behind the first. The pummelling echo of their footsteps overly loud as they moved in formation towards the secret doorway in the cavern wall. 
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	Maya’s Home

	Lower Lunaton

	 

	 

	 

	Sam helped Helena up the stairs to their room with his arm around her shoulders, she rested her head against his chest.

	“Hell of a night,” Sam sighed.

	“Night…” Helena snorted. “Don’t you mean couple of weeks?”

	“Hmm, that too.”

	“I wish I could be with Lara… God, Davion…”

	“Hey, he’ll be fine,” Sam interrupted not wanting Helena brooding over what was out of their control.

	“Do you think so?”

	“I do. I mean, look what he’s survived already.”

	“I can’t believe the amount of torture he’s lived through.”

	“Yet he’s still here, that has to mean something. He’s a fighter.”

	“I do hope you’re right for Lara and Lana’s sakes.”

	“I’m always right.”

	“Really?”

	“Yes, I always knew you were mine,” he informed Helena, grinning as he led her into their bedroom.”

	“You did, did you?”

	“Yes. The first time I watched you torch the body of that jackal.”

	“You like that I can burn stuff?”

	“Hell, yessss,” he dragged out the ‘s.’ “It was hot as hell, makes me hard just thinking about it.”

	“You do know you’re weird, right?”

	“Yes but, I’m your kind of weird.”

	“Yes, yes, you are, and you’re all mine. Now stop blowing your trumpet and show me what you can do with it instead. Take me to bed and rock my world.”

	

	Chuckling, Sam pushed the bedroom door shut behind them and swung Helena up into his arms. He strode across their room and deposited her on the bed.

	“You do know you need to make an honest man out of me, right?” 

	Crawling up her body, Sam murmured this against her left ear, nibbling on the shell as he finally covered her body with his own.

	“Hmm, maybe.”

	“Oh, most definitely. I want to be able to run with you,” he whispered, lips feathering over her throat making her breathing hitch.

	“We run together now.”

	“No, I want to run with you in cat form. I want to see your eyes looking back at me from your cat.”

	“You do know that if we bind you’ll be gaining some of my special abilities also, right?”

	“Explain?” Sam queried, leaning above her on his elbows, green eyes capturing her own.

	“When a shifter takes a mate, your mate takes on your abilities.” He nodded, head dipping as he kissed the corner of her mouth. “Well, with a phoenix pairing, a real pairing, you’ll also take on some of my abilities.” Helena murmured this against his lips.

	“Really?”  Sam asked, leaning back and blinking.

	“Uh, huh,” Helena sighed, head lifting, straining to brush lips against his as he hovered over her, not quite reaching. 

	“I’ll be able to burn shit?”

	“Yes, now shut up and help me burn up the sheets.” Helena whispered the words against his lips as he lowered his head slightly. She sucked his bottom one between her own, biting down, making him hiss and buck against her.

	“Yes, ma’am.” Sam grinned, lowering his head further, his words feathering against her mouth, tongue stroking over the seam before slipping inside. “Now that I can do,” he growled after pulling back, before making himself at home between the cradle of her thighs. He then took her mouth, ravishing and tormenting her as he ground their lower bodies together. The move elicited a groan from deep within Helena’s throat as the fingers of one of his hands brushed her sweater up and out of the way. 

	“This needs to go,” Sam murmured against her throat, pressing teasing kisses to the sensitive area below her ear. 

	Raising her arms above her head, Helena arched upwards into him, her breasts pressing into his chest making him hiss. Licking the skin of her throat, he placed a soft kiss over her erratically beating pulse before sitting back on his haunches. He took hold of the edge of her sweater, tugging it up and over her head before tossing it to the chair in the corner of their room.

	“This is pretty. However, it also needs to go,” he told her, fingertips brushing the cups of her red silk bra over her breasts. He stroked the turgid tip of her left breast then shuffled backwards. Lowering his head, he flicked the tip before sucking the puckered flesh into his mouth. His tongue pushing it to the roof to add friction as his right hand covered her right breast - kneading the flesh.

	“Too slow,” Helena gritted out, a gasp leaving her as he gently bit down on her sensitive flesh. The edge of his teeth grazing the delicate skin adding a little pain before sucking on it again, bathing it with his tongue to ease the sting. 

	“Move quicker,” Helena hissed, her hand going to his tight curls, nails scraping across his scalp and making him groan. 

	“How about you let me play, and you just lie quietly for a while, hmm.” Sam told her, releasing her nipple on a pop before blowing across the damp flesh. The action elicited a shiver from Helena, and releasing her grip on his hair, her hand flopped to her side 

	“How about the ties?”

	“No, I want to love you.”

	“I meant for me.”

	Sam sat back on his haunches, head tilting to one side as he gazed into Helena’s eyes.

	“You don’t like…”

	“This is you Sam. I want to show you just how much I love and trust you.”

	“I already know that, I don’t need you to prove anything to me. You had a dreadful time with that bastard Adrian, and I never want you to feel that way ever again, and certainly never with me. I need… no, it’s stronger than that. Your happiness and comfort are more important to me than the air I breath. You’re my world Helena. You’re my heart which beats outside of my chest, the air in my lungs, the blood in my veins. You are a gift, a blessing and a balm on my soul. You mean everything to me.”

	“I know that too, as you are to me Sam. What I have with you is so much more than I ever thought possible. You are nothing like Adrian, nothing, and I think it’s time I showed you exactly what you mean to me.”

	“I don’t need you to be tied up to show me you love me, baby. You show me that every day by trusting me, by loving me, by just being with me. What I want most in the world right now is just to love your body how you deserve to be loved.”

	Swallowing, eyes shining with unshed tears Helena nodded, then lifting up, she leaned on her left elbow. Raising her right hand, she cupped his cheek, rubbing her thumb along his plump bottom lip.

	“Then love me how you need to.”

	A slow, sensual smile lit Sam’s features, green eyes bright with heat and love as he sucked Helena’s thumb into his mouth, curling his tongue around it making her hiss.

	“I’m going to love you so well you’ll never want to leave me,” Sam murmured after releasing her thumb from between his lips.

	“I never want to leave you anyway.”

	“That’s good baby,” he smiled. A flash of straight white teeth as he picked up her left-hand. Placing a kiss in the centre of her palm, he closed her fingers around it, then placed her hand back on the bed above her head. 

	“I do hope you’re not too tired as I intend to keep you awake for a while,” he grinned, pushing himself backwards off the bed. He stood there, eyes holding hers captive as he began to undress, pulling his T-shirt over his head and throwing it onto the chair with hers. Slowly, he lowered his hands to the waistband of his jeans, pushing the buttons through the eyelets one at a time as he held eye contact. Once they were open, he hooked his thumbs in and pushed them over his hips and down over his legs. 

	“You forgot to take off your boxers.”

	“No, they stay on otherwise I’m going to be inside you before I have a chance to love you properly.” 

	His hand dropped to his erection, shoving it into a more comfortable position before toeing off his shoes and stepping out of both them and his jeans. Bending, he removed his socks, then threw his jeans and shoes to one side, then dropped to his knees on the floor at the bottom of the bed. 

	Sat on his haunches, Sam spread Helena’s legs either side of him, then tugged on her ankles until her bottom was on the edge of the mattress. He leisurely ran his hands up her legs stroking the back of her knees with the backs of his fingers, then moving them inwards as he reached her thighs. There, he stroked the sensitive skin on the inside, just below her panties. She growled, shifting her hips and chuckling, he lowered his head, nose running along her crotch breathing deeply, a satisfied purr rumbling in his chest. 

	“These need to go too,” he informed her. Taking the material between his teeth he tugged until it split, and he then took hold of the string at each hip pulled, snapping it. Now open to his gaze, he flattened his tongue, swiping through her folds. She hissed out a breath, pelvis lifting as she tried to increase the friction. Chuckling, Sam dropped a hand on each thigh to hold her down as he set about feasting on her tender flesh. Tongue flattening, he ran it between her folds, circling that little nubbin at the top before running it back and stabbing deep into her entrance.

	“Sam,” Helena growled. “I need…”

	“I know exactly what you need,” he growled, sucking that sensitive bundle of nerves between his lips. Rubbing his tongue over it before again releasing it and penetrating her with the tip. The hands on her thighs moved down and inwards, thumbs spreading her open to his hungry mouth as he began to torment her in earnest. 

	“You need to come for me baby,” he rumbled, flicking her nubbin with the tip of his tongue. As he suckled that little nubbin, he began to move a thumb in and out of her channel in time with his sucks. One last flick of his tongue as he pushed deep and she shattered. His name left her throat on a keening cry, her hands fisting the bedding either side of her head. Helena arched up before collapsing back down with the force of her release.

	Sam rubbed his face along her thighs. Pushing himself up onto his knees, he trailed kisses along her stomach, latching onto her left nipple. Tugging the turgid tip with his teeth, he finally settled himself between her widened thighs. Helena lay panting beneath him, her chest rapidly rising and falling as he slowly sank into her until he was fully seated. Releasing her nipple with a pop, he knelt up, hands reaching beneath her bottom, lifting her lower half off the bed. He guided her up and into him as he began to move, rotating his hips each time he slowly pushed back into her. His eyes were focused on her face, jaw set as he struggled to keep the pace slow. He watched every emotion she felt as flickered across her features. When her eyes opened, his dark heated gaze caught and held hers captive. His heart tripping in his chest at the glazed look of love and wonder he found there. Her hands twisted the bedding as she strained towards him, her legs hooking around his hips to hold him to her. She used her thighs as leverage as she began to meet his every move. She squeezed her internal muscles increasing the friction, strangling and massaging his rock-hard flesh as he slid in and out of her body.

	“Fuck, that feels so good,” he crooned huskily through clenched teeth as she did it again.

	“I need you to go faster,” Helena demanded, eyes darkening with need as her cheeks flushed with colour. Sam tried to hold back, to keep it slow and sweet, but when she bit her bottom lip and swivelled her hips on him he gave in. His spine began to buzz warning him he wasn’t going to last. Using the hold he had on her bottom, he shoved her up the bed, crawling on after her. Removing one hand from her bottom, he placed it beside her head, leaning on it as he bent over and took her mouth. Knees now braced on the mattress, he slammed back into her, letting his hips go loose as he drove into her how he needed. Shaking, Helena’s internal muscles rippled, clamping down and squeezing him as she panted. Arching up he altered his angle and with a cry, her hands released the bedding and wrapped around him, nails scoring his skin.  At the sting, Sam’s balls drew up tight as he began to harden further. Groaning he slammed into her and then froze as a fist began pounding on the bedroom door.

	“You better be dying,” Sam growled, head whipping sideways as he glared at the door. He saw the handle begin to turn and he snarled. “If you want to live, do not open that door or I swear to all that is fucking holy, I’ll rip you a new one.” Helena began laughing beneath him, her body shaking and squeezing him, making him groan. 

	“It’s not funny. I have a major case of blue balls like you wouldn’t believe,” he hissed. Chuckling, she wiggled, pulling him in closer to her own body as she dug her nails into his arse making him groan.

	“Quickly. Speak and leave,” Sam gritted out, holding himself up on his arms and glaring down at Helena. She tightened her grip on him with her thighs and sat up, licking and kissing his chest.  

	“Dad, we have a situation with Nicolas.”

	“Unless his life is in imminent danger, wait in the kitchen. Put the kettle on.” His voice came out guttural through his tight throat and clenched teeth as Helena began riding him from beneath. Grinning, she rotated her hips like she was using a hula hoop as she squeezed her thighs and slid on and off him. Then she flexed, her hands on his shoulders as she rubbed against him, her internal muscles clamping down on his throbbing flesh. The movement stroked and squeezed his hard flesh and he was lost. Unable to hold still, he helplessly began moving within her. However, she pulled herself up on him again and sucked the flat discs of his nipples as she squeezed her internal muscles again and he closed his eyes. As she again scored his back, nails running down from his shoulders with a gasp, he slammed into her. It was then game over as he was blindsided by his own release.

	“Go the fuck away,” Sam roared, arms giving out as he dropped down onto Helena, shaking as his erection kicked up and he emptied himself inside her. 

	“Son of a bitch. Fuck me, what the hell did you do?” he growled, sucking in air as he rolled to his side taking her with him. 

	“State secret, but I will tell you that I think you scared your son off. I’ve never heard a grown man reach that pitch before. He actually squeaked when you roared through your release,” Helena chuckled kissing his chin.

	“Damn,” Sam sighed, lifting a hand and rubbing it through his tight curls. “Do I need to apologise?”

	“No. He’s a big boy, and let’s face it, if he couldn’t hear the bed rocking he needs his ears checking.” 

	“The bed was rocking?” Sam asked, pulling back and blinking at her.

	“You didn’t hear it?”

	“No, my ears were buzzing with the amount of blood I had rushing south,” he admitted, a lopsided grin on his face.

	“Let’s just say, you may need to do a bit of DIY,” Helena told him, pointing over her shoulder. Tilting his head back, Sam’s mouth dropped open at what he saw. There was a nice deep gouge in the wall behind the bed. Obviously caused by the ball on top of the headboards end post repeatedly slamming into the wall.

	“Shit. I did that?”

	“Yeah, you kind of got into it.”

	“I sure did. I kind of like being in control.”

	“I’d have never guessed,” Helena told him dryly with a wrinkle of her nose.

	Snorting, Sam gave her a smacking kiss before disengaging from her with a hiss. 

	“Hmmm, damn. I’m ready for round two,” he growled, leaning into her and sucking her bottom lip into his mouth before releasing it with a resigned sigh. 

	“This better not take long,” he snarled. “Come on, let’s go see what cock-block wants.” 

	Helena laughed as he tugged her up and off the bed with him, stepping into his jeans as he helped her into a robe. 

	“Are we not dressing?”

	“No, you won’t have them on long, just a waste of energy,” he shrugged, tugging her out of the door behind him.  
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	Nicolas’s Home 

	Lower Lunaton

	 

	 

	 

	After Nathan left in a hurry, Nicolas lay on the bed blinking in confusion, his eyes bouncing around, moving from the closed door to his own palm before landing back on Sandy who stood there mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. 

	“Fuck,” he hissed, rubbing his thumb over the mark on his palm. 

	“What? This? Huh?” Sandy stumbled over words, unable to figure out what was happening. Her nose scrunching in confusion as she looked from Nicolas to her hand. 

	“Shit, this hurts. What the hell did you burn me with?” she hissed, lifting her hand and licking the strange mark on her palm trying to soothe the sting. It felt like she’d grabbed a hot poker and it stung like the devil. She’d not even noticed Nathan leaving in such a hurry as she was too busy worrying over the pain from her hand. Now, she looked from Nicolas’s confused face to his flaccid dick and her lips rolled inwards as she tried to hold back a laugh. He still wore his condom. However, now he was limp it looked like a jaunty little cap as it bobbed on the end of his dick as he shuffled in discomfort on the bed. She bit down on her lips, her mirth rising but despite her best attempt, the sound managed to escape in a very unladylike snort. The way he lay there on his back blinking like a floundering turtle with a confused look on his face, and his penis hat was too much. Unable to hold back any longer, a belly laugh rolled out of her, tears streaming down her face as she doubled over. When she heard him ‘harrumph,’ instead of helping her control it, it just made it worse. Legs now crossed, she quickly dropped onto the edge of the mattress. She was worried she’d pee herself with how much she was laughing if she didn’t put some pressure on. 

	Tonight she’d stepped out of her comfort zone of the conservative woman she’d always been. She’d bit the bullet this afternoon and had been out and bought scanty underwear, then picked out a sheer blouse in a thrift store. It had been two sizes too small which had given off the vibe she’d been looking for. Especially when she’d found the skirt with the thigh-high split and the fuck-me heels. After attending a friends funeral she’d decided to take the bull by the horns and had promised that she’d stop hiding from life with her meals in front of the television - or losing herself amongst the pages of a book. Milly had only been twenty-four years old, a couple of years younger than herself. Unfortunately, death didn’t discriminate, and life didn’t stop or wait for you to find your comfort zone - it carried on regardless. So, after several large tumblers of throat burning Dutch-courage, she’d decided to meet life head on and go out and get what she wanted. She’d dressed slutty and had gone out looking for an adventure - and boy had she found it in the shape of Nathan and Nicolas. They’d helped her fulfil one of her greatest fantasies. However, now she was way out of her depth. Yes, the sex had been amazing, but let’s face it, after two-years without any orgasm not battery generated was most welcome. 

	As she sobered from her laughing fit, she wiped the tears from her face and blushed to the roots of her hair when she realised she was now sat here naked with a man she barely knew – but had been extremely intimate with. Unfortunately, her alcohol induced confidence was a thing of the past and her hand was branded to boot. 

	She either laughed or she cried…

	 

	Nicolas was in shock, he couldn’t believe what had appeared on his palm.

	Sandy was his mate… his mate.

	How?

	That’s the one question that kept spinning around and around his mind. 

	How was it possible?

	He knew that other immortals could become mates for each other… 

	But a human that wasn’t a fated mate?

	He’d never heard of that happening before. 

	
	Lifting his hand, he again looked at his palm, staring at the half circle which had appeared there. Frowning, he then turned his head and looked to Sandy who was still laughing, but it wasn’t a ‘isn’t this funny kind of laugh.’ No, it was verging on hysteria. It was as if she wasn’t sure whether to laugh or cry. Slowly, he reached his hand out to her and took her hand in his own, his eyes dropping to the mark now visible on hers too. Sitting up, he traced her mark with a fingertip and she winced.

	“Sorry,” he mumbled, then leaning over, he stroked his tongue over her mark, amazed all over again that it really was there. At first he’d thought Nathan was playing some kind of trick, but now… hell it was real, she was his mate. 

	He couldn’t believe it.

	She was human and knew nothing of their kind. 

	How the fuck was he going to explain to her what had just happened?

	Fuck.

	This could be bad, this could be really bad.

	What if she didn’t accept him?

	“Hey, erm, Sandy… hmm, excuse me just one minute,” Nicolas told her. Then pushing up, he tried to give her a reassuring smile, but knew he failed as she frowned and then her lips rolled inwards again as he stood up.

	“Fuck,” he hissed, hands crossing at his crotch to cover the used condom still bobbing as it swung there. Turning, he muttered under his breath as he tugged it off – the condom, not himself as he so wasn’t in that frame of mind at the moment. He tied the end and tossed it in the bin. Then leaning over, picked up his jeans, stepped into them and dragged them up his legs, hopping about to achieve it as he headed towards the bedroom door. 

	“Make yourself comfortable, I’ll be back in a minute… Drink? Tea? Coffee? Something stronger?” he asked, shoving his head around the bedroom door as he patted his jeans pockets for his phone. 

	“Hot chocolate?” she asked hesitantly, pulling the quilt slowly up and over her nakedness. Her actions confused him, her unsure manner and action as well as drink choice just now did not mesh with the kind of woman he’d thought her to be. She’d come across as confident and forceful, unafraid to go after what she wanted, but with her actions just now, he saw something which didn’t quite mesh with that. She was now showing a softness, a vulnerable and unsure side to her he hadn’t been expecting. Although, to be honest, he found rather intriguing he realised as he pulled the bedroom door shut behind him.

	“Come on, pick up, pick up,” he muttered, phone to his ear as he jogged down the stairs and into his kitchen. “Hey, Balin. Oh, thank God,” he let out a breath. “I have a situation here,” he interrupted Balin’s query. “No, not Nathan, although he’s going to be getting a piece of my mind the next time I see him. No, please, will you be serious. Nathan walked out, he vanished and left me with a situation. I need a mind reader. I need a bloody vamp here, stat. What?” He listened and then sighed. “I found my mate, yes, yes, it’s great, only she’s human and me and Nathan were sharing her when the fucking mark appeared. Yes, oh shit, exactly…” 

	Again, he listened to Balin on the other end of the phone as he put a pan on the stove, added milk out of the fridge and a blob of cream. Next was a couple of good scoops of hot chocolate powder and a nice big chunk of the real thing out of his stash. He was a bit of a hot chocolate fiend, and a bit of real dark chocolate and cream was a must when making it to drink. 

	“Thank, Christ. I thought you’d vanished,” he responded when Balin said he’d sort something out and get back to him. “You want me to leave the front door open? No, knock on the door, Sandy wouldn’t appreciate someone just walking in. You’ll spook her. Look, I’ll try to keep her here for as long as I can. However, if she doesn’t want to stay, I already know where she works.” Again, he listened to Balin. “Yes, she’s a librarian,” he growled as Balin began laughing, and he heard Lana tutt followed by the sound of a slap. He pulled the phone away from his ear as he stirred the concoction in the pan. 

	“Hello? Hello?” he tried again as he turned the flame down under the pan as the chocolate began to bubble, leaving it to simmer. 

	“Lana, is that you?” He listened to her, nodding his head in agreement. “Yes, he’s an arse, I totally agree with you. How the hell do you put up with him?” He laughed as Lana told him about Balin having some redeeming qualities, but she couldn’t think what they were just then. 

	“So, you’ll help?” He again waited for a response and then sighed, his shoulders relaxing at her next words. “Thanks Lana. You’re the best,” Nicolas told her as he closed his phone and slipped it back into his pocket as he reached for a couple of mugs from the tree to the side of the cooker. 

	Feeling a little calmer after talking to both Lana and Balin and knowing they’d help, he poured the hot chocolate into the mugs. One in each hand, he blew out a breath and headed back up the stairs to his mate.

	Mate.

	Wow, that sounded weird when he thought about it. 

	I mean, most shifters prayed for the day a mate would be born for them, and here he was with one. He’d not had to wait for twenty-one years after knowing his had been born. He’d not had to hunt her down with a ticking clock not having a clue who or where
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