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Chapter One




Ronan McCallum stared at
the shelves in the tiny pantry of the RV he shared with his two
siblings until his eyes blurred, but he couldn’t find the coffee
pods.

“Damn it, Taryn, where’s the
coffee?” His voice was all snarl and exhaustion, his sabertooth
tiger pacing in his mind and just as on-edge as he was.

His younger sister sighed from outside
the RV and, after a few moments, entered the space and joined
him.

“You’re blind, I swear.” She
reached past him and flicked a red box of coffee pods with her
finger.

“What?” He grabbed the box.
“It was a green box. Wasn’t it?”

“No, it’s always red because
we like that brand the best. Holy crap, man, you need to get your
eyes tested.”

His upper lip curled as he slammed the
pantry door and turned in the cramped space to make a cup of
coffee.

“No, I just need to start
having mating dreams.”

“Hell, yeah you do,” their
youngest brother, Sylas, called from the other end of the RV where
he shared a room with Ronan, although calling it a room was a vast
overstatement. It was a closet with two twin beds anchored to the
wall. Taryn, as the only female in their family, was gifted the
other bedroom which had a full bed.

He put the pod into the coffee maker
and closed the lid with more force than necessary, pushing the
button to start the cup brewing.

Taryn leaned on the counter. “I had a
thought.”

“Uh oh.” Sylas chuckled as
he strode from the bedroom, scratching his chest and
yawning.

She punched him in the arm.

“Ow, shit, it’s too early
for that,” he said, rubbing his arm.

“Then don’t be a butthead.
Where was I? Oh, right, my thought.” She set her tablet on the
counter and opened the browser. “I found this last night. It’s
called the National Were-Fighting Association.”

“I thought were-fights were
illegal?” he asked, rubbing his eyes.

“This is sanctioned by the
government and they have a no-fighting-to-the-death policy,” she
said. “They operate outside of a vampire-run town called Belle
Terra, and an alpha wolf named Jonathon Black is in charge.” She
pulled up a page for the organization, which featured a large
football stadium that had been repurposed to a fighting arena, and
gave him gladiator vibes.

“What about it?” he asked,
too tired to try to figure out his sister’s thought
process.

Sylas took the tablet and swiped
around on it, making curious noises.

Taryn gave him a long look.
“Several things. First, we can’t travel between states without
government approval, but according to the website, fighters that
join up with the NWFA can become part of their tour group, that
goes around the country doing exhibition fights in various cities
for weeks at a time. We can reach out to this Alpha Black and get
approval to join up with him, you two can do some fights and prove
that sabertooth tigers are the best fighters around, and then we
can all join up with the tour group.”

He was too exhausted from not sleeping
well in…forever, that he couldn’t really put together what she was
saying.

“Speak English,
please.”

She rolled her eyes. “We can travel in
the states easily by being part of this group, which means you’ll
have a better chance of coming into contact with your mate than if
we petition the government to let us move freaking state by state
like we’ve been doing.”

The fog of his exhaustion cleared as
her words hit home.

“Holy shit.”

She laughed. “Yeah, holy
shit.”

“I’m in,” Sylas said.
“They’re looking for fighters, and they offer room and board with a
signed contract for a minimum of one year.”

He set the tablet on the counter and
Ronan picked it up after he fixed his coffee and took that first
blissful sip.

It seemed legit, and it was a way for
them to have an easier time moving from state to state.

“Listen,” Taryn said, her
voice gentling from the stern sisterly tone, “if your truemate was
anywhere near us, you’d be having mating dreams, but you’re not so
we need to go. The government isn’t letting us move on right now,
but joining the NWFA will definitely allow that to happen. You and
Sylas can fight and I’ll see if I can find a job within the
organization doing clerical work.

“Need I remind you that
we’re the last sabers? If you don’t find your truemate, then
neither will Sylas and I, and going through life without finding my
mate and having kids is a hell I don’t want to
contemplate.”

Sabers were unique in the were-world,
because they couldn’t simply have children with anyone they wanted,
they were only able to conceive with their truemate. They found
their truemate with mating dreams. The closer they were to their
mate, the stronger and more clearly the dreams became, leading the
two together.

He was twenty-six, which wasn’t old in
the whole scheme of life, but he felt old. Especially with the
knowledge that he was dooming his siblings to a life alone as well
if he didn’t find his truemate, wherever the hell she
was.

“All right, all right,” he
said. “Let’s reach out to this Alpha Black guy and find out if he’s
even accepting new fighters before we get our hopes up.”

“Yes,” Taryn said with a
happy giggle.

“Hell, yes,” Sylas said,
pumping the air with his fist. “I’m going to hit the gym while you
handle all that.” He waved his hand over the tablet and then
turned, grabbing a few protein bars from the jar on the counter
before going back to the bedroom.

“I have pretty good ideas,”
Taryn said.

“You do,” he said. “I
appreciate it.”

“It’s not just about you,”
she said. “I want to find my mate, too. I can feel it in my bones,
the need to find him and start a family. It’s an ache that doesn’t
go away and only gets sharper.”

“Trust me, I totally
understand.”

She nodded and left the RV, returning
to her favorite lounge chair outside, where she was most likely
reading and having a cup of coffee.

He stared at the tablet screen, where
the NWFA page was like a beacon, offering a bit of hope in the
weary darkness he’d been surviving in since he shifted into his
saber form and knew he needed to find his truemate.

She was out there
somewhere.

 


* * *

 


“And what type of shifters
are you?” a male named Krel asked.

Ronan had reached out by email
explaining their situation and desire to join up, and then hit the
gym with Sylas. He’d just finished working the heavy bag when his
phone rang.

“Sabers,” he said, walking
out of the gym and moving down the sidewalk for some
privacy.

“Sabers. Sabers?” Krel
asked.

“Yeah, sabertooth tigers.
Why?”

He was silent for a moment.
“I thought your kind were extinct.”

“Well, obviously
not.”

“Of course. I’ll need you to
email me a copy of all of your licenses. I’ve already sent you the
link to the background check, fill it out as soon as you can. Once
you’re through the check, Alpha Black will give you each a letter
of intent that will be filed with the government, allowing you to
travel to our headquarters for in-person interviews. It’s simply a
formality, of course. We welcome any and all shifters to join our
group, particularly those who are looking to travel.”

“How long does it usually
take?”

“One day for the background
check, one day for official approval from the government for you to
travel. Don’t leave your state until you get that government
letter, though, otherwise you’ll end up in a world of
trouble.”

Since the government didn’t allow
shifters to just move wherever they wanted, which he’d never really
understood, they had to get approval to leave the state they were
in. It was a long and arduous process that he hated to the core of
his being.

“You guys work fast with the
government,” he said.

“Only because we’ve proven
ourselves to them over the years. We don’t make waves and the
government enjoys the tax money they make off our ticket sales.
It’s win-win for them. And us too.”

“I’ll get the license
pictures to you right away and fill out the background checks
too.”

“Sounds good. Hopefully
we’ll see you soon.”

The call ended and Ronan leaned
against the brick wall of the gym. For the first time in a long
time, he felt like there was a light at the end of the tunnel. He
didn’t mind joining up with the NWFA. He could take on anyone in a
fight, and so could Sylas. Their shifts were deadly, but they were
equally dangerous in their human forms too.

His beast let out an approving
purr.

The NWFA and Belle Terra were the keys
to finding his truemate, he could just feel it in his
bones.

Wherever she was, he was coming for
her.


Chapter Two




Alanah Fontaine stared at her
reflection in one of the mirrors hung magically in the opulent
gardens belonging to Orpheus, king of their fairy commune. She
didn’t like what she saw: head full of fat, blonde curls, a
glittering emerald crown on her head, and a dress that was so full
of crystals that it weighed a ton and made her bones
ache.

It wasn’t just the face of makeup,
opulent dress, and crown, that made her unhappy, it was the fact
that she was here tonight, in the king’s garden, at a party thrown
in her honor for her mating the following day.

Mating to a male she didn’t love or
even like a little bit.

Cenrik, chosen by the king and an
all-around putz.

He was such a terrible person that the
king had resorted to threatening council members if no one mated
him. But the only male on the council who had daughters of marrying
age was her father. Her sister Serena, as eldest, had been set up
to mate Cenrik, but she’d refused and fled, building a life for
herself in Belle Terra at a supernatural hotel owned by a vampire
coven.

A bird twittered nearby and Alanah
turned from her depressing reflection to locate the little
creature. Her fairy power was over small animals, allowing her to
communicate with them. She’d sent field mice with letters for
Serena, which was why she knew her only sister was now pregnant
with a sabertooth tiger’s baby and deliriously happy.

The last note she’d received from her
sister had been filled with pleading that Alanah not go through
with the arranged mating simply because her parents didn’t want to
be exiled from their commune.

Alanah didn’t want to be exiled
either. The king had let Serena choose exile rather than enter into
the arranged mating with Cenrik, but he’d made it clear that if
Alanah didn’t go through with it, exile wouldn’t be available for
her, that her punishment would involve the royal jail.

And her parents would be there with
her.

She hated the position she was in
right now. If she’d left when Serena did, she might have found her
truemate and be pregnant like her sister, which they’d always
dreamed of happening—the two of them having children who would grow
up close with their cousins.

That was not a dream that was going to
come true if she married Cenrik.

Not if. When.

Because she didn’t want to spend the
rest of her life in prison or for her parents to be imprisoned,
too.

And maybe Cenrik would die
young.

She could always hope for
that.

She reached out with her power and
coaxed the bird forward. It flew to her, landing on her
outstretched hand, its pretty blue feathers ruffled with the light
breeze.
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