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The Black Panther
blended in with the inky black of night as she moved with fluid grace through
the thick forest of cedar trees, the pads of her feet completely silent as they
sank into the rich carpet of decomposed leaves and dirt. She moved swiftly,
creeping around stumps and logs of fallen trees from the most recent storm. 


Weaving through the
trees, she sniffed the air constantly on the lookout for the scent of pack on
the cool night air. She didn’t have much time before the guards picked up the
scent of cat on their lands. All she could smell was damp earth and small
woodland creatures, and she picked up speed. Trees and ferns blurred as she
sped through the forest toward the heart of the territory. 


Suddenly, the wind
shifted direction, and she knew with a sinking heart, the wolves on sentry duty
picked up her scent. A wolf howled in alarm. Others howled a wolf song in
return, and joined the hunt. She was already tired, but she continued to run,
adrenaline making her feet swift. 


They were fast
approaching her, when she picked up the pungent odor of wolf a minute later.
They hadn’t been as far away as she had hoped. Desperate, she picked up as much
speed as she could. The break the in the tree line was up ahead. She had to
reach the clearing before they caught her. 


She was tiring
quickly, her short burst of speed nearly gone when she slid on some wet leaves
and fell.  Zara tumbled forward several times, cracking her side and then her
head on an exposed rock. She laid flat on her back, stunned, breathing hard.
Her ribs and her ankle ached. She could hear the heavy galloping of wolves
bearing down on her position, growling and yipping. 


Zara rolled over and
scrambled to her feet. In a flash, she was running again, slower. The wolves
were quickly catching up. They could run just as fast, but for longer. The
clearing was just ahead, and with a desperate leap over a fallen log, she
soared through the air. When she landed, she was in the clearing. Wolves
growled from behind her and she ran toward the center circle of large stones. 


 


She barely made it up
the three steps before large jaws clamped down on her shoulder, and she yelped
in pain as she was forced to the ground, skidding the rest of the way into the
center of the dais.  The large wolf who stood on her back growled menacingly
when she tried to push him off. He shook his head, teeth tearing at the bite
mark on her shoulder. She screamed as the teeth bit deeper into the muscle. 


“That’s enough
Matteo.” A voice boomed out above the sounds of the rest of the wolves,
gathering around in the circle. “Release her and step back.” Zara held her
breath, and closed her eyes against the searing pain in her shoulder as the
wolf released her and withdrew his teeth from the muscle of her shoulder. 


Zara groaned and
rolled so that she could face her savior. Flat on her back, she stared up at
the large wolf that stood over her. He growled, narrowing his eyes at her as
she shifted back to human form. 


“You heard your
Master, dog. Back the hell off.” She grumbled, pressing her hand against her
shoulder to stop the bleeding. He growled and stepped forward, snapping his
teeth at her. 


“Matteo!” 


He immediately stepped
back several feet, but his eyes never left her. She sat up carefully, wincing
at her bruised ribs. She had broken enough bones to know one of them was at
least cracked. Blood poured out of her shoulder despite the pressure she put on
it. The wolf had torn an artery. 


“By what right do you
trespass on our lands?” The man walked up to her calmly and motioned for his
second, Cassius to stand behind her. “Be aware, cat, your next words could be
your last.” 


“I am Zara Tuari, of
the ancient bloodline, by which I swear my allegiance. I seek sanctuary from
the Alpha of the Black Moon Clan.” She said loudly, she knelt on her knees at
his feet, bowing as best she could while holding her shoulder together. She
didn’t dare look up at him, nor could she. Her head was swimming from the blood
loss. “Please, Alpha. I have no other hope.” She whispered. 


Cole Sheridan stared
down at the woman bleeding to death on his boots. She was visibly paler, and
trembling, either in fear or cold, he could not be certain. He glanced around
at his hunting party. They were all standing around him in a semi circle, ready
to do his bidding. She was putting her life in his hands. Why would she do
that? Against his better judgment, he had to know more about this woman. 


He raised his right
hand, and placed it on her head, his thumb up. “Sanctuary is granted, Zara
Tuari. No harm will come to you while you are on my lands, by my people or any
other. This I vow.” He said formally. 


He felt her shudder
once, and then she passed out, slumped over his lower legs and feet. 


“Bring the doctor!” He
ordered. He removed his shirt and pressed down hard on the wound. The shirt was
soaked in seconds. 
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Cole was in the den’s
gym, sparing when the doctor came to him three hours later. The doctor nodded
at him, grimly and waited patiently for the Alpha to drink a bottle of water
and towel off. 


Cole jumped off of the
platform and walked smoothly over to the doctor. “Well?” 


Marissa Blaysen
nodded. “She lives. She’s lost a lot of blood, and well…there isn’t much more I
can do to help her heal until she is conscious enough to shift on her own.” The
doctor was a slender, petite woman with cinnamon colored hair and soft green
eyes.


 She radiated a soft
and tender aura, but Cole knew she had a backbone of steel and strength to be
reckoned with. Of all the pack, she was one of the only women he respected
enough to allow her to disagree with him publicly, though she rarely abused the
privilege unless it was of dire importance. 


“Was she telling the
truth?” Cole asked. “Is she really of the ancient bloodline?” 


“I tested her blood.
There are some definite abnormalities…she is incredibly strong.” Marissa said.
“But I can’t actually tell what bloodline she originates from.” A few others
eyes widened in surprise and Cole frowned. This was not a conversation for
public gossip.  


“Explain yourself,
doctor.” Cole said, motioning for her to follow him. He wandered down the
hallway into his private office. He pulled out his office chair and she sat
with a smile. He was always courteous in that way and she rather appreciated
it. 


“I’m still running
some tests to be certain.” Marissa said. “But it appears, this girl has the
ability to transform herself into any of the were species at will. She is cat,
and wolf and every other species we know of. Perhaps even a few that has been
lost to us since the times of old.” 


“You’ve got to be
kidding me!” Cole’s eyes almost bugged out of his head. “How is that even
possible?” 


“I’m afraid I don’t
know, sir.” Marissa admitted. “I’ve put in some calls to other pack doctors I’m
on friendly terms with, to find out if they had ever heard of a theory on the
subject of a multi-species were.” 


 


“And?” He asked,
surprised. He was too shocked to even reprimand her for speaking to others
before talking to him. 


“They have never heard
of such a were.” Marissa sighed. “I’m afraid we have to wait for her to wake,
before we can get some answers. Even then, we may not.” 


“Why do you say that?”
Cole frowned. 


“She may not be aware
herself. If she was raised cat, she may not even know it’s possible for her to
become anything else. Marissa said.”Telling her that, if she doesn’t know,
would be incredibly shocking. With the blood loss she has already suffered, I’m
not sure it would be healthy for her to get that upset.” 


Cole nodded. “So, when
do you expect her to wake up?” He asked. 


“Hopefully, within the
next twelve hours or so. She needs to rest. I’ve given her several cocktails of
vitamin and mineral injections to help aid healing, as well as a blood
transfusion and repaired the damage to her shoulder. Her ribs are broken and
her ankle is badly sprained. 


She has a nasty bump
on her head, but unless it swells more, her brain scans are clear. There should
be no lasting damage, so long as she can shift within the next twenty four
hours.” 


Cole nodded. Shifting
after bone injuries was incredibly painful, but it was the only way to ensure
the beast was not permanently lame from injury. The sooner a person could
shift, the less likely an injury would last. “Is she chained?” 


“Of course.” Marissa
said. 


“Double the chains.”
He ordered. “We don’t know what she will shift into if she flips out on us. I
don’t want my people hurt.” He said, sighing. “Please, come find me, when she
wakes up.” 


“Of course Alpha.”
Marissa stood, and turned to leave. “Did she ever tell you why she asked for
sanctuary?” She asked, curious. 


“No, and it doesn’t
matter why until she wakes up. She has my word.” He sighed. 


“Please keep me
informed, and tell no one else about her abnormalities unless you absolutely
have to. Swear your nurses and staff to secrecy.” 


 


“Already done, Alpha
Sheridan.” She smiled brightly, and was gone. 


He sat back in his
chair and rubbed the spot between his eyes. Prone to migraines, he closed his
eyes briefly and groaned. “I don’t have time for this crap.” He grumbled,
standing. He walked over to the cabinet under the window, and pulled out a
bottle of Scotch. 


He poured himself a
shot and downed it, the burning fire rolling down his throat and settling in
his stomach. Sighing he went to his desk and pressed the intercom. His voiced
boomed throughout every room of the den and out into the courtyard. 


“Attention Black Moon
Clan. I’m sure word has spread by now, but I’m making it formal. Alpha has
granted sanctuary to the stranger, Zara Tuari, currently in the infirmary.
Should someone come to harm her while on our lands, you are to protect her as
you would your own until further notice. 


Furthermore, the
doctor is entrusted to her care, and her orders are to be followed, without
question or protest. Do NOT flood the infirmary hoping to get a glance at the
woman. You all have jobs to do, so go about your business as usual. All members
of my hunting party to the library now, please.” 


He walked across the
hall to the library and shooed the remaining Omegas out. While it was a
communal area for reading, study and computer work, the war room was in the
back. He walked straight to it and entered the palm print and voice code. The
heavy door slid open and he keyed the panel on the inside wall to hold the door
open until the rest got there. 


He walked to the head
of the table and sat in the large leather chair. One by one, the rest of his
hunting party filed in and took their assigned seats. His second, Cassius sat
at the opposite end of the table from him. The others along the sides.
Jeremiah, Teague, Dalton, Brent, Matteo, Owen, Logan, Spence, Zacharias, Riley,
Ukiah, and Grayson. He stood and greeted each one of them in turn. 


“Well, does anyone
have anything they would like to say for themselves?” He asked. They all stared
at him. “How in the hell did she get that far onto our land before she was
scented out?” 


They all glanced at
each other uncomfortably. A few shifted in their seats. Cassius spoke first.
“We were all doing our jobs, Alpha. No one knows how she got passed us.” 


 


“If you were doing
your jobs, she would not have gotten passed you.” He returned simply. “So…who
scented her first?” 


“I did, Alpha.” Matteo
spoke up. “I was on the west side, circling the inner perimeter. I saw her
tracks headed inland and alerted the others.” 


“She had already
gotten across the river before she was known?” Alpha asked, surprised. 


“Apparently.” Matteo
shrugged. “We caught her anyway.” 


“Barely.” Cassius
pointed out. 


“She should not have
gotten far enough onto our lands to be able to declare sanctuary in the first
place.” Alpha Sheridan growled. “I have no idea what this girl is running from,
but you know the packs are on the verge of war. Now, we may be forced to it,
because of her.” 


“Alpha, why did you
grant her sanctuary then?” Teague asked. Third in command, he was the only one
who dared ask what they had all wondered on the way back to the den. 


“You know I keep my
word. Any who make it to the dais can request sanctuary. I never expected
anyone to be able to, when I made that pack law. I only did so to keep peace
between the packs, and remain neutral in the pack battles.” He sighed. “I gave
my word. I couldn’t very well go back on it, the first time someone requested
sanctuary. Even if it was a cat.” 


“Does sanctuary even
apply to her, as a cat?” Ukiah asked. “Wasn’t it only meant for wolves?” 


The others looked at
the Alpha. He sighed. He couldn’t very well admit to them that he hadn’t
thought of that, at the time. Now word would get out that sanctuary was to all
the species. Son of a bitch! 


“Sanctuary was given.
I will not go back on my word.” He growled. “I want each of you to choose one
of the best Omegas, and take them on patrol with you. Two man teams, around the
clock until further notice. 


 


 


Cassius, create a
schedule that allows for each team to eat, shower and sleep semi-regularly. We
may have others to worry about once I notify the council sanctuary has been
invoked.” 
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Zara woke to the
sounds of beeping and hushed voices. The room was dimly lit, and she was
surrounded by a light blue cloth curtain. She struggled to sit up and found
that she couldn’t. Her ribs still broken, it hurt to breathe.  A monitor beeped
hysterically until footsteps came running. 


“You’re awake!” A young
woman chirped, smiling widely. 


“Where am I?” She
croaked. Her throat was dry. Her skin itched and her whole body ached. 


“Don’t you remember?”
The blond literally skipped over to the monitor and punched buttons until the
annoying noise stopped. “You are on Black Moon lands. I better go wake the
doctor, and the Alpha.” 


“Who are you?” The
girl made a move to touch her. Zara grabbed her hand instinctively, stopping
the woman. Suddenly she was flooded with information on the woman. Her most
important and painful memories swarmed in her head, like a movie on fast
forward. She gasped and shoved the woman backward, breaking contact. The blonde
girl crashed through the curtain and fell backward into the patient on the bed
next to hers. 


“Well, that wasn’t necessary,
was it?” A lady walked in carrying a clipboard. “Good to see you are awake.”
The woman slid the board into a slot on the end of her bed. “Are you ok,
Sasha?” 


“Oh, yes, Ma’am.”
Sasha said, setting herself right again. She smoothed her hand over her hair
and straightened up. “I apologize miss. I didn’t mean to startle you.” She
smiled at Zara warmly. 


Zara groaned inwardly.
“I’m sorry. You surprised me. I don’t like to be touched.” She said, by way of
explanation. She turned her head back to look at the doctor. “Why am I
chained?” She asked. “Am I a prisoner?” 


“No, Zara. It’s
protocol, with strangers, to chain them until we can be sure they aren’t a
threat to anyone while they are injured. It is for your safety and others as
well.” The woman smiled, calmly. “I’m sure the Alpha will allow you to be
released as soon as the two of you chat.” 


“Yes, please. I’d like
to talk to him now.” 


“It’s the middle of
the night, Zara.” The doctor reminded her. “It can wait until morning.” 


Zara groaned, out loud
this time. “No, you don’t understand, there is no time for that. Please, I need
to talk to him now.” 


The doctor stared at
her for a second and calmly walked over to the intercom on the wall. 


“Joseph, please go
alert the Alpha’s personal staff that his presence is requested by our new
guest.” 


Cole was woken from a
dead sleep by the presence of someone hovering over his bed. His eyes snapped
open the same instant he pulled the knife from under his pillow and rolled
over, smoothly leaping to his feet, the sharp blade of his knife at the throat
of one of his Guardians. 


“I’m sorry sir.” The
man said carefully. “The cat is awake and asks to speak with you.” Thomas said.
Instantly, Cole removed the knife and dropped it onto the bed. 


“My apologies Thomas.”
He ran a hand through his hair. “It’s highly unusual for anyone to come into my
room.” 


“I understand, Alpha.”
Thomas shrugged. “I tried to knock…” 


“It’s ok; you were
just doing as you were told.” Cole sighed. He rarely slept through a night, and
it looked like, despite his exhaustion, this would be one of those nights.
“Please inform the doctor I will be down in ten minutes.” 


“Of course sir.”
Thomas said, stepping back and bowing slightly, turned on his heel and left the
room, gently closing the door behind him. 


His maid had cleaned
up the pile of his clothes from the night before. He went to his closet and
pulled open a drawer. He pulled on a pair of loose khaki pants and a black
t-shirt. It had the Black Moon Crest printed over the heart, signifying his
royal bloodline and Alpha status.


In the bathroom he
splashed some water on his face and combed his hair. His eyes were still sleepy
looking. He sighed and headed down the large hallway to the elevators. Once on
the infirmary floor, painted a calming green color, he shoved open the double
doors. 


 


“Alpha Sheridan.” The
doctor was the first to greet him. 


“I’ve been summoned?”
He raised an eyebrow at her. 


“She seems desperate
to speak to you tonight. She implied that she could not wait until morning to
speak with you. I thought it best to error on the side of caution. If you wish
for me to tell her to wait…” 


“No.” He interrupted.
“I’m already awake and down here. Let’s get on with it.” He followed her
through the hall to where the woman was laying. Chains circled her wrists,
ankles, waist and neck. She was flat on her back, staring up at the ceiling. 


“I am Alpha Cole
Sheridan, of the Black Moon Pack.” He said formally. “You wish to speak with
me?” One of the Omegas pulled up chair and he sat, rather ungracefully. 


“I…um…yes.” She
whispered. “Could you remove the shackles? I’d like to be able to look at you
when we speak.” 


He studied her,
carefully. “I swore no harm would come to you on my lands. I meant that,
however, you passed out before I had a chance to explain. If you harm any of my
people, in any way, you forfeit your sanctuary status, and you will be killed.”



“I have no wish to
harm anyone here.” She said. “I need your help.” 


“Release her, please,
Doctor.” He nodded. The doctor took a key from around her neck and began
unlocking the heavy steel chains. Another omega took them away. 


Zara sat up slowly and
leaned back against the pillows, rubbing her wrists. “Can I get some water?”
She asked. 


“Sure.” He reached
over and poured some into a little cup, from a bottle on the stand beside her
bed. He handed it to her, and she drank it all in one gulp. He poured her more
and waited until she finished. 


“Zara, why did you
come to my lands? What is it that you want me to help you with?” He asked,
taking the cup from her. 


“The cats are fighting
amongst themselves. I’m…caught in the middle.  I am being hunted by one of the cruelest
leaders of the panthers, among others.” 


“Why?” He asked
simply, already suspecting the answer. 


“Because of my
bloodline. They all think that the one, who owns me, will be more powerful than
anyone else and withstand the coming war.” 


“And what is so
special about you?” He asked. 


“Surely you’ve heard.”
She snorted. 


“No” He said, “I’d
prefer you tell me.” 


“Give me your hand,
I’ll show you.” She said simply. 


He just stared at her.
She held out her hand to him, waiting. 


“I won’t hurt you.”
She said. “I need to show you, so you understand.” 


“What are you going to
do?” 


“I can’t explain it.
You need to see for yourself.” She sighed. “Look, I get that you don’t trust
me. I don’t exactly trust you either. But if we are going to make this work,
you have to understand who I am. What I am.” 


He took her hand and
they both gasped at the contact. Electricity cracked in the air right before
their hands connected and it traveled through them both. The warmth of his hand
sizzled through her blood and she breathed in his scent. Her head began to
swim. “Let me show you.” She whispered. 


“How?” He breathed,
his heart thudding in his chest, finally back to a normal rhythm. 


“Relax breath. Blank
your mind out. Just…let go.” She waited until she could feel his heart beat in
her hand and he totally relaxed. Gently, she let the energy inside her build
until it swirled out from her hand and into him. He shivered violently, and
suddenly, his mind was open to her.


 Images swarmed her
mind until one rushed forward to the front of his mind. It was a memory of a
time when he was a child. Playing on the floor with his siblings, rough housing
like boys do. 


They had rolled into a
side table and broken an expensive vase that had been a gift. Scared, he had
hidden his brother and waited. A man came into the room, screaming and began to
be beat the boy until he was bloody. 


She could feel the
pain of each blow, the dizzying sensation of nausea at being kicked, the
metallic taste of hot blood in his mouth…until blessed darkness took over. 


Shocked, he pulled his
hand away from her, visibly shaken by the buried memory. He rubbed his hand, as
if her touch burned. Her eyes were glassy, unfocused as she stared at him,
tears in her eyes. 


“What are you?” He
gasped. 


“I don’t fully
understand how I do what I do. Why I can…see things. My sisters and I each
carry different abilities. Mine are of the mind.” 


“Sisters?” He gasped.  


“My sisters and I are
different. Yes.” She put her hand down. 


“How many of you are
there?” He asked. 


“I have three sisters.
That I know of. Each of us was born in secret. Our parents were killed,
murdered. But not before each of us was adopted out. One of my sisters is in
Europe, the other in Africa. My sister from Asia was taken and lost to us.” 


“Lost?” He asked his
brow furrowing. 


“We are…connected.
Each of us can feel the other. None of my sisters can feel her. She is dead. We
agreed that the others would be safer if they came here. We figured we would be
stronger together, than apart.” 


“Safety in numbers.”
He said. “Common sense.” 


“My sister from Africa
isn’t here yet. She’s having trouble crossing the appropriate boarders to get
here. I have since warned her not to come. But my sister in France. She was
hunted down, and taken at the airport as soon as her plane landed. We think by
the man who killed our Asian sister hired Vaughn Cromwell, to hunt her, and
me.” 


“What you are
saying…you know what it means, don’t you?” He gritted his teeth. 


“War will break out.”
She said simply. “That is why I had to get here, first. Before anyone else
could find me. Before war breaks out. I need your protection, but more than
that, I need your help to rescue my sister.” 


“What makes you think
that I would risk my people to help you?” He asked. 


“Because…” She
hesitated. “If you help me, I will submit myself to you, as your mate. With
that, comes all the power that is within me, to help you lead your people. ” 


He just stared at her,
too shocked to close his gaping mouth. Suddenly, he stood and shoved the chair
back forcefully enough to skid across the room and crack when it hit the wall.
Without a word he stormed out and slammed the door of the infirmary, cracking the
glass of the window. 


She sighed, “Well,
that went well.” She huffed. 


 


Cole didn’t sleep for
the rest of the night. He tossed and turned, and when he finally did dose off,
near dawn, he dreamed of Zara. 
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First thing in the
morning, sitting alone in his office, he still couldn’t get her out of his
head. He didn’t know if it was because of the memory mojo she did the night
before, or if it was because she had been naked the first time she saw him.
Sighing, he picked up the phone. Regardless of his own status, he knew he
needed the advice of his elders. 


“This is Cole
Sheridan. May I speak with Gavriel please?” He absentmindedly twirled a pen in
his fingers. 


“One moment Alpha
Sheridan.” 


“I’ll wait.” He said
simply. There was a knock on his door. He pressed the button that unlocked the
pocket door and his second, Cassius, stepped through. He motioned for Cass to
sit. 


“I’m inviting the
council of elders to join us for the New Moon feast this month.” Cole said.
“Can you instruct Grace to have the guest rooms cleaned and prepare for
visitors?” 


“Of course.” Cass said
smoothly. 


“Gavriel, hello.” Cole
said. “I could use your advice old friend.” He said. “Would you and the rest of
the council join the Black Moon pack for the feast this month?” 


He grinned widely.
“Great. I’ll make the arrangements. I look forward to seeing you.” 


He barely hung up the
phone when Riley ran in, his floppy blonde hair in his eyes. He brushed it away
from his eyes. “Alpha, come quick. There’s been a fight!” The three of them
raced from the room, Riley in the lead, to the central courtyard, where two
women were circling each other, snapping their jaws and growling. One leapt
onto the other, but was kicked off with hind legs. 


“Adrienne!” 


“Isabelle!”


Cole roared. The two
women circling each other froze. “That’s enough!” He commanded, letting his
power overflow from him. His eyes blazed bright blue, and the two women howled
in response to the energy swirling over them. They both fell to the ground and
shifted back to their human bodies. Cassius picked up one of the women and
motioned to Riley to grab the other. They both stood unsteadily on their feet. 


“What started this
fight?” Cole demanded, narrowing his eyes at them both. 


Neither one of them
spoke, heads bowed to the ground. 


“Anybody?” Cole asked,
turning to the crowd who had stood around watching. 


“They were fighting
over you.” One of the older women piped up. “Challenging each other, to see
which would make a better Alpha female for you.” 


Cole started at them both.
“Is this true?” 


His question was met
with silence. 


“Ok then. From this
day forward, neither one of you will be my mate.” He snarled. “An Alpha female
should know how to set an example for the young ones. You both know fighting
outside the circle is forbidden.” 


One of the women began
to cry. The other just sneered at her. 


“Cassius, cuff them
together for the next week. They need to know how to work together as a team,
to depend on each other.” He said acidly. “As for the rest of you. There will
be no more fighting over this issue.” He turned on his heel and walked down to
the infirmary. 


When he got there, she
was sleeping, the doctor standing over her. 


“How is she doing?”
Cole asked, watching her sleep. Her dark ebony hair flowed out from around her.
Her face was soft in sleep, without the harshness that stress brings. She was
truly beautiful by anyone’s standards, but when she slept, she had an almost
childlike, ethereal glow to her skin. 


“She got upset last
night, and tried to leave. The rib that was cracked broke when she tried to put
her shoes on.” The doctor sighed


 “Why was she trying
to leave?” Cole frowned.


“She was hysterical
when I tried to stop her. Claiming she made a mistake coming here, and that she
had to go hide somewhere else before she died too.” 


“Oh for Luna’s sake!”
He growled. “Tell her when she wakes up that I agree to her terms.” He sighed.
“I’ll be back later to check on her. Make sure she is awake by then.” 


An hour later, Cole
was standing at the front gate of the property with Cass and two others of his
hunting party, ready to greet the elders. As usual, they arrived in pairs of
two, until all twelve of them were present. Cole greeted each of them formally,
as did the others. When they arrived to the den, Grace fused over each of them,
much to their amusement. Once they had all had a meal and were settled into
their rooms, Cole asked each of them to join him in the war room. 


“I have given
sanctuary to a woman, a cat with an unusual bloodline.” He said. “Someone has
been hunting her and her sisters. One of them has already died. To protect her,
and my own people, I have agreed to take her as my mate.” He said. 


“Who is hunting her?”
Gavriel asked. 


“She claims that
Vaughn has been paid to do the hunting.” The panther leader was known to all,
to be a vicious and sadistic man. The others all turned to look at Pierce, the
panther elder. 


“I know nothing of
this.” He shrugged. “Is she panther?” He asked Cole. 


“She is all of us.”
Cole said. “I don’t know how or why but she has the ability to share my
memories, and somehow she was able to get deep into my lands without any scent,
or sound. No one saw her. 


She can shift into
whatever she wants to be. All I have ever seen her shift to was a panther. My
medical doctor has tested her blood, and she does have wolf genetics as well.”
Voices of alarm and shock rippled through the room. 


“She wants to be your
mate?” Ivan asked, holding his hand out for silence. “It is true that you need
one.” 


“There are fights
breaking out over it with the women of my pack now.” Cole agreed. “It was her
idea. She offered herself to me in exchange for my help in stopping Vaughn.” 


“If what she claims is
true, then he must be stopped before there is an all out war.” Finnegan said.
“We can’t afford for that many to die. Our numbers are too few as it is.” 


“I plan to take her as
my mate, as soon as she wakes up.” Cole said. “And then demand that Vaughn
returns my sister in law.” 


“Agreed.” Pierce said.
“Perhaps if he knows she is claimed, this will all end.” 


“That’s not likely.”
Zara said, stepping into the room. 
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“You are awake
already?” Cole asked. 


“Apparently, I shifted
in my sleep.” She said. “I heal quickly.” 


“So, you are the
catling that invaded wolf territory.” Pierce said, standing. “I am elder of the
Panthers, Pierce Davison.” He walked toward her and greeted her. She rubbed her
cheek against his. 


“It is good to meet
you brother.” She smiled. 


Gavriel greeted her as
well, and they licked each other’s open palms. 


The others greeted her,
but not as formally. It wasn’t required of them. She went to stand beside Cole.



“If you are in
agreement,” She said to the room of elders. “I need to be with my mate as soon
as possible.” She took his hand in hers. Immediately the energy swelled and crackled
between them. “There is no more time to waste.” She said, staring up at him. 


“Forgive me, Elders.”
He said, grinning. “As my lady wishes.” They all laughed well naturedly. 


They walked hand in
hand out of the war room, through the library of staring Omegas and Betas,
through the hallway and up to the wide grand staircase to his suit. Thomas
opened the door for them and Cole locked it behind him. As soon as they were
alone, she dropped his hand and turned into him. 


“Are you sure about
this?” She asked him. 


He stared down at her.
“I know we don’t know each other at all.” He swallowed. “But you…you are a
treasure that should be protected. From the first moment I saw you…I felt drawn
to you. “He shook his head, somewhat dazed at the revelation. “I don’t
understand.” 


“Well, to be fair, I
was naked the first time you saw me.” She pointed out. 


His grin turned into a
full belly laugh. “True.” He gasped. “That might have had a little something to
do with it.” 


She grinned. “I, for
one, would rather be your mate than anyone else’s. You are a good man, Cole.
Our children will be lucky to have a father like you.” 


“Children?” He stared
down at her. 


“Yes, children. You
know…tiny were-beasts that keep you up all night and run around your legs all
day long and steal your heart the second they come into the world.” 


“Will they be… like
you?” He asked, curious. 


“I don’t know.” She
confessed. “But with one of my sisters gone, and the others in danger, I just
can’t let my bloodline die off.” There were tears in her eyes. “My parents died
to protect us. I can’t let that be in vain.” Her voice shook, and one tear
escaped from her eyes. He wiped it away with the pad of his thumb. 


“We won’t let that
happen.” He whispered, as his mouth descended down onto hers. Immediately,
sparks ignited between them as the kiss deepened. Clothing flew off in between
passionate kisses until nothing stood between them. Skin to skin, they both
burned. 


He picked her up
easily and she wrapped her legs around his hips tightly. He rained kissed down
her neck, nipping lightly and walked them to the bed. Gently he laid her onto
it, starting down at her. She was truly beautiful. 


His scent was
intoxicating to her. Desperate for him, she tried to reach down and touch him,
but he grabbed her wrist. “Another time.” He growled. “I don’t want to wait to
taste you.” She groaned and he came down on top of her, settling between her
thighs. 


His eyes burned into
her, seared her very soul. Deep inside her, her muscles clenched and she was
flooded with heat. Need. She pulled him down to her, growling softly. “Hard and
fast. Now” She whispered urgently. 


“No.” He groaned.
“Softly.” He kissed down her belly. Then lower. “Slowly” He vowed. Her cries
filled the room until finally, neither one of them could stand to wait. When
they came together she screamed in pleasure and pain. He grunted softly, his
eyes closed. “Look at me.” She whispered, wrapping her arms around him.
Instantly, he was filled with her essence, her scent, her memories, and her
soul. 


His wolf found hers as
their bodies fit together perfectly. With one hand, he grabbed her hip, slowing
their rhythm. She hissed in response, wild, scratching at his back, writhing.
“Let go, Zara. Give me all of you.” He growled. She shivered violently, she
arched into him, the rhythm taking them again and again, and she was so lost in
the pleasure of him, she screamed and her whole body went stiff.


 Energy ripped between
them, and filled the room, and she shifted into her wolf for the first time.
She howled her release with him. Outside the room, Thomas howled, and one by
one, every wolf howled a wolf song in return. 


It was hours before
the mated pair left the room. She had wanted to shower, but he refused to let
her. “It’s better if they all smell me on you. And you on me.” He said
sleepily. They lay locked together, spooning until they both drifted off. He
slept, utterly peaceful, for the first time in years, his arms wrapped around
her warmth. She snuggled into him, completely spent and, finally, unafraid. In
the night, she dreamed of her sister. 


Faline shivered in the
dark, damp of the basement. Totally nude, she was shackled to the wall, her
body literally covered in bruises. Every day the man had come to her, demanding
that she tell him where her sister was hiding, and every day, she refused. 


Beatings ensued, until
she was huddled in the corner, barely conscious, barely breathing. She was
beyond caring of her own safety. Her only goal was to keep silent, so that her
sisters would remain safe.


“Where are you, sister?”
Zara cried out to her. “Tell me.” 


“Do not come here.”
Faline mumbled through her broken jaw. 


“Of course I will
come.” Zara insisted. 


“No. Leave me. Stay
with your new mate. You are safe there.” Faline shivered and slid into the
blessed blackness of unconsciousness. 


In her sleep, Zara
moaned, thrashing, like she was trying to run. Cole woke immediately, holding
her tightly to him. “Hush, sweetling.” He murmured. “You’re safe now.” He
reached his hand to rest on top of her head and stroked his fingers over her
forehead and nose. Immediately, she calmed her whole body relaxing against his.
She never woke, but instead began to purr in her sleep. 


He chuckled and buried
his face into her hair, breathing her in. In bed with him, she was a wild wolf,
but in her sleep, she was still all cat, and to his surprise, he found that he
rather enjoyed the sound of purring to sooth him back to sleep. 
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Alarm sirens blared in
the pre-dawn hours of the morning. Cole and Zara bolted awake. 


“What the hell is
that?” She shouted over the noise, holding her ears. 


“Attack siren.” He
shouted, jumping to his feet. He looked around for his jeans. “Get dressed!” He
said, throwing the shirt she had worn the night before at her. 


“It’s shredded.” She
said, holding up the torn cloth. “I can’t wear this.” 


He grinned,
remembering that he had torn the shirt in an effort to get it off of her. “Guess
not.” He ran to his closet and pulled out one of his black shirts. 


He tossed it at her.
“Sorry baby. Not how I planned to wake you up this morning.” 


There was a pounding
on his door. He flung it open and four of his guards piled through the door.
Zara barely had time to fit the shirt on over her head before they saw her. 


“What’s the
situation?” Cole asked, slipping a blue sweater on. 


“There are panthers on
the land sir.” Bryce said all business. “At least twenty of them.” 


“They found me.” Zara
said. She pulled the heavy blankets back and stood up. The large t-shirt went
down to her knees. 


“Ma’am” The four men
took a knee, bowing their heads to their new Queen. 


“I won’t let them get
to you.” Cole vowed. 


“We don’t’ have time
for this.” Zara said. “Please stand up, guys.” They stood, silently. 


A second siren blared,
indicating that there were Panthers in the den. 


“Son of a bitch!” Cole
ground out. “Get the young ones to the safe room!” He grabbed her hand and
pulled her to him. “You too.” He said. “Go with them.” 


“I am safer next to
you.” She insisted. Her heart thudding in her chest. 


“Please. Just go. You
are Alpha now. You need to protect your people. Go with the guards. Keep our
people safe if something happens to me.” He said, kissing her fiercely. He
shoved her toward the guards. “Do not let her be taken!” He roared. He ran down
the stairs, howling. 


The foyer was chaos.
Panther and wolf, neck and neck. One of them lunged at him and he jumped off
the side of the railing, shifting smoothly before he landed, his jeans
obliterated. He leapt onto the back of one of the Panthers who had one of the
Omegas backed into a corner. He ripped at its neck, taking out a huge chunk of
the throat. The animal tried to snarl at him, but gurgled on its own blood. 


He gave the animal a
good shake, and threw it sideways, into another Panther, who stumbled and was
quickly overtaken by two other Omegas. The Panther on the stairs was killed by
the first guard coming out of the Alpha’s rooms. 


Zara and the guards
made it down the stairs. She was barefoot, nearly tripping down the stairs
covered in blood, two of the guards ahead of her, and two behind her. The blood
soaked her feet. She could feel the energy of it swarming over her skin, like
thick, inky darkness, fear like a thick oily coating, pressing in on her. The
cloud of death hung in the air amid the growling and screams of battle. 


Her head swam, and she
stumbled, pitching forward. One of the guards grabbed her arm, steadying her.
“This way, Ma’am” One of them shouted. They stepped over bodies on their way
through the hallway. They had been bottlenecked there, unable to spread out. The
gunshots echoed through the den, as wolf after wolf went down.


 Suddenly Zara was
alone. All the wolves protecting her had been shot with some sort of
tranquilizer dart. She ran, full speed out the front door and into the
courtyard. More were dead there, both wolf and panther. 


“There she is!”
Someone shouted. “Go after her!” 


She ran faster. The
rocks and twigs of the forest cut open the bottoms of her feet, leaving a
bloody trail to follow. She was only half shifted when she felt the sting of
the first dart hit her back. Six more hit her, one of them in the neck. She was
unconscious before she hit the ground. 


“No!” Cole shouted,
scrambling to reach the small child running frantically through the foyer, a
panther chasing her. Cole leapt over the child and collided mid leap with the
Panther. They both went down hard. The Panther tore into Cole’s side, and he
yelped in pain, twisting away, tearing a huge chunk of skin and tissue out of
his side. Rage boiled through him, and the power swirled, pushing outward. He
shoved hard, and the large cat was thrown back by the wave of energy. “Protect
the elders!” He shouted to the remaining members of his hunting party. Half of
them were lying dead throughout the den. “Child, get to the safe room!” He
shifted again, and killed the Panther who was still stunned by the energy blow.
The cat died with one swiped of his giant paw, and he quickly turned, seeing
three more Panthers bearing down on him at full speed. Several of his hunting
party helped to take them down, and together, one by one they worked as a team,
eliminating all the panthers in the den, hunting as a pack, as one. 


When Zara woke, she
found herself in a dingy, cold room. Water dripped from somewhere. She
shivered. Her feet were freezing, but, unlike her baby sister, she was still
dressed in the large shirt Cole had given her. It smelled like him, and she
took a moment to breath in his scent. He would come for her, she knew. He would
find her. 


“Zara?” A hoarse voice
whispered from the corner. 


“Faline!” She rushed
to her sister’s side. 


“I told you…not to
come.” She whispered, shivering. 


“I wasn’t given a
choice.” Zara said, she sat down and held her sister.  She siphoned her
strength through her hands, into Faline. She worked slowly, carefully, touching
each mottled bruise on her fair skin. She worked methodically, healing her
sister over the next several hours, until she was exhausted and couldn’t do it
anymore. She shifted into her panther, and curled up around her sister, to keep
her warm. 


She thought of Cole
and the one night they had together. The last she had seen of him, he had taken
down a panther that was after a child. Her thoughts drifted to the possibility
of their own child. She knew she was fertile this week, and more than likely,
she would birth a child in the spring. She didn’t have any more time to think
about it though. Footsteps approached. She woke her sister gently, and helped
her to stand. “Can you run, if we get the chance?” She asked softly. 


“Not successfully.”
She shook her head. The motion made her dizzy enough to throw up. Zara noticed
that her blonde hair was caked with old blood and mud. Her scalp most likely
infected. 


“I’ll kill them all,
if I have to.” She vowed. 


Cole was making the
same vow to the remaining members of his pack. At one time there had been over
fifty of them, men women and children. Now they were barely twenty in number.
He and the surviving hunting party had made their way down to the safe room,
where some of the elders and children were huddled with their pregnant mothers.
Almost everyone had lost a loved one, and two of the elders had been killed.
Like it or not, the war had begun. 


He called everyone
out, looking frantically for Zara. She was not among the survivors. He left
Cass in charge, and ran outside. She had not been among the dead in the den. He
went from body to body, hoping not to find hers, and half hoping he would, so
he would know she wasn’t being tortured by that sadistic fuck. 


She wasn’t there among
the stench of the blood and the dead, and with a sinking heart, he knew that
she had been stolen from him. He howled his rage and sank to the ground next to
the bodies of the two women he had ordered bound together. In doing so he had
ordered their deaths. 


They had not stood a
chance against the attack with their wrists and ankles bound together. There
had been no time for anyone to unchain them, and they died because of him. They
all died because of him, and he knew without a doubt, that knowledge would
haunt him all the rest of his days. He sat in the dirt, unseen tears flowing
down his face. 


He had no idea how
long he sat there. It could have been seconds, or hours. Gavriel stood next to
him, a bandage over his eye and his arm in a sling. 


“Cole.” He said
gravely. “You’re people need you.” 


He stared up at the
man. “Did I bring this upon us all?” For a moment, he felt like a lost little
boy, in need of assurances. 


“Why would you think
that?” Gavriel looked down at him, narrowing his eyes. 


“Because I gave her
sanctuary.” He said simply. “I took her as my mate.” He said softly. “And then
I lost her.” He was surprised at how much that ate at him. In reality she was
basically still a stranger, yet…he loved her more than he ever imagined
possible. The emotion burned in his belly, swarming over him. It made him
uncomfortable, to need someone so much. To need her. 


“Then take her back.”
Gavriel said. “Stand your ground. You have the full support of the entire
council at your back.” He stated. “We will all fight for you!” His voice boomed
with authority. Gavriel’s eyes glowed a piercing orange, the color of fire.


Cole nodded and stood.
He was nude, covered in blood, and other bodily fluids of the ones he killed.
He was numb. He couldn’t even feel the pain. 


“I’ll call the other
local packs and tribes.” He said softly, and asks if they will join with us.” 


“I’m sure they will,
when they hear that their elders have been attacked on sanctuary lands.”
Gavriel said. “And I must call the families of the elders who were slain today,
so arrangements can be made. Until then, let’s get your side looked at by that
pretty doctor of yours. You are leaking all over the place.” 
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Vaughn laughed at the
woman’s helpless screams. One of the panthers under his control raked his claws
slowly down her back, over her butt and thighs. Blood flowed freely and dripped
into the dirt of the ground, soaking a puddle underneath the woman hanging
there by her wrists. 


“Tell me, where is
your other sister?” Vaughn sneered. 


“Fuck you.” Faline
snarled. 


“In time, little cat.”
He vowed. “I rather look forward to it.” He sneered. 


She gritted her teeth
and didn’t dare speak. “Hurry Sister. I won’t hold out much longer.” She
screamed again, as sharp claws shredded her back over and over again. 


Zara ran full speed
through the mountains. She could feel the energy of her sister, the pain
searing into her own back. Pure adrenaline surged through her, and she picked
up speed, focusing on gaining ground with every step, as if the hounds of hell
were after her. 


By the time she
reached the boarder of her new lands, she felt like her lungs were going to
burst. She only stopped long enough to catch her breath, and began running
again. Her sister didn’t have long. She just hoped that she was strong enough
to survive until Zara could bring back help. 


Within the next hour,
every pack, clan and tribe knew about the Alpha’s new mate, and violation of
sanctuary. Each tribe sent their very best hunters and some of their omegas to
help bury the dead. The Red Fox Clan, brothers to the wolves, and longtime
friends of the Black Moon Pack were the most outraged, although the Mountain
Lions were upset as well. Mostly they were concerned that retaliation would
mean an attack on all the cat populations. 


The Wolverines
demanded retribution for their lost elder, as did the Eagles. The Bears offered
their protection to the remaining elders and the Ravens offered some of their
own to stand guard over the wolf pack until they could get back on their feet. 


Cole welcomed the
help, and the uneasy peace between their perspective groups. He wondered
briefly, if any of them had helped plan the attacks, but he smelled no
deception in their vows to help his people. 


Cassius, Ukiah,
Dalton, Teague and Matteo were the only members of his hunting party left
alive. Dalton was badly injured and no one was sure if he would survive the
night. The rest of them gathered around their Alpha, preparing their attack
strategy with the remaining elders. 


“Cass, I need you to
stay behind.” Cole said. 


“But…” 


“No. If I am killed,
you are my second. I need to know you will be here to lead the pack if this all
goes sideways.” 


The two stared at each
other, until finally, Cass nodded. “I’ll take care of them.” 


“Thank you.” Cole
clapped the man on his back. They were cousins, more like brothers. Cole had
been taken in by Cassius’s father, Jarrick, when his own father had been jailed
by the council for abuses toward his mate and her children. Cole never saw his
father again. 


Cass organized the
burial of their dead and the burning of their enemies, as the rest of the men
headed out, along with the remaining elders. They had barely crossed over the
bridge of the river when Matteo spotted Zara running toward them through the
trees. 


“Look!” He pointed.
“She’s escaped!” 


“Thank the Gods!” Cole
said. He dropped his gun and pack, and ran toward her. 


She saw him running
and skidded to a stop. She shifted form and, lungs heaving, waited for him to
reach her. Her legs felt like rubber and she collapsed to the ground. 


He scooped her up and
held her close, not caring that the effort popped one of his stitches. “Zara..Oh
Zara. Are you ok?” He ran his hands over her body, quickly checking for wounds.
She was covered in mud and scratches from the brush, her bare feet torn to
shreds from the rocks and sticks and prickly plants she ran over. She was
covered in the sticky fluids that shifting brought with it. 


“Please. Faline. She’s
hurt.” She gasped. 


“Are you okay?” He
demanded, holding her like a child. She was still trying to catch her breath. 


“Fine. I’m fine.” She
reassured him. “Faline!” Suddenly she seized, her entire body frozen, and he
knew she was connected to something beyond his understanding. Her eyes went
pitch black, then slowly burned brighter, glowing an iridescent purple color he
had never seen before. 


“Holy Fuck.” He
watched, not sure what to do. The others crowded around him, watching. 


“Amazing.” One of the
elders said, seeing her eyes.


Suddenly she
convulsed, and began to scream. Her gut wrenching screams filled the air. She
thrashed, trying to pull away from Cole. She screamed like she was in
horrendous pain. 


“Zara…what happened?”
He asked, desperately trying to hold onto her. She shrieked and he nearly broke
her arm trying to keep a hold on her. She was so strong. He released her and
she rolled out of his lap, and several feet away from him. She wailed, one
long, horrible, high pitched note, and then went still. 


He thought she had
passed out and went to touch her again. Her skin rippled and he stood back.
Immediately, she shifted into a white tiger, large and majestic. She roared
loudly, nearly breaking their ear drums, and began to run back toward where she
came from. Without a word, Cole shifted and followed her, along with the
others. 


When they came upon
the Panther territory, Cole didn’t see anyone, but he could smell the blood. It
was so strong, the metallic odor burning in his nostrils. They ran toward it.
At the tree line, they all shifted back to human form. 


All the panthers were
gathered around a kill in the center of a circle. 


“Vaughn!” Cole roared
his name. “I challenge you! To the death!” He demanded, walking out of the
trees. 


The rest of the
Panthers stood around their leader, snarling and hissing, low to the ground,
ready to pounce. 


Vaughn raised his
hand, calling for silence. “I will answer the challenge.” He said, stepping
forward toward Cole. “There will be no interference from my people.” He said,
voice booming with authority. “Or yours.” He said, nodding toward Zara. “How
did you get away from me, little kitty?” 


“Obviously, I’m
smarter, faster and stronger than you.” She scowled. “It was rather easy,
actually. You are an idiot.” Zara stood next to her mate. She couldn’t look at
the bloody mess of tissue, hair and bone that used to be her baby sister. Her
stomach rolled at the stench and she knew, instinctively, she was pregnant. She
had to protect her baby from this man. 


She had felt the way
her sisters had died. Violently, for no reason. There had been four of them,
and now there were only two. Rage boiled up in her blood and she pushed it
outward, letting her beast show through. Her skin rippled once, and she
convulsed to the ground, welcoming her White Tiger form, nearly three times
larger than the largest panther. It had long been believed that the White Tiger
were population had long ago died out. Until her, no one had a reason to
suspect otherwise. 


“Oh my God!” One of
the Panthers gasped. 


“Unreal!” 


“That’s not possible!”



Before Cole could stop
her, she leapt into the air, her massive frame shadowing over Vaughn. He shifted
at the last moment, and attempted to turn and run. She swiped at his hind leg,
nearly tearing it off, and he screamed in agony. 


His leg hung by a
couple of strands of muscle and tissue. He dragged it behind him, as he
attempted to crawl away, bleeding heavily. She growled menacingly. She stalked
him, making a game of it, making him suffer. Eventually, she swiped at his
other leg, tearing it clean off. He rolled, screaming, baring his teeth. 


He attempted to claw
her, and she bit his arm, shaking her head violently, tearing the bone from the
joint with a sickening crack. She stood over him, breathing heavily, the hot
blood of his arterial wounds squirting her white fur coat. Slowly, she raked a
claw over his exposed belly, his guts pouring out. His bowels perforated, the
stench filled the air. He gurgled once, and she slashed across his throat,
tearing his throat and nearly taking his head clean off. 


He never stood a
chance against her. He knew it and so did everyone else. She stood over her
kill and roared her victory to the heavens. No one dared breathe, eyes wide,
watching her. Waiting to see what she would do next. 


She shifted once more
back to her human form. Completely drenched in Panther blood, she stood nude,
tall and regal. “Anyone else want to mess with the last Ancient in existence?”
She challenged. She eyed each of the panthers, and one by one, they all rolled
onto the ground, exposing their bellies to her, the ultimate show of surrender.
“Let it be known throughout all the packs, to all were’s across the globe. NO
ONE goes after me or mine EVER again!” She roared. “That includes my children!”
She said, staring straight at Cole. Slowly she put her hand over her stomach
and smiled at him. 


Wide eyed, he walked
up to her, and took her hand, licking the blood off the back of it. He stood
next to her, one hand holding hers, the other wrapped around her waist, resting
over their tiny growing child. One by one, each panther licked at her hand, in
effect, swearing their allegiance to their new Queen and her Wolf mate. 


Then they each knelt
at Sheridan’s feet, necks exposed, waiting for his choice. By all rights, he
could kill them, for attacking his lands and his people. No one would stop him.



He glanced down at his
mate, who stood watching. Silent. “Well?” He asked. 


“There has been enough
death today.” She sighed. “Let them go.”


“Are you sure?” He
asked. 


“If any of the
panthers attacks a wolf, I will kill them myself.” Zara said. “There have been
deaths on both sides today. We can’t afford to lose any more shifters. The
population is as small as it is.” 


“From this day
forward, there is truce between the panthers and the wolves.” Cole announced.
He shifted into his wolf, and howled. Each of his people did the same, and the
night air was filled with the sounds of cat’s roars and wolfs howls echoing
through the forest. 


The next day, all the
shifters came together for the first time, under the banner of peace during the
New Moon feast. Never before had such a thing been done in the history of
shifters. Some were uneasy about it at first, but the elders agreed that a
communal feast was the best way to stave off further wars, at least for the
time being. They had much to mourn, but more to celebrate, starting with the
mating ceremony of Cole and Zara. 


Cole and Zara stood on
the raised dais, dancing where they first met, and overlooked their people, all
mingling peacefully. Their hands were entwined with three cords of rope, their
hand-fasting completed. 


“Zara, I have one
question.” He said, twirling her and bringing her back into his arms. 


“Ask me.” She said
simply, raising her eyebrow. 


“How do you know you
are pregnant?” 


“I am an Ancient.” She
said simply. “I know.” She took his hand; the one not tied to her, and placed
it over her stomach. Her hand over his, she opened the energy between them,
allowing him to see what she saw in her belly. Two tiny babies, floating in her
womb. “Twins.” She breathed. “One cat, one wolf.”  


He groaned. “The
sibling rivalry is going to be epic.” 


She laughed and kissed
him letting the energy bleed through them onto the crowd, who all roared and
howled their approval. 
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