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“They grow so fast,” Jory sighed. Eric pulled
his mate onto his lap and kissed him tenderly on his full lips,
making Jory moan. “Yes, they do,” the alpha replied softly while
his thoughts wandered off to the day when they had found
Christopher. The youngster had been in his wolf form and was hidden
under a sort of log. However, before they could rescue the pup,
Jory had to sedate him. It was to protect the small pup from
hurting himself during the rescue because it was a narrow hole in
which Christopher had been hiding. And he had been so scared.

 


“I will never forget the day how we
discovered Christopher in the woods. He was so small and so
fragile,” said Jory. “Look at him now,” Eric chuckled. They sat on
the porch and were watching the children play in the garden.
Four-year-old Christopher was just as tall as Carmen, his sister,
who was eight years old now. Nearly three years ago, Digger, the
ranch dog, had discovered a weak and scared Christopher who had
been hiding from them. It turned out that the Gods had created
Christopher using Jory’s life essence. They had granted one of
Jory’s greatest wishes, namely to become a father.

 


Both men turned their attention to the
children when they heard Marcus squeal in delight. Christopher had
changed into his polar bear; he always changed into his polar bear
when Marcus was present. From all the animals that Christopher
could change into, the bear was by far his favorite. “It still
amazes me when I see our boy change into a hawk or a polar bear,”
Jory admitted. “Or a dolphin,” Eric added. “Or a dolphin,” Jory
softly echoed.

 


It had been about three years ago since
Zachariah had attacked the ranch, got his hands on Eric and Jory,
and nearly killed them. Luckily, Erik and Jory had survived, but
Zachariah had vanished just as suddenly as he had appeared. They
had never been able to locate him, but if that foul, low, evil
monster thought that Jory would let it rest, then he had another
thing coming. Even though it had been peaceful these last three
years, Eric and Jory knew that as long as Zachariah was on the
loose, no one would be safe. The angels and archangel had searched
the earth and beyond, but they couldn’t find him, either. It was
like Zachariah had vanished off the face of the planet.

 


“You’re thinking too hard, baby,” Eric said
in a soft voice. Jory turned, so he was facing his mate. The alpha
mate looked troubled as he sighed deeply. “Is it Zachariah? The
fact that we still haven’t found him?” Eric questioned gently. Jory
nodded. His mate knew him so well, but that was normal between true
mates.

 


Suddenly Jory lifted his head; he was
listening. “That would be James, Max, and Grace,” a smiling alpha
mate said when he heard a car approach. “Marcus. Your parents are
here,” Jory said as he rose from the lounge chair and held out his
hand for Marcus to take, but Marcus scowled, then the toddler
turned around and continued playing with Christopher. Jory raised
his eyebrows.

 


“Marcus come and greet your parents,” Jory
tried again, and this time his voice was more commanding. Marcus
hesitated, but then he strode toward Jory and reluctantly took the
alpha mate’s hand. “What’s wrong, buddy?” Jory asked when they
walked around the house to the front. Marcus didn’t answer. The
toddler was almost four years now, and he had the same temper as
his mother, but he also had Max’s kindness. Marcus was a good
kid.

 


Grace Madison Stanton was born on January
second. She was about two and a half now and let everyone know if
she didn’t like something. Jory always wondered how such a small
creature could produce so much noise. As far as Jory knew, Marcus
loved his little sister. So, he didn’t understand why Marcus
behaved so strangely. Then, Marcus let go of Jory’s hand when he
heard his mother call his name.

 


Max knelt and spread her arms, and Marcus ran
right into them. James stood behind his mate, holding a
curious-looking Grace in his arms. Jory gazed at the little girl.
“She is waiting for you to lift her into your arms,” James
chuckled. Jory didn’t hesitate but immediately took her from James
straight into his arms. The girl smiled, and Jory melted on the
spot. “You are so beautiful,” he whispered. “Of course she is,”
said a laughing James. “She looks just like her mom,” the sheriff
added. Jory nodded in agreement.

 


When they walked around the house to the
garden, Jory saw his mate coming their way. Eric shook hands with
James and hugged Max, who still carried Marcus. “Why don’t you go
play with Carmen and Christopher?” Eric motioned with his hand to
the garden entrance. The toddler shook his head before he turned
his face away from Eric. Eric wanted to ask Max about Marcus’s
behavior, but she shook his head, and Eric understood. Sometimes
children behaved oddly, mostly for no reason.

 


Carmen and Christopher came running when they
saw Max and James. Jory, who still had Grace in his arms, sat back
down on the lounge chair. Carmen hugged and kissed the little girl;
Christopher kept his distance. “What is it with you boys. Don’t you
like small girls?” Carmen scowled.

 


Christopher frowned, and Jory noticed that
his son did that a lot lately. He would talk to Eric about that.
Now that he thought about it, both boys were be behaving strangely;
it wasn’t only Marcus, but Christopher as well. Jory knew that
children had different phases when they grew older, but was this
behavior normal? Plus, Christopher was not only a shifter; he was
unique; the boy was special. For instance, he could talk like an
adult, and he understood everything that was said. On top of that,
the boy was already powerful beyond imagination. Jory had once said
that Christopher was a little adult.

 


The alpha mate was also glad that
Christopher’s “no,” phase was over. It had been hell. He had
answered with the word “no” on every occasion, and he had even said
no when Jory had offered to take him to the ice cream parlor. It
had taken the patience of a saint to persuade Christopher to come
along. It was no to breakfast, no to lunch and dinner, no to
playing with Carmen in the garden, and so on. Jory had been slowly
getting desperate. Then, from one day to the next, the no phase was
over, and Jory thanked the Gods for that.

 


Jory had been enjoying a well, normal
afternoon, which he and Eric had spent with James and Max and their
two children. James and Max had even stayed for dinner, much to
Christopher’s delight.

“They are finally sleeping,” Jory said as he
came into the living room. Eric smiled and patted the spot next to
him. “Come here, baby,” the alpha whispered. Jory grinned as he let
himself fall onto the loveseat next to his mate. “What do you think
of Christopher’s behavior?” Jory quietly questioned.

 


Eric looked thoughtful but didn’t immediately
respond. Jory eyed his mate intently while he patiently waited. “I
know that Christopher is special, but he’s also just a toddler, and
they have, as we all know, different phases,” the alpha finally
said. Jory opened his mouth, but Eric said, “We will keep a close
eye on him.” Jory smiled, and he was about to respond when a loud
scream made them both jump. “Carmen,” Jory whispered as he ran up
the stairs, Eric hot on his heels.

 


“Carmen, honey?” Jory tried to sound calm but
failed miserably. “Daddy, daddy,” Carmen cried as she flew into
Jory’s arms. “Hush, baby girl, dad and I are here, and you are
safe. We won’t let anything happen to you,” Jory soothed. “Dad?”
Eric and Jory turned their heads toward the door. “Come here,
Chris,” Eric opened his arms, and Christopher nestled himself deep
into Eric, who held him tightly.

 


The toddler didn’t say anything, but Eric
could tell that his son was upset. It took some time before both
children calmed down enough that Jory could question Carmen. “What
happened that made you so scared, baby girl?” Jory gently inquired.
Carmen gazed from Jory to Eric; then, she buried her face in Jory’s
shoulder. The girl held on for dear life.

 


“Oh, sweetie, what’s wrong? Talk to us,
please?” Jory urged in a soothing tone. “I’m thirsty. Can I have
some water, please?” Christopher quietly asked. “Of course,” Eric
said as he rose from the floor and motioned for Jory to follow
him.

 


“Now, can you tell me why you were so upset,
sweetie?” Jory gently coaxed, hoping that Carmen would finally tell
him why she had screamed in fear. Emma had woken as well, and after
Jory had convinced her that there was no danger, she disappeared
into the kitchen. A moment later, she returned, carrying a tray
with bottled water and two tumblers with whiskey. She handed the
water to Carmen and Christopher and put the tumblers on the
table.

 


Carmen carefully sipped from her water, and
then she slowly started to explain. She gazed at Jory, and then to
Eric, and finally to Christopher. “They want Christopher,” she said
in a barely audible voice. Jory paled, Christopher stiffened, and
Eric growled, was a low and menacing growl.

 


Jory’s heart was racing because his thoughts
went immediately to Zachariah. “Sweetie? Who is after Christopher,”
Emma asked while she soothingly stroked Carmen’s hair out of her
face.
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“So, she doesn’t know who is after
Christopher?” Dacian asked while filling his mug with coffee. Eric
shook his head. “No, she only knows that someone is after Chris.
Whoever it was in her dream kept himself invisible,” the alpha
stated. Carmen had told them that she had dreamed that someone or
something was after Christopher. When Jory had carefully pressured
Carmen to be more specific, the girl had described that someone as
a force, which existed out of a million small twinkling lights.

 


Jory still was reeling at the thought that
one of the Gods was after his son. It could only be one of them
because no one else fitted the description Carmen had given them.
“Why would the Gods, of all beings, go after Christopher? It
doesn’t make sense,” said a voice from behind Jory. The alpha mate
knew that it was Finn, his father. “I know,” Jory replied, “But,
who else could it be? The description fits them perfectly. And you
are right; it doesn’t make any sense. After all, they gave us
Christopher and Carmen too. Why go after Christopher?” the alpha
mate said.

 


Eric sighed because he didn’t have an answer
to that question. “Do we need to share our suspicions with
Christopher and Carmen? I know that Christopher is only four years
old, but he acts, talks, and understands everything like an adult,”
Jory softly said. Even though they had Christopher for over three
years, it sometimes still baffled Jory to see the toddler behave
like an adult.

 


“I know it’s not my place, but may I
interfere?” Dacian asked carefully. Even though he was the alpha
mate’s grandfather, and thus Christopher’s great-grandfather, an
alpha male never liked it when someone tried to meddle when it
concerned his family.

 


Jory gazed at Dacian and then at Eric. The
alpha eyed Dacian for a few seconds, then he nodded. “Alright,” the
archangel began cautiously. “I believe that telling Carmen and
Christopher is the wisest thing to do.” Jory frowned, and Eric
looked thoughtful.

 


“Explain,” the alpha urged. “It’s simple,
really. Even though Christopher is just a toddler, he is a power to
be reckoned with. If the Gods really are after him, then we need
all the help we can get to keep the boy safe.” Jory nodded in
agreement. One time, Jory had gone against the Gods and knew just
how powerful they were. However, if they wanted to take Christopher
away from his family, they had another thing coming.

 


“We won’t give Christopher up, never,” the
alpha growled as he pulled Jory close. “We won’t either,” said the
angels simultaneously. “I agree,” said a grim-looking Annabella.
Jory gazed around the room and smiled when he saw that the whole
family was present. How had he not noticed that? The pack stood,
side-by-side. Annabella stood beside Sarah, and the angels were
standing in front of the pack members. The archangel was standing
beside Jory.

 


The phone rang, making Jory jump. Yep, he was
on edge, and who could blame him. His son was in imminent danger,
once again, and that had to stop. If Jory had to kill every God who
posed a threat to his son, he would not hesitate. Only Jory didn’t
know how to kill them because weren’t they immortal?

 


Jory picked up his phone and frowned when he
saw who the caller was. “Hey, Max. What’s up?” the alpha mate
asked. They had seen each other the previous day, so it was odd
that she called. “Jory? Is everything alright with the children?” a
nervous-sounding Max asked. “Sure, they are playing in
Christopher’s room right now. Why do you ask? Is something wrong?”
Jory was on full alert now. “I don’t know. James is at work, and
Marcus is screaming for Christopher,” Max replied, and Jory could
tell that his friend was on the verge of bursting into tears.

 


It was now that Jory heard Marcus call for
Christopher. “Oh, shit,” Max whispered. “What’s wrong. Tell me
what’s happening?” Jory urged. “Christopher just arrived with
Carmen in tow,” Max whispered. “No, he’s here at the ranch.” The
moment the words left Jory’s mouth, he realized that Max spoke the
truth. Emma, who had run upstairs to check on the children, stormed
into the kitchen. “They are gone,” she panted, eyes wide.

 


“Give me a sec to convey with Eric about what
to do. There must be a reason why Marcus called for Christopher. We
all know that those two boys are very close and protective of each
other,” Jory said to an anxious Max. “Can you tell me how the boys
are behaving?” “They are hugging each other, and Carmen has his
arms around Christopher and Marcus,” Max explained.

 


“Alright, do you mind if Carmen and
Christopher stay with you for a while? That would give us the time
to think about how to handle it,” Jory asked his friend. The alpha
mate knew that Max wouldn’t mind, but one always needed to ask; it
was the polite thing to do. Never assume or take things for
granted; always ask.

 


“Of course, it’s alright. I will call James
and ask him to come home. This whole thing feels weird. Something
is not right.” Those words froze the blood in Jory’s veins. “Do you
need us to be there? I can ask my father or grandfather to orb us
to your home right now,” a worried-sounding Jory said. “I honestly
don’t know. All I know is that something feels off. I can’t put my
finger on it, but there is definitely something going on,” Max
insisted. Jory promised that they would be at her house in minutes,
then he rang off.

 


Eric was already pointing out whom he wanted
to come with him. Even though every pack member wanted to come, the
ranch needed protection too. So, Armand and JJ would stay at the
ranch, as would Rose, Sarah and Fin, and Felicia. If something went
wrong, then the three angels could orb everyone to safety. From the
pack members, it would be Dorian, Billy, Mike, and Jake that would
accompany Jory and Eric to Max’s house. Dacian the archangel, and
Annabella would come as well.

 


Jake and Emma had been the latest members to
join the Wentworth Pack. Emma Wentworth, the alpha’s sister, had
joined her family about four years ago. Sanders had forced Jake to
participate in the attack on Eric’s pack. However, he hadn’t joined
the fight; instead, he had surrendered and petitioned to become a
pack member. In the beginning, Jake had been scared and uncertain.
Now he spoke up and shared his opinion, as was expected in the
pack.

 


Eric Wentworth was the alpha, but the members
were also his family, and they had a right to voice their opinion.
Jake had grown into a confident young shifter who could hold his
own in a fight.

 


Dorian looked satisfied when the alpha wanted
him at his side. Dorian and Eric had been friends since they were
kids. It was Eric who had prevented their former alpha from taking
JJ and hiding the young shifter. Even though that was more than
fourteen years ago, no one knew why that rotten alpha had tried to
hold on to JJ. The youngster was a regular shifter, well until the
massive attack on the ranch where he nearly was killed by one of
Sanders’ soldiers, if one could call them that.

 


JJ had been dying, and it was Damian
MacCallan, Master vampire, who saved JJ’s life. Now, JJ was a
so-called hybrid, half shifter, and half-vampire. It had made JJ
stronger, and the blood that was provided from Armand, who was an
angel, had made JJ even more powerful.

 


Shawn Prescott, Damian’s beloved, and Jory
had become friends, much to the alpha and the master vampire’s
delight. Friendships between vampires and shifters were rare, but
Eric and Damian were an exception to the rule. Both leaders knew
that, together, they would be so much stronger in case of an
attack.

 


Jory’s heart was beating a mile a minute; why
had Marcus called for Christopher? Marcus had called Christopher’s
name, and the toddler had responded. Did that mean that the boy’s
powers were growing again? What Jory didn’t understand was that
Christopher had taken Carmen with him as well. Jory knew that, when
it came down to it, Christopher was perfectly capable of defending
himself and his sister. If the Gods were after Christopher, then
what was Marcus’ role? So many questions and no answers. The more
Jory thought about it, the more questions arose. Now, all that he
wanted was to be with his son and to see for himself that Max and
her family were safe.
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Within minutes everyone arrived at James and
Max’s house, where a weary-looking Max welcomed them. To Jory’s
astonishment, his son didn’t acknowledge him; hell, the toddler
completely ignored Jory and Eric. A hand on his arm stopped Jory
from going to Christopher. Jory glanced at his mate, who shook his
head.

 


Jory concentrated on closing his mind for
Christopher so that the toddler couldn’t eavesdrop when Jory used
his mind link to talk to Eric. “What the hell? Why won’t you let
me go to our son?” the alpha mate almost growled. “Just look
at them. Can’t you see that Marcus is scared? Christopher is
comforting him; Carmen watches over both of them,” Eric
answered through their shared mind link.

 


Jory then took his time to observe the
children, and he saw that Eric was right; Christopher was
comforting Marcus. It seemed that a watchful Carmen was ready to
attack anyone who came near the boys. The door opened and in walked
a grim-looking James. “Are the children alright?” he asked instead
of greeting Eric, Jory, and the rest.

 


“They are fine,” the alpha said as he nodded
in the direction of where the children were huddled together. “Can
someone explain to me what happened because I’m confused as hell,”
the sheriff said as he kissed his mate. Max had
two-and-a-half-year-old Grace Aisha in her arms. The little girl
was watching in fascination at her brother and Christoper and
Carmen.

 


Eric and Jory had decided to inform Max and
James about Carmen’s dream and the warning it contained. After
hearing about the threat against Christopher, James and Max had
vowed to fight at the pack’s side to keep the children safe.

 


“Christopher? Can you come here, please?”
Jory softly called his son, and to his astonishment, the toddler
reacted. It looked like he was saying something to Marcus, and then
he rushed over to Jory. The alpha mate pulled Christopher in his
arms and hugged his young son tightly. James lifted a crying Marcus
into his arms. Jory and Eric glanced at each other at seeing Marcus
so upset. Christopher was pushing Jory away from him and moved
toward his friend. Marcus calmed down the moment that Christopher
touched him. Max and James looked as baffled as Eric and Jory.

 


“Christopher? Sweetie? Can you tell us what’s
wrong with Marcus, why he is so upset?” Jory gently questioned his
young son. Christopher eyed Jory as the alpha mate concentrated on
seeing his son. It had been a while that he had done this
because it hadn’t been necessary. However, now that there was a
threat against Christopher, he needed to know if Christopher’s aura
had changed.

 


Jory sighed in relief when Christopher’s aura
was still as white and pure as it always had been. Jory had read
all there was to read about auras, and he had learned that
someone’s aura could change when that person was about to cross
over to the dark side or vice versa.

 


“Marcus is afraid that they take Christopher
away from us, and thus from him too,” Carmen said unexpectedly.
“What do you mean, Carmen?” Eric said as he pulled his daughter
onto his lap. Carmen eyed her brother as if asking permission to
explain things. Jory suspected that the children were closer than
they had thought possible. Marcus had cried out for Christopher,
and the toddler had reacted on the spot. Even though Christopher
had been in his room, he had heard Marcus calling for him. Or had
he felt Marcus’ distress? Whatever it was that had scared Marcus,
it had to be massive.

 


“There are two Gods after me; they want to
take me away from you,” Christopher said while he buried himself
deeper into Jory. The alpha mate felt his son trembling, and that
made him see red. Eric must have felt Jory’s emotions because the
alpha wrapped one arm around his mate and said softly, “Easy,
baby.” Jory didn’t reply, but instead, he concentrated on his
breathing and getting his heartbeat under control. He needed to
stay calm because that way, he would keep their children calm
too.

 


Marcus had his little arms tightly around
James’ neck. The little one looked so scared. Carmen’s following
words shocked the hell out of everyone. “Marcus doesn’t want to
lose his big brother.” Max nearly choked in her coffee, James had
his mouth hanging open, Eric frowned, and Jory gazed at his
daughter. “Sweetie,” the alpha mate said, “Can you repeat that,
please?” he urged gently. Carmen patiently repeated what she had
said, and then she looked expectantly at Eric.

 


It looked like Carmen was looking for
guidance from not only Jory but from the alpha as well. Eric was
alpha of the Wentworth Pack, which made him not only Christopher
and Carmen’s father; he also was their alpha. “What do you mean by,
big brother, Carmen? Marcus is James and Max’s son, not ours. So,
he’s not your brother, sweetie,” Eric carefully explained. Jory
eyed his mate, and the look in Eric’s eyes said it all. The alpha
knew that Carmen didn’t lie, the girl had never lied before, and
she wouldn’t start now. So, what the hell was going on?

 


Jory saw the stricken look on Max’s face, and
he couldn’t blame her. Max knew that Carmen never lied and never
exaggerated. So, why had the girl said that Marcus was their
brother? And what about Grace, James, and Max’s young daughter?
“Sweetie,” Eric began carefully, “You just told us that Marcus is
your brother.” The girl nodded vigorously. “What about Grace? Is
she your sister?” Carmen rolled her eyes. “That’s a silly question,
dad. Of course, she is our sister.” The girl stated
matter-of-factly.

 


“I’m confused,” Jory whispered. “Well, you
and me both,” said Max. Jory noticed that James hadn’t said
anything; he was just eyeing Carmen. Suddenly James turned to Eric.
“These are our children, not yours,” the sheriff said sternly. Eric
was getting confused now too. The alpha glanced at his mate, and
then he looked at James. “I don’t understand,” Eric said, and he
really didn’t.

 


Annabella, who had come with them, offered to
entertain the children so that the adults could speak freely. When
Annabella had disappeared with the four kids, James addressed Eric
and Jory. “Whatever Carmen told us, Marcus and Grace are our
children, not yours,” the sheriff sounded adamant.

 


“Of course, they are ours. James, are you
really thinking that Eric and Jory would take our children from
us?” Max sounded dumbfounded. “Well, Carmen claimed that Marcus and
Grace are their siblings,” James defended. “Hold your horses,
James. We aren’t planning on claiming Marcus and Grace; they are
your children, no matter what happens,” Eric assured his friends.
Jory nodded in agreement; he said, “We would never take your
children away from you. However, we have to find out what Carmen
meant when she said that Marcus and Grace are their brother and
sister. It has to mean something. Plus, the bond between the
children is strong.”

 


“It surely is because how else could
Christopher know that Marcus needed him? The bond between the boys
is extraordinary. Carmen has a bond with Marcus too, but it’s not
as strong as the one between the two boys,” Max said. “What if they
really are siblings?” James questioned, and Jory could see that the
shifter wasn’t reassured. “It will change nothing between us.
Marcus and Grace are your children, and that’s that,” Jory said in
a gentle yet firm voice.

 


James eyed Eric; after all, he was the pack
alpha and thus the boss. “I agree with my mate,” the alpha said.
“Do I have your word?” James insisted. “You have my word,” Eric
said without hesitation. That seemed to be enough for James because
he visibly relaxed.

 


James looked at Eric and then at Jory.
“You’re right; we need to find out why Carmen claims that Marcus
and Grace are their brother and sister,” the sheriff said. “We need
to keep an eye on Marcus because apparently, he was afraid that
Christopher would be kidnapped or something,” Max said.

 


“If you agree, then we could start with Jack,
examining Marcus and Grace’s blood. Maybe we can find a clue in the
DNA,” Jory suggested while he eyed James for any signs of
discomfort or anger. “When I said that you have my word, I meant
it. Marcus and Grace are your children, not ours,” Eric once again
assured the sheriff and his mate.

 


James looked at his mate, and Jory suspected
that they were talking through their mind link. Well, that was
okay. Jory understood, sometimes couples needed some privacy, even
when they were among their best friends. “Alright, but I want Jack
to do it here: it’s where Marcus and Grace feel safest,” James
said. Max nodded in agreement.

 


“I can call him right now if you want,” Eric
said cautiously. The alpha knew how delicate the situation still
was. Who could blame them? This was about their children. “Do it,”
James said. Eric grabbed his phone and dialed Jack.
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Hey, Alex,” Jory greeted his fellow
veterinarian when he entered the main house. Alex greeted Jory, and
then he glanced nervously at the office where Rose was probably
wrapping up things so that she could go home with her mate. Rose
and Alex had mated about two years ago. It had taken some time for
Alex, a human who didn’t know anything about the paranormal world,
to get used to shifters, angels, and vampires. Now he had become
best friends with Finn and Billy. Finn was his father-in-law, and
they had quickly become friends. Billy had assisted Alex a few
times when he had needed someone, ever since they were good
friends.

 


“You are nervous; why?” Jory asked because
Alex was usually an easy-going guy. “Nothing, I’m just waiting for
my mate,” Alex responded too fast. The man seemed relieved when he
saw Rose coming their way, and the woman was glowing. She greeted
Jory warmly, and then she wanted to know where Eric was. “He’s
checking Daisy. Why? Is something wrong that you want to talk to
both of us?” Jory asked. “Let’s wait until Eric gets here, okay?”
Rose said as she went into the garden and sat down on the lounge
chair.

 


A while later, Eric stepped onto the deck and
addressed Jory, “Jack called; he wants to see us at James and Max’s
place.” “Alright, but first you need to sit down because Rose and
Alex want to talk to us,” Jory said. Eric frowned but took a seat
next to Jory, kissed his mate, and then looked at Alex and Rose.
“So, what is it that you want to talk about?” the alpha
questioned.

 


Rose smiled, glanced at Alex, who nodded, and
then she said, “I’m pregnant.” Eric grinned as he stood and hugged
Rose tightly; he shook Alex’s hand and congratulated him. Jory
squealed in delight. He was so happy for Rose and Alex. Ever since
they had mated, about two years ago, Rose had wanted children. It
was rare for a shifter not to get pregnant immediately. However,
Rose hadn’t become pregnant, and she had finally excepted that she
would never become a mother. Now, she was pregnant, and Eric and
Jory couldn’t be happier for her and Alex.

 


“Does your mother know?” Jory asked. “No, you
two are the first ones to know. Now, we’re going to my mother and
Finn to let them know that they become grandparents,” Rose beamed
at her mate, who looked so happy.

 


Eric and Jory sat on the deck for a few more
minutes because they had to let it sink in that Rose finally was
pregnant. “Let’s go to James and Max’s house; I’m curious what Jack
has discovered,” Jory said. Three days ago, Jack had taken blood
from a screaming Marcus and a scowling Grace. Jory had told Eric
that if Grace and Marcus were indeed Christopher and Carmen’s
siblings, they would do nothing. The children would stay where they
belonged, with their parents. Whatever the results would be, Grace
and Marcus weren’t theirs.

 


“Annabella has become a good grandmother,
Christopher and Carmen adore her, and she adores them,” Jory said.
Eric smiled as he glanced sideways before he quickly focussed on
the road again. They were on their way to James and Max to hear the
results of the blood that Jack had drawn from Marcus and Grace
Stanton.

 


Eric parked behind James’ vehicle, and both
men got out of the car and took the short flight of steps that led
to the house’s front door. The door opened, and a serious-looking
Max let them pass. “Hey, how are you holding up, Max,” Jory asked
his best friend as they hugged. “I’m so nervous; what if?” “They
are your children in every way that counts,” Jory assured her.

 


The alpha mate was rewarded with a small
smile, but at least, it was a real one. Max then hugged Eric. “Jack
is already here,” Max said as she led the way into the living room.
Everyone greeted each other, and then they sat down. All eyes were
on Jack Rawson. The jaguar pressed his lips together and sipped his
coffee. “I have the preliminary blood test results,” Jack
paused.

 


“Care to enlighten us?” Eric asked, and Jory
could tell that his mate was irritated. Well, so were they all.
“Are Marcus and Grace our children? I mean biological,” James
inquired. To him and Max, it wouldn’t matter because, as Jory had
said, the children were theirs in every way that counted.

 


“Yes, and no,” the jaguar softly answered.
“What does that mean,” Eric growled; Jack frowned, Jory shrugged.
“Start talking,” James demanded. “Technically, both children are
yours,” Jack glanced from James to Max, then he continued.
“However, there is something that bothers me. Marcus and Grace only
have partial DNA, and that shouldn’t be possible,” Jack said
cautiously.

 


“What does that mean? Are our children
healthy?” Max demanded to know, and Jory could see that she was
becoming more worried by the minute. “Yes, they are very healthy,”
Jack smiled. Then he glanced at Eric and Jory; he said, “It’s
possible to exist without DNA.” Jory and Eric knew that the jaguar
was talking about Carmen. She didn’t have DNA, and the girl was
happy and healthy. “Oh, right,” James said; Max needed a second
longer before she too nodded.

 


“Some things still aren’t clear, and I need
to do more research and testing before I can tell you anything
more,” Jack said. None of the others took that well; Jack should
have known that. “You know that it’s not an option, Jack,” Eric
said. The jaguar sighed, but he knew that hiding things from the
alpha was never good. That’s why he had told them that there was
more but that it needed time to get the results.

 


“I know,” Jack said, “It seems that there are
similarities between all four children. If I didn’t know better, I
would say that they are related, siblings, even.” Max had gone very
pale, and James held his mate tight. “Remember what I told you,
Max,” Jory whispered. Max nodded, but Jory could tell that his
friend was worried, and rightly so.

 


“As I said earlier, I will need more time for
testing because I want to be absolutely sure,” Jack urged. Eric
nodded because he understood. Jack finished his coffee, and when no
one had any more questions, he left because he had to pick up Beau,
his young son. Plus, he wanted to continue with testing the
children’s blood.

 


“It was so nice of Annabella to watch our
children,” Max said as she filled everyone’s mug with coffee. Jory
smiled; Annabella had become a loving mother and grandmother after
Jory had given her the chance to join his family.

 


Jory closed his eyes, and a moment later,
Annabella appeared with Marcus, Grace and Carmen, and Christopher.
Max immediately stood and hugged her children. Carmen crawled into
Eric’s lap, and Christopher flew into Jory arms. Because there was
nothing more for them to discuss, Eric decided that it was time to
leave. “Call me as soon as you sense danger, okay?” Eric urged
James and Max, even though he knew that the sheriff and his mate
would do that anyway.

 


When they arrived home, the children ran into
the garden, where they shifted. Christopher changed into his polar
bear and Carmen into her wolf. Jory forgot to breathe when he saw
his daughter in her wolf form. Carmen seldom let her wolf out; only
when she felt that the animal needed it, she let it run free. Jory
had tried to talk to Carmen about why she didn’t like to change
into her wolf, but the girl just walked away instead of
answering.

 


Eric came to stand behind Jory, wrapped his
arms around his mate, and pressed him tightly against his chest.
Together they watched the children play for a while. “Shall I cook
for us tonight?” the alpha offered. Jory didn’t react immediately
because Eric seldom cooked. Now he volunteered to spend time behind
the stove? “Why?” Jory questioned, and it was good that Eric
couldn’t see the teasing smile on his mate’s face.

 


“Don’t you trust me? I just want to cook us a
meal tonight; it will be just the four of us,” the alpha answered
as he gently kissed Jory’s neck, making the alpha mate shiver.
“Alright, what are you going to cook for us?” “I have gotten
Sarah’s recipe for quinoa burgers that you and Christopher love so
much. And for Carmen and me, it will be stir-fried chicken,” Eric
said. Jory turned in Eric’s arms and pulled his mate down for a
scorching kiss.

 


“Yes, stir-fried chicken, that’s my
favorite,” Carmen squealed, and apparently, Christopher thought he
should join in. “Quinoa burgers, yeah,” he yelled with all his
might. Eric and Jory burst out laughing. It was good to see that
the kids were so carefree and happy. “See? Our children are happy
that their dad is cooking dinner,” a smug-looking Eric said.

 


Eric and Jory went inside, and the children
stayed in the garden. Carmen wanted to check her tomatoes and
strawberries, and Christopher was playing in the sandbox. He was
building an enormous sandcastle.

 


“I have some paperwork to do, so I’ll be busy
for a while,” Eric said. Jory nodded; he had an appointment with a
neighboring farmer who thought that one of his horses was sick.
“I’m on my way to the Nolan’s because they suspect that one of
their horses isn’t well,” the alpha mate said. They kissed goodbye,
and Eric disappeared into the study, and Jory walked toward his
car.


 Chapter
5

 


Eric was busy behind the stove, and Jory sat
on the kitchen counter, watching his mate put together a meal. Jory
sniffed the air and was about to compliment his mate when a
bloodcurdling scream nearly pierced his eardrum. “Carmen,” both men
said as they ran outside. Jory was fast, but Eric was much quicker.
However, both men were stopped by an unknown force. Eric growled;
Jory cursed as both desperately were trying to move toward the
children.

 


To their horror, Eric and Jory saw two Gods
descend, and they tried to take Carmen and Christopher. “No. You
bastards. Leave my kids alone. I’ll kill you,” Jory screamed and
yelled. Christopher was crying, and Carmen was yelling, but Jory
couldn’t hear anything. It was like the two Gods had created a
barrier that somehow blocked the noise.

 


Jory saw that Christopher had conjured some
kind of bubble surrounding him. Eric and Jory glanced at each
other. “What is he doing?” Eric questioned while he still was
trying to move toward the children, but it was to no avail. “I know
what he’s doing,” Jory panted because the fighting against the
forcefield cost a lot of energy. “Christopher is trying to protect
himself and Carmen from the Gods.

 


For a moment, the alpha stood stock still and
watched his son and daughter huddling together in their protective
bubble. “I need to get Christopher and Carmen away from those two
idiots,” Jory growled while he was desperately trying to get to the
children.

 


One of the Gods was talking to Christopher,
but the toddler shook his head vigorously. Jory stopped fighting
the barrier and urged Eric to do the same. The alpha shook his head
because what the hell? “Look,” Jory said as he pointed to the scene
that was unfolding in front of them.

 


“Just look. They aren’t hurting Christopher,
but they seem to try and communicate with him,” Jory softly said.
It was after these words that the alpha calmed down enough to look
at what was happening in front of them. One of the Gods was trying
to talk to Christopher, but the boy was having none of it.

 


Suddenly Christopher glanced at Eric and
Jory; then, the toddler rose from the floor, looked up to the sky,
and spread his arms. Eric was baffled, and Jory’s mouth hung open
because to see their small son call for his power was scary, but at
the same time magnificent to witness. Jory could feel the energy
that was building around Christopher. And apparently, so did the
two Gods because it was now that they acknowledged Eric and Jory.
However, it was too late, and even if Jory had been able to
interfere, he wouldn’t have. They harassed and scared his son, and
now it was time that the toddler put things right.

 


Eric and Jory braced themselves for what they
knew was coming. The two Gods, however, didn’t have such luck. A
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