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Prelude

B. I blinked my eyes in
surprise. B. The first human letter to unravel itself to me. B. I
tried to read the next letter in the word. I cocked my huge, brown
furred head. The next letter reminded me of my turquoise eyes or
the round grey tunnel I had used, on my last distance hunt, to
escape a gang of wild butt sniffers. O. O is the next letter! I
concentrated on the last. Images of tree branches forking in two
directions sprang into my mind. I squinted in the fading daylight
as my eyes adjusted to the change. Y…Y…Y.

I sat on my haunches. I
glanced from the picture on the page and tried to correlate the
image to the three letters. B…O…Y. An old story floated into my
memory. Miah, the Elder of my mother’s den, had told me a tale
once, well, more times than that actually, about the humans who had
once inhabited this vast frozen waste.

“The planet was infested
by them,” he had croaked. “Ugly, hairless creatures with no respect
for us, butt sniffers, scurriers, or any living creature.” He
scratched his ear. A sure sign he was annoyed. “They didn’t even
respect each other. Always stealing, killing, digging up the land
with huge metal monsters and covering it with sprawling solid
rocks.

Their offspring, the girls
and boys, weren’t any better.”

B.O.Y. Boy. A small male
human. Child. Kitten.

Kitten! A human male
kitten!

Excited, I twitched my
bushy tail. Now, I needed to figure out the next word.


Chapter 1

It had been at least
twenty-four full moons since I had last seen my mother. I paused
before entering her lair. Scented all around the entrance was the
urine of a male I didn’t know. The need for caution rose in me. I
slipped past the floppy flap, the old rickety door squeaking like a
caught scurrier.

My mother spotted me at
once. She hissed, arching her long tan back, her short fur raised
in spiked defiance.

“Hello, Mother,” I greeted
warily.

“Half Breed,” she
snarled.

I knew she’d never forgiven
my father for lowering her status from Purebred to Mongrel by
mating with her. She’d never liked me either, her half Abyssinian,
half Maine Coon son. (I’d learned the humans had once called us
that.) As a result she’d taken out her hatred of my father on me.
While she’d raised my half siblings with tender love, she’d only
given me basic care. When I was old enough, she’d thrown me
out.

“Half Breed,” she spat
again, making it sound like a coughed up hairball.

I’d always hated my name.
With her contempt of me, I’ve always been thankful to Bast that I
looked more like my father than her. I’d seen my reflection in old
broken mirrors. My fur was long, brown with irregular black stripes
and a solid body with large paws equipping me well for cold and
snow.

“And why have you wandered
back here?” My mother’s yellow eyes glared at me.

I pretended to be
disinterested by cleaning a spot on my shoulder, noticing she was
heavy with a new batch of kittens.

“You should be out there
fighting for Mongrel females and breeding!” Her thin tail flicked
from side to side. “Not that any would have you!”

I wouldn’t bother to tell
her I’d only been in a few challenges—none of which I’d won. My
defeat would only confirm her low regard of me. Sitting down, I
curled my tail over my paws, pretending a calm I didn’t feel. “I’ve
been doing more important things. Like learning to
read.”

“Nonsense!” she sneered.
“What use is human knowledge! We know all we need to know. Hunt.
Mate. Survive.”

“Do you not wish for
more?” I quietly asked her. What part of me had secretly wanted her
to be proud of my accomplishment?

“All I had your father
took from me!” she screeched. “My mates now are only Mongrels! No
Purebred will ever have me again!”

“And she has a new mate.”
A large black male joined us from the dim shadows. I hadn’t noticed
him before. Perhaps he’d entered through a way I knew nothing
about.

Instinctively, I rose,
puffing my fur to look bigger, watching for the potential
weaknesses and strengths of the other.

His gold eyes raked over
me. He stopped beside my mother and gave her a friendly lick. She
cringed.

“I’m Midnight,” he
introduced himself stepping in front of his female.

“Half Breed.”

His fur formed a hard ridge
down his narrow back. “You’re not welcome here.”

I glanced at my mother
while keeping alert for any aggressive movement from her new mate.
Her eyes sent hate filled claws into my soul. She’d never accept me
nor the challenge I could issue to add her to my den. So be
it.

I moved slowly toward the
exit. “Good bye, Mother. I won’t return.”

“Good.” She crawled away
to her ratty nest.

Her mate followed me out,
watching as I hopped through the snow. I stopped several body
lengths away, checking to make certain he wasn’t following. His
black body darted back behind the flap. Evidently, he didn’t think
me a threat.

A breeze twirled over my
fur. I lifted my black nose and sniffed the dampness of storm
scent. Heavy white clouds rested on the far mountains and I knew
they’d soon drop their burden. I needed to find shelter before the
snow fell.

Brushing the icy coldness
with my belly, I darted through the thick crusted snow, pondering
what to do next. I knew I had wandered much, never making a
permanent den, taking temporary shelter in abandoned buildings or
hollow trees. Yet, I would need somewhere to raise my kittens and
teach them, and it needed to be defendable.

Hopefully, any future
females I won would be agreeable to my plan. I had no intention of
being like the other males. Impregnating females, leaving them to
raise the kittens alone, expanding my territory, always wandering,
always fighting.

But, where to establish my
den? I caught a whiff of a high hunter, wolf, I corrected myself,
and changed my path to avoid meeting one of the cunning
canines.

Visions of the school where
I’d learned to read caused me to stop and consider. The brick
building was very large and had many good places to hide. Scurriers
were plentiful so we’d never go hungry. Old coats, books, and other
odd things littered the paint peeling hallways. Yes, this place of
human learning would be the best. It would good for my future kittens to learn in
the same place where I had begun my education.

I bounced off, leaping
joyfully through the drifts. My huge paws, part of my father’s
heritage, helped me easily cross the plain. My thick fur protected
me from the bitter cold.

A faint squeak reached my
ears. I slunk down, intensely listening. Deep in my throat I start
the hunting chant.

Hide.

Listen.

Watch.

 


Grey blur.

Soft squeak.

Prey.

 


Slink.

Track movement.

Wiggle butt.

Pounce.

 


Catch.

Toss in air.

Play.

 


Tear hide.

Warm.

Eat.

 


Thank, The
Provider.

Leave a blood
offering

For Bast.

~ * ~

“The female’s name is
Tomura. She is, by all I’ve heard, a beautiful Purebred Shiya”. All
Purebreds were known by their original sire’s name. Humans called
them Siamese. “Her bronze fur glistens with fastidious cleanliness.
Her paws, ears and tail are deep brown. Her eyes are almond shaped
and chocolate colored.” Wistfully, Mikki, an older grey mix
described Tomura. She’d soon to be in heat. “Not that we’ll get to
challenge for her, we Mongrels. No doubt, Chien, this season’s
champion, will win her.”

I had decided to attend the
local male gathering. We always talked of potential females and
upcoming challenges.”I hear she’s proud and talks down to males,”
Talhal commented, shaking his rusty shorthaired head.

Intently I paid attention
while pretending not to by washing my ear. I’d heard Siamese
produced large litters and usually always succeeded in raising them
to adulthood. Not a common thing with Mongrel batches.

“She does,” Mikki
acknowledged. His wise eyes drifted over all of us. We all
understood here we were friends, but at other times we must be
rivals.

“She also speaks fanciful
tales of us once being worshipped. Seems to think we should rise to
our proper place once again.” Talhal blinked, our form of
laughter.

Others blinked too.
Secretly, I decided she might be a good mate for me.

“Tomura speaks about
planning for a feline future,” Mikki continued. “Being only
concerned about hunting, mating and raising kittens is not enough
for her.”

Talhal sneezed. “Chien can
have her. I want a female who knows what is important.”

“As do I,” Mikki agreed.
“She is a rare beauty though.”

“A beauty but too
haughty.” Talhal rubbed against Mikki. The two were long time
friends. “What other females are coming into heat?”

The two went on about
others while many unmated males listened. I stayed through the
gathering, but heard nothing of others with the type of promise
Tomura held. I hoped she’d agree to allow me to issue a
challenge.

As morning neared, we
paired off in play fight practice. I needed to sharpen my battle
skills if I wished to win a female as far thinking as a certain
Shiya Purebred.

~ * ~

It took me five full
sunrises to reach Tomura’s den. I hesitated on the worn wooden
steps. My mother had hated my father for daring to lower her
status. Would Tomura treat me with the same contempt?

I muttered a quick prayer
to Bast. Vague reassurance seemed to reach me and I dared to enter
the partially open door of an old “Victorian” house. At least, that
is how the humans had described them, though their famed ‘Grand
Lady’ status was long gone and faded. Chipped and cracked paint
adorned the graying dwelling.

Looking around, I heard a
challenge in progress. Trotting quickly over faded rugs, I found
the room where two Siamese males tumbled. Recognizing the white
mass as this season’s champion Chien, I hopped up on the back of a
tattered chair to watch.

His opponent howled and
retreated from the battle, a deep and long gash bleeding down his
side. He murmured the traditional, “I yield.”

Chien stood victorious, his
sides heaving.

“You seem to have another
challenger,” a silky female voice mocked.

Chien turned blazing blue
eyes on me. “Mongrel!” he spat, spittle tinted red dripping to the
floor. “You have no place among we Shiya!”

“I have the right of
challenge, if Tomura agrees.” I tried to sound confident. My heart
beat rapidly. By right, she could refuse and I would leave without
my intended prize.

She materialized out of the
gloom. Her chocolate eyes studied me. “And you are?”

“Half Breed.”

She eyes widened slightly
in surprise as she looked up at me. She sat gracefully, her thin
brown tipped tail tucked daintily over her paws. Certain she would
refuse my challenge I jumped down, preparing to leave Chien with
his rightly won female.

“You may challenge,” she
finally deigned.

“What!” Chien bellowed. He
glared at her, “You arrogant,” he suddenly sprang at me.

I ducked to the side and
whirled around striking with my claws. The Shiya hissed, trying to
return a blow. Lunging for his neck, I sank my teeth into soft
flesh. He attempted to shake me loose then went limp, falling to
his side. I sensed his back claws tense and knew he was going to
try and rake my vulnerable underside.

“Yield, Chien,” Tomura
ordered.

“No!”

“Yield. Half Breed has
bested you.” She rose and approached us. “I wouldn’t have you
now.”

At her hard yet rightful
words, he breathed, “I yield.” His eyes though, spoke his full
fury. I waited a heartbeat before releasing him. I stepped back and
tensed for a possible second attack.

He slowly got to his feet,
snarled at me, then her, and sulked off, his belly brushing the
floor in defeat.

Fighting the urges of my
body, for I wanted desperately to mate with her, I asked, “Why did
you agree to the challenge?” I had expected her to react as my
mother had.

She rolled onto her back
rubbing her body on the dusty floor. “I’ve heard of you, Word
Warrior. It is said, you are the first of us to read the human
language.” She rose and touched my nose with her soft tan one. “I
think you will be great amongst us. Why would I not want to bear
your kittens?”

“I’m a Mongrel. Mating
with me will lower your status.”

“What do I care of status
if my kittens can learn to read?” She licked my face. Her wise
almond eyes beckoned me. “Claim your rightfully won prize, Word
Warrior.” She crouched down.

Word Warrior. I liked the
name. Maybe I would claim it as my own.

~ * ~

Our litter arrived many
sunrises and hunts later. I fathered four males and three females.
Tomura birthed them during a gloomy, snowy sunrise. Gazing into her
carefully constructed nest, I watched their small wiggling white
bodies. My mate had just finished cleaning the last one to have
been born. It struggled beside its siblings and grabbed one of her
tits.

“We’ll know their true
colorings in several moonrises,” she tiredly told me. “My mother
told me they’d be white at first.” Tomura closed her eyes and laid
back to sleep.

I conceded to her wisdom.
Females knew more of these matters than males. Certain she and our
kittens were warm and comfortable, I settled on an old coat I had
found. I’d dragged it into the classroom where we had made our den.
Closing my eyes I napped, listening for any potential
danger.

When I opened my eyes,
Tomura was bathing one of our kittens. She noticed me. “The sun is
now shining. There is no hint of more snow. Perhaps you should
hunt, Word Warrior.”

Languidly I stretched,
feeling the muscles of my back relax. “Do you need a
break?”

She finished cleaning the
kitten and picked up the next one. “No. Later perhaps.”

Padding across the chilly
floor, I jumped up on the windowsill to look outside. Pristine
ivory glistened. Some skeleton trees reached into the sky. Nothing
moved. I jumped down. I would go down the hall to the cafeteria.
That was where humans had once prepared their food.

The rats lived there. I
wasn’t always sure what they found to eat, but at least my mate and
I had a steady food supply. Clinging to the shadows, I managed to
catch one quickly. I broke its neck and dragged it down the long
hall and offered it to my mate. She sniffed and made motions to
bury it.

Hurt by her rejection of my
gift, I wondered if she expected me to go outside and see if I
could find a rabbit or perhaps a rare bird.

“Aren’t you hungry?” I
asked.

“No.” Carefully she rose,
trying not to disturb her now dozing brood. “I need a break
now.”

I crawled in next to our
kittens. Snuggling down to keep them warm, I enjoyed the feel of
their small bodies. I almost wished they were awake so I could hear
their tiny purrs. Tomura soon returned and we changed places. When
they awoke she nursed them, bathed them again, and encouraged them
to sleep.

Choosing to nap as well, I
circled my tattered coat, and settled in, kneading the wool. I
pulled myself into a tight ball and settled my tail over my
nose.

“Do you ever tire of this
cold?” Tomura inquired.

“Yes.”

“I’ve heard stories it was
once different.”

“The books I’ve read say
it once was. There were warm seasons.”

“I wonder if it will ever
change.” Tomura started to purr and her lilting voice filled the
room.

Soft purr

quiet song,

suck well my
baby.

Grow fast,

live long,

sire your own
young.

 


Sleep well

young one,

grow up to
hunt.

I will

teach you

how to eat rat.

 


Feel my

strong tongue

cleaning your
body.

I will

care for

you until you’re
weaned.

 


Soft purr

quiet song,

sleep will my
baby.

I closed my eyes
contentedly. I listened to her continued purr, meant to relax and
reassure our kittens, and allowed her motherly skill to lull me to
sleep.

~ * ~

Heavy snow draped the
landscape in denseness obscuring my sight. I pulled my dead flapper
through the growing drift. Fortunately, I had found and killed a
rarely found goose. Tomura had tired of rat and her complaining
about our rodent diet had finally driven me outside despite the
dreadful weather.

I paused as my ears picked
up the eerie howl. Though the wolf packs rarely journeyed here, I
had been scenting their urine more often. Perhaps their hunting had
become poor and they now intruded into our territory. I’d have to
ask the other males about it at our next gathering. For now, I
would need to be watchful and elude their hunters.

Hopefully, the falling snow
would mask my scent and make it more difficult to be tracked.
Besides, I didn’t want to lose my hard-earned goose. My mate would
voice her strong objections and more than likely insist I go out to
hunt again if I failed to provide her with a ‘worthy’
meal.

Listening intently since my
life depended on it, I slowly crawled up a slight incline, dragging
my flapper. I sank down into the cold drift and peered below. A
shaggy two leg grunted, and just barely, I heard the fear filled
mew of a kitten.


Chapter 2

I watched the two leg as it
lay on its belly, one of its dirty appendages extended into a
cat-sized tunnel. A burst of wind brought the stench of unburied
waste. I gagged. The creature didn’t seem to know it needed to
bathe. It was easy to scent.

The kitten mewling
increased to higher desperate octaves. I growled deep in my throat.
Since my own brood had arrived, my protective instincts had grown
stronger. That disgusting creature threatened one of my own kind
and I had the overwhelming urge to help despite having to fight my
strong instincts to leave the youngster, who was not mine, to its
fate. Besides, unless my ears deceived me, it didn’t sound much
older than my own.

Wondering why a female
would turn out such a young kitten, I watched for a heartbeat
longer. An angry feeling filled me as I saw the slain body of a
female lying in a pool of spreading red. I just caught her sweet
sticky scent of death.

My anger grew. I ignored
the thick flakes pelting my fur and the slow drizzling wet
trickling to my skin. For one of us to die in a challenge, to
starve, to lose to the butt sniffers, these fates where acceptable.
But be prey for a two leg!

Slowly I backed partially
down the incline. Digging a shallow hole, I buried my goose. It
should be safe there for a short while.

Bouncing back up and
skidding down into the small gully, I daringly pounced on the two
leg. Hopefully, this one hunted alone like us and not in a gang
like the sniffers. It looked blankly at me. I released a piercing
battle scream and waited for its response.

The two leg pulled its
appendage out of the tunnel. The sharp edges left dripping red
scratches on it splattering the snow.

I hissed, moving backward,
daring it to follow me. The creature grabbed at its middle, and
almost too late, I realized it could trap me. I caught its throwing
motion and the whirling shape in the air. I dodged to the side and
the net fell into the snow a body length away.

I yowled a challenge
running toward a grove of pine trees. The two leg ran to retrieve
its net and tried to run after me. The deep snow hindered it and it
floundered like a rightful kill dying.

At the edge of the woods, I
looked back to make certain it followed. Out of the grove a wolf
dashed circling around behind the two leg. My hunter stopped
apparently confused. The wolf darted in and nipped the creature.
The two leg squealed rat like.

Not sure how to handle a
sudden unexpected ally, I dashed into the trees, using the low
branches to hide. I heard the two leg flounder into the pines. I
glanced back and saw the wolf leisurely lope after it.

Somewhere close there was a
place we could lure the two leg to its death. I knew of a deep hole
from many past hunting trips. I dashed out into the open wanting
the two leg to see me again. It did. It struggled after me, vainly
trying to toss its net, which tangled in the branches.

I flew over the hole,
barely covered with loose wood, and hid under a thick snow covered
branch. I heard a crunch and a horrified bellow as it fell to its
death. I poked my head out. The wolf stood at the edge, looked down
at the two leg then at me. The high hunter yipped once and ran
off.

Odd. I had always thought
they considered us prey.

After a couple of
heartbeats I caught my breath. When I finally considered it safe, I
looped around the trees, keeping a watchful vigilance. I had no
desire to encounter another two leg, or even a wolf, no matter how
odd the behavior.

The wind blew, forcing its
freezing claws into my nose. I bent my head against it, fighting
each step back to my buried goose. Reclaiming my prey, I skidded
back down into the gully, pausing to breathe a prayer to Bast to
receive the soul of the slain female and backed into the grey
tunnel forcing my kill through the hole.

I knew, from previous
excursions, the tunnel system tended to interconnect. With snow
falling heavily I would be safer following them back to my
den.

Now, where was the
kitten?

I waited, trying to ignore
the roaring wind echoing through the tunnel. Faintly, I heard the
kitten crying. Trying to follow the deceptive sound, I made a few
wrong turns, before finally locating the small youngster hunched in
a tight cold corner.

Stopping a body length away
I struggled with my male instincts. They instructed me to kill this
kitten who was not my own. However, I had read many accounts
telling of humans who had once raised other males’ young as their
own.

The kitten
sneezed.

I knew I needed to get this
kitten to Tomura and have my mate warm the youngster before it
froze to death. I owed the kitten’s dead mother that much. She’d
obviously died protecting her young.

Dropping my goose, I spoke
softly. “I won’t harm you.” The kitten didn’t reply. It just sat
shivering. Tentatively, I stepped forward, taking it gently by the
neck suppressing my urge to kill it. Setting it down on the grimy
ground, I dried it with my tongue, purring to reassure
it.

“I’m cold,” the kitten
whispered.

“I know.” I pushed it to
its feet with my nose. “Can you walk a little ways? I’ll take you
with me.”

Woeful green eyes looked
up. “I think…maybe…I can.”

I grabbed my goose by its
floppy neck and set off in the right direction. Glancing back, I
saw the kitten shakily following.

Dirt and mold fell from the
roof into my fur. I would definitely need a good wash once I got
back. I pressed homeward, wanting to clean up and get warm on my
woolen coat.

We emerged just under the
rusted out grate of the school’s cafeteria. I leaped out clumsily
pulling my prey up and onto the floor, checking quickly for any
rats, who might be tempted to try and steal our meal. I saw none
and reached down and caught the kitten by the neck again putting it
down beside me.

“This way.” I grabbed the
goose and trotted down the hallway to the classroom we denned in.
The tiny kitten glanced around curiously, but scurried to keep up
with me.

Tomura jumped down from the
windowsill as we entered. She ran to me and licked my face in
greeting. She shook her head and spat out grim. “You need to wash
yourself.”

I dropped my kill before
her. “Your feast.”

She sniffed the goose. My
mate glanced at me and the kitten, who had plopped on the cold
floor and was shivering violently.

“I rescued it from a two
leg. It had slain the mother.”

Tomura nodded her
understanding. “Poor thing.” She gathered the kitten into her mouth
and took it into her nest. She cleaned the tiny youngster. “A
female,” she informed me, before urging the kitten to nurse. “You
need some warm milk. Drink.”

The female drank some and
shyly snuggled close to Tomura. My mate reassuringly nuzzled the
youngster and purred. She finally fell asleep.

I proceeded to defeather my
prey and offered a choice bit to my mate. She nibbled the meat and
soon finished the feast. I ate my share as well.

“Why?” Tomura asked me.
“Beyond the two leg killing her mother. Males never take in the
kitten of another.”

Uncertain I tried to
explain. Lamely I said, “I couldn’t leave her to
freeze.”

Tomura’s silence informed
me she was considering my words. “Wash,” she ordered. “You smell of
stale water and mold.”

I slowly started to clean
myself. After the wonderful meat, the grim from the tunnel tasted
rank. “How old is the kitten?” I asked as I paused my cleaning with
my tongue.

“About two full
moons.”

I’d been right. She was
just a little older than my own.

“In another eight, she’ll
come into her first heat.”

“And?”

“She could be a potential
mate.”

“Perhaps.”

“Word Warrior, you need
more females,”

“I’ve heard rumors of one
called Starlite. She will come into heat during the half
moon.”

“The one with the
‘sight’?”

“Yes.”

“Well, then. You should
challenge for and win her.”


Chapter 3

Polana stared across the
vast frozen water, her eyes traveling to the shrouded peaks of what
must surely be the domain of the snow ghosts. Her parched mouth
begged for a drink as she skirted the edge, searching both for a
crack and a possible place to build her nest. Soon, her heavy
stomach reminded her. One of her kittens stirred poking a tiny paw
against her side. She paused until it quieted before continuing
on.

Something bright and
slightly jagged jutted out of a deep drift. Before the sky could
drop more of the miserable white stuff on her, she hurried toward
it, stopping on what seemed a stable patch. It shifted under her
paws and she slid downward into a place that blocked her from the
constant wind. Gazing back the way she’d come, she saw two giant
structures kept partly open by high drifts.

Slipping inside she touched
a chilly floor. She lifted one paw and cautiously advanced,
sniffing the air for possible predators. Her eyes grew accustomed
to the dim light and though the smell of old death lingered,
nothing else had denned here. In one place she found bones, shreds
of warm cloth she could use for her nest, and other objects broken
and scattered around.

Her search led her to a
small place, large enough to build her nest, and hidden enough her
kittens would be safe while she hunted. She worked until the moon
rose gathering what she needed to make a warm and secure place.
Tired from her journey she settled down and slept, rousing only as
the constant and annoying wind rattled the structure. Since the
cold didn’t penetrate where she was, she ignored it and returned to
her slumber.

As the sun approached, so
did the pains announcing the pending arrival of her kittens. The
next moonrise three lay dead. She’d properly dispose of their
remains as soon as she finished cleaning her one surviving male. He
was all white and she was curious what color his eyes would be. He
wouldn’t open them for many moonrises. His tiny body wriggled until
he found her tit and grabbed it hungrily. At least she’d have
plenty of milk for him.

Once he’d finished she
washed him again and placed him in a cozy corner. She cleaned the
nest and disposed of the bodies of her dead young. Tasks completed
she curled up next to her kitten to keep him warm. She tried to
ignore the howling wind filled with a mourning whine similar to a
lonely high hunter she’d heard often.

Thoughts of the hunters
caused her to lift her head. Her ears twitched listening for any
sound signaling a predator and danger to them both. Hearing nothing
but wind, she closed her eyes. Her body cried out for rest after
not sleeping for so very long. Unable to resist, she gave
in.

~ * ~

She tried not to stay away
long by hunting and eating the small squeakers who infested the
structure. Soon though she tired of the little meat they provided.
Polana began to take longer excursions outside to hunt and not just
to relieve herself.

A long storm settled in
dropping more and more of the wet white. She shivered in the biting
cold as the wind raked her fur with sharp cruel claws. With a tug
she dragged the short tailed grounder toward her nest. She’d spent
half the sunrise hunting the elusive creature and now felt she
deserved the feast of her kill.

The sharp scent of a hunter
caused her to drop her meal. Sides heaving she stood still,
glancing quickly around trying to spot the potential predator.
Nothing moved so she took her meal inside and dropped it near her
kitten. He wobbled over and sniffed. His eyes had opened a few
moonrises ago and she was surprised they were a clear
blue.

Polana hadn’t decided on a
name yet. She watched in amusement as he batted at her kill. Vague
memories of her mother doing the same with her floated through her
mind and she was certain this was how to teach him about potential
prey.

He bounced around her prey
for a few heartbeats and crawled back into the nest. Poking her
head in to check on him, she saw he’d curled into a tight ball and
fallen asleep.

Attacking her kill as if it
were still alive she ripped out flesh, savoring
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