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 Prologue

 


She was tired, exhausted, but she couldn’t rest, not yet, because it was
too dangerous. She didn’t want to get caught because
then they would drag her back to her old pack. No, she
didn’t want to think of that possibility. There was no way that she
would go back to her birth pack. Emma was
sure of that. She sniffed the air, and when
she didn’t smell any former pack members, Emma
started running again.

 


She didn’t know where her brother lived, but
she trusted her instincts because that would lead her to Eric. The
thought of her brother made her smile, even though she was running.
How would he react to her? That was a thought that worried Emma.
What if he didn’t believe her? Or that he didn’t want to recognize
her as his sister? Well, she would deal with that when the time
came. For now, Emma kept running.

 


Emma didn’t know how long she had been
running when she decided to rest for a while.
She had run for hours and desperately needed sleep.
She took in her surroundings, and sagged down behind a huge log and
closed her eyes. Next, when Emma woke, she didn’t know how long she
had slept, but it was warm, and the sun was shining brightly. Her
stomach growled in protest of being too long without food. Well, no
time to dwell on that, she needed to find Eric soon!

 


Emma didn’t exactly know how
many days she was on the run; all she knew was that she was
exhausted. But the fear of being caught by her former pack members
was enough for Emma to keep moving. She hoped that she would reach
her brother soon because Emma didn’t know how long she could keep
it up. After running for a few hours, Emma slowed her pace. She was
getting exhausted faster now. Emma knew that it wouldn’t be long
before she reached the end of her strength.

 


Emma didn’t remember Eric. All
she knew was that he was her brother. She’d never understood why
Alpha Sanders had kept her away from her family. Emma hoped that
her parents were with her brother because she didn’t know them
either. She had never met her family. Alpha Sanders had always told
her that only Eric was wanted because he was a boy, and Emma was
just a girl. At that time, she had believed him. Sanders was the
only person who had taken care of here. Later, when Emma was older,
she had been getting more and more suspicious of
Sanders.

 


Emma always had been watched by
one or more pack members. Sanders had put her through boarding
school. Even then, other pack members had guarded her. It had been
pure luck that she had escaped. Now she was running for her life,
literally. When Sanders would manage to capture her, she was toast.
He would kill her because by running off, Emma had become a
liability. Alpha Sanders didn’t like that.

 


Emma sniffed the air once again
and stiffened. That shouldn’t be possible, yet, she knew the smell.
Sanders and his soldiers were on to her, but how? Emma ran toward
the stream. Driven by her instinct, she dived into the water.
Holding on to a log, Emma surrendered and let nature take over. It
felt like she would never reach her brother. Emma didn’t even know
in which state he lived, let alone in which town. It was like
searching for a needle in a haystack.

 


Her whole life, Emma had
dreamed of being reunited with her family again. Even though Alpha
Sanders had gone out of his way to ensure her that they didn’t want
her, that only Eric had been of importance to them. When she was a
child, Emma had believed him. When she got older, there was that
tiny voice in her head that had told her not to belief Sanders.
From that moment on, Emma had distrusted the alpha.

 


Now, however, she doubted
everything again. What if her parents or brother didn’t want her?
Emma didn’t want to go there. She shook her head. Alpha Sanders.
No, Sanders, just Sanders because he wasn’t her alpha anymore. Emma
would no longer tolerate him in her mind. It was time for a
change.

 


The water was freezing, and
Emma slowly lost feeling in her body. She tried to reach the shore,
but she didn’t know how to maneuver herself. The bank seemed so far
away. She began to shiver. As a shifter, Emma could take a lot more
than a human, but being on the run, and days without proper food
had taken their toll. Emma’s last thoughts were for her brother and
parents before the water swallowed her.

 


It was cold. So very cold. The
moment Emma opened her eyes, she started coughing. Her teeth were
clattering, her lungs felt like they were on fire, and her skin
ached. Breathing was difficult. Emma lay on her back and turned, so
she was on her side, which made the coughing easier. Emma gazed at
the stream, that was no longer a stream, but it was now a river,
and it amazed her that she had survived. The question now was,
where was she? Had the river taken her further away from her
family? Emma had no idea, but she would follow her instinct. First,
she needed sleep because she was worn-out.

 


Emma had no clue as to how long
she had slept; it could have been one hour or a few days. Even
though she was hungry, Emma felt refreshed. She climbed to her feet
and started walking again. Emma had walked for several hours when
she became light-headed. She stumbled, fell, and bumped her head
against something hard; then, her world went black.


Chapter
One




“Look how happy he is,” Jory
said, smiling. The past months were pure bliss. Christopher was in
good health, and everyone loved and adored him. Eric nodded as he
pulled Jory close for a passionate kiss. They sat outside on the
deck and watched Christopher play with Digger and Dudley. Eric and
Jory had adopted the young shifter after they rescued him. They had
found him hiding in a hole that had a massive lug on top of it.
Jory had to use a tranquilizer to retrieve him from his hiding
place. The young wolf was malnourished and more dead than
alive.

 


They had carefully investigated
if someone was missing his pup. When, after several weeks, no one
had claimed him, Eric and Jory had decided that they would adopt
the youngster. Jory liked the name Christopher and Eric had agreed.
That was four months ago, and every single pack member doted on
Chris. “He is happy and healthy,” Jory whispered as he shivered.
Christopher had been very sick after being rescued. It had been a
close call, but Jory, together with Jack, had managed to save the
youngster’s life.

 


To watch Christopher in his
wolf form was a sight for sore eyes. He was playful, and Digger and
Dudley loved to tangle with him. Chris was about ten months now.
Jack guessed that Christopher was about six months old, at the time
of this rescue. He had been relatively sure when the wolf had
changed back into a human. So, Christopher was now ten months and
could hold his own when he was in his wolf form and playing around
with the two dogs.

 


“Lunch is ready,” Sarah called
cheerfully. Jory laughed when Christopher’s ears perked up, and he
stopped abruptly with teasing Dudley. Chris came running toward
Eric, jumped, and shifted into his human form even before he landed
in his dad’s arms. Eric gasped and nearly dropped his son. Chris
slung his small arms around Eric’s neck and sighed in contentment.
The alpha gazed at Jory. “Tell me what you saw that, too,” he
whispered. Jory just stared at his son. “This isn’t normal, right?”
“No, it isn’t. We talk about that later,” Eric replied as he held
Christopher tight. Together they walked inside. Eric placed
Christopher in his high chair, and then he sat down. Dorian and
Billy entered the kitchen, and Eric knew that they, too, had seen
the boy shift.

 


Jory scooped some Rice with
peas, carrots, and eggs on the spoon and brought it to
Christopher’s mouth. The baby yanked the spoon out of Jory’s hand
and brought it to his mouth. At least, he tried to, the spoon
missed Christopher’s mouth, and the food fell on the floor. The
baby squealed in delight. “Christopher, that was not nice,” Jory
admonished. Eric turned his head because he couldn’t stop the grin
if his life depended on it. Sarah smiled. “Christopher wants to eat
by himself. Just let him try,” Sarah coaxed gently. Jory sighed.
“Alright,” he said as he placed the plate with food in front of
Christopher. The young shifter threw the spoon on the floor and dug
in, using both of his small hands.

 


Jory looked at Sarah for
guidance. There was so much that he didn’t know when it came to
caring for a child. Baby Christopher not only smelled strange, but
he also didn’t like meat, and that worried Jory. The boy loved
fruit and vegetables, and that wasn’t normal for a shifter. “Now we
have two vegetarians in our midst,” Eric had joked, but Jory had
seen the worry in the alpha’s eyes.



“I want to consult Jack again.
Maybe he can take some blood and…” Eric silenced his mate with a
gentle kiss. Then he turned to Sarah. “Could you watch Christopher
for a few hours?” Sarah smiled. “Sure! I love to have my grandson
all to myself,” she beamed. “Dad and Daddy have to work, but
grandma will stay with you,” Eric spoke in a calm voice. The boy
looked at Sarah and smiled. Eric and Jory excused themselves as
they went into Eric’s study.

 


“You are worried too. I can see it in
your eyes,” Jory said in a soft voice. Even though the boy should
not be able to know what they were talking about, Jory didn’t take
the risk. Christopher was unique, and the vet wasn’t sure just how
much the baby understood.

 


“You’re right! It worries me
that Christopher is so different from any other shifter that I
know. I mean, he doesn’t like meat, and sometimes it seems that he
understands what we are saying. Chris is too young; it shouldn’t be
possible, not even for a shifter.” Jory didn’t reply. Instead, he
grabbed the phone and dialed Jack’s number.

 


The Jaguar answered on the
third ring. “Hey Jory,” Jack greeted cheerfully. “Hey, Jack. We are
worried about Christopher. Humor me, but could you come and examine
him, one more time?” Eric wrapped his arms around Jory’s waist and
held him tight. As a shifter, he could hear both sides of the
conversation.

 


“Is anything wrong,” Jack
sounded alarmed. “That’s just it; we don’t know. We need to test
him because I swear that sometimes, he perfectly understands
everything we tell him. He doesn’t eat meat, I wanted to feed him
lunch, and he pushed my hand away. He wants to eat by himself.”
Jory paused. He swallowed hard. Eric held him even tighter. “It
will be alright. Christopher is exceptional. If there’s anything
wrong with him, then we will find out,” the alpha promised. “When
do you want me at the ranch?” That was Jack; he didn’t hesitate,
but always took action. “Right now?” Jory asked. “I’m on my way,”
the Jaguar replied as he ended the call.

 


Jory turned in Eric’s arms, so
they were chest to chest. “Kiss me,” Jory whispered. “Gladly,” Eric
said as he lifted his mate’s face and pressed their lips together.
Jory immediately opened when Eric pushed his tongue against his
lips, gently demanding entrance. Jory melted into Eric’s muscular
body. It always made him feel safe when the alpha held him tight
like that.

 


Jory’s heart was beating so
fast. “Baby, you need to calm down, or Jack will need to examine
you too. We need to be strong for Christopher,” Eric said in a
soothing voice that calmed the vet instantly. Jory knew that Eric
was right, but that didn’t make it any easier. They were parents
for only four months now, and Christopher meant the world to them.
Jory didn’t know if he would survive should anything happen to
Christopher.

 


“What’s taking Jack so long,” Jory
complained. He was pacing in the living room. Sarah had taken
Christopher to see the horses. The child loved the huge animals,
but Beau, Daisy’s foal, was by far the young shifter’s favorite.
They had befriended each other and even played together, which was
a sight for sore eyes. To see a young wolf, playing with a foal was
almost magical.

 


“Baby, you just called him five
minutes ago,” Eric said. Jory frowned. “No, it has been at least
half an hour,” he replied impatiently. “Come here,” Eric whispered
as he opened his arms. Jory nestled deep into Eric’s powerful body.
They stood for a while until they heard Jack’s car pulling up in
front of the house.


Chapter
Two




“I can’t find anything wrong
with him,” Jack said after he’d thoroughly examined Christopher. “I
will start immediately by testing the blood samples, but I wouldn’t
worry too much if I were you. Christopher is healthy. Although, I
must admit that there’s something off about him. For instance, he
already has a full set of teeth, which is far too early, even for a
shifter. Also, he does seem to understand what you’re saying. He
doesn’t eat meat. Yep, he’s a strange, but adorable kid, alright,”
Jack chuckled, smiling warmly at the young shifter. “Don’t forget
the rapid shifting. He’s even faster than Eric,” Jory
added.

 


Jack glanced at Eric and Jory;
then, he turned to Christopher. “Do you want an apple?” To
everyone’s amazement, the baby nodded and held out his small hands
to receive the fruit. Jory’s mouth fell open. “He does understand,”
the vet whispered. Jory didn’t know if he should be happy or
worried sick. Jack gave Christopher his apple, and the boy began
munching. “He likes fruit,” Jack grinned. Then he got serious again
when he said, “The boy is healthy, but something’s not right. We
will find out what it is that makes him so special,” he assured.
Jory smiled ruefully.

 


Christopher gazed knowingly
from one to the other while eating his apple. “Look at him. He’s
just a baby, yet he understands what we are saying. It’s right
there, in his eyes,” Jory was shaking if something would happen to
Christopher. No! He wouldn’t go down that road. He just would not!
As if reading his thoughts, Eric said, “Nothing will happen to him.
He had two dads who will fiercely protect him. Then, there’s the
pack and our friends. Plus, let’s not forget the angels.” Jory
nodded, Eric was right, but why was he so restless?

 


Right om cue Finn, Armand, and
Felicia appeared in the doorway. “I’m off now. I’ll call you as
soon as the results are in,” Jack promised. Eric and Jory thanked
the Jaguar before he strode out of the room.

 


Finn motioned for Jory to
follow him. Jory frowned but walked out of the room. Eric lifted
Christopher in his arms and moved to the back deck, where Digger
and Dudley already were waiting. Within a second, the boy had
shifted into his wolf form. Eric let him go, and Christopher dashed
off to play with the dogs.

 


“What is it that you can’t tell me in
front of my mate?” Jory questioned. “It’s not because of Eric, but
it’s about Christopher,” Finn answered softly. Jory frowned.
“Explain,” the vet demanded. “As long as you’re not sure of how
much it is that Christopher understands, you must be careful when
he’s in the room.” “Alright! What else?” “You’re very powerful. Why
don’t you try and “see” Christopher?” Jory brightened. Now, why
hadn’t he thought of that? “Thank you, dad,” he said as he took off
toward the back deck.

 


Eric smiled when he saw his
mate coming through the sliding doors. “Is everything okay?” The
alpha asked as he pulled Jory close. “Later,” Jory said as he
rested his head against his mate’s warm body. Christopher stopped
playing and gazed at Jory, and by doing that, he gave his daddy the
shivers. It was at that moment that Jory knew for sure that
Christopher, indeed, understood everything they said.

 


Christopher kept his gaze on
Jory. The boy looked weary as if he was expecting the worst. Jory
laced his fingers with Eric’s, and together they walked off the
deck and into the garden. Jory smiled as he let go of Eric and
lifted Christopher into his arms. “We love you so much, and we
won’t let anything happen to you, baby boy. It doesn’t matter if
you’re different from the rest. Your dad is different, too, and so
am I.” Jory talked in a soft, soothing voice. When Christopher
buried his head in his neck, Jory knew that the young wolf had
understood every word.

 


Jory moved to the deck,
followed by Eric, Digger, and Dudley. The vet sat down on the
lounge set and turned Christopher so that he was facing him. “Daddy
wants to try something. I won’t hurt you. I would never hurt you,
baby boy. I love you too much for that,” Jory hastily added when he
felt his son stiffen. Eric sat down beside his mate as he gently
turned Christopher’s face toward him. “Your daddy is right, you
know. We would never hurt you because you are precious, and we love
you so much.” The boy let go of Jory as he reached for Eric, who
took him from his mate and hugged his son with everything he had,
letting the boy feel all the love he felt for him.

 


What happened next stunned Eric and
Jory into silence. “I love you, dad,” Christopher whispered. Then
he gazed at Jory. “I love you too, daddy,” Christopher said softly.
Both men weren’t able to speak after the declaration from their
son.

 


******

 


“He’s sleeping safe and sound,”
Jory said as he walked into the living room. Christopher hadn’t
talked again after he told his two dads that he loved them. Jory
had tried to coax the boy into talking some more, but he had kept
silent. “So, care to tell us what happened on the deck, today?”
Armand questioned gently. “Absolutely,” Jory replied, “but we
wanted to wait until Christopher was asleep.” Armand frowned, but
he didn’t respond.

 


Jory sipped from the bottle of
water and sighed. Eric gently squeezed his mate’s knee. Jory gazed
at Finn when he said, “You were right. Christopher does understand
everything we say.” Jory turned to Armand. “That’s why we waited
with explaining. We didn’t want to talk about him when he’s
present.” Armand nodded in understanding. “Plus, he can talk,” Jory
added, smirking. The silence in the room was deafening

 


“Did you just say that your
ten-month-old son can talk?” Dorian said incredulously. “Yep,” Eric
chimed in with pride in his voice. “What did he say?” Felicia
wanted to know. Jory swallowed hard as his eyes filled with tears.
“Oh, honey. I’m so very sorry. I shouldn’t have asked,” Felicia
said because she thought that maybe the boy had said something
painful as if a ten-month-old could say hurtful things. “No. No.
It’s a good thing. These are happy tears,” Jory explained as he
pointed to his teary eyes.

 


“First, he told Eric that he
loved him. Then, he told me the same thing. He said, Dad, I love
you. To me, he said, daddy, I love you too,” Jory said softly.
Felicia was crying. “He’s only ten months old. Oh, what a sweet
boy,” she whispered. “Wow. That’s. Well. Wow,” Armand didn’t have
words. Dorian just sat there like he needed to comprehend what was
said. “Did you take a good look at him?” Finn asked quietly. Jory
shook his head. “I was too emotional, and I couldn’t concentrate.
He knows that I want to look at him to see if I can figure out who
he really is. He stiffened after I explained it to him. I felt his
fear. Then we told him that we loved him and how precious he is to
us. That we never would hurt him. Then, Christopher told us that he
loved us too.”

 


“You need to
see him as soon as
possible. This boy isn’t your average shifter. Maybe that’s the
reason he smells funny,” Finn said. Jory nodded in agreement. “We
will take care of that in the morning,” the alpha said, and he
sounded determined. “Yes, because if he’s special, we need to know,
one way or another,” Jory said, looking doubtful. “What is it?”
Eric asked while putting his arm around his mate.

 


Jory sighed deeply. “I can’t
stop wondering,” he said. “About what?” Eric inquired. “How did he
get here? Why was it that Christopher was all alone? He’s too young
to roam around the woods on his own and in our territory no less,”
he said as he sighed once again. “You’re right! Where are his birth
parents? They must miss him.” Then Eric’s eyes grew huge; he said
softly, “Unless they are dead.”

 


Jory gasped in shock. In the
four months that they had Christopher, it had never occurred to him
that the boy’s birth parents might be dead. “That is so terrible. I
mean, I don’t want to lose Christopher, but to think that his
parents could be dead.” Jory was horrified. The thought of giving
up his son made Jory’s heart hurt, but he hoped that the boy’s
parents weren’t dead. “Maybe Jack finds something in his blood that
would explain things,” Billy offered. Every pack member was in the
living room. It wasn’t common, but they all needed to know what was
going on. So Eric had ordered everyone to the house, for dinner and
to explain things.


 Chapter
Three

 


“Good morning, munchkin,” Jory cooed as he
lifted Christopher out of his crib. The blinding smile that
Christopher gave him made Jory’s heart melt. “Are you hungry?” Jory
chuckled when Christopher nodded. “What a silly question, of
course, you are hungry after a long night of
sleep. First, we change your diaper,” Jory explained. “Yes,” the
boy said, grinning, and Jory nearly dropped his son. “Sorry, sweetie, but daddy needs to get used to you
talking.” And understand
everything we say. Jory thought that part. He
didn’t want his son to feel out or different, but then again, they
all were standing out, one way or another.

 


After bathing him and changing
the diaper, he took his son downstairs into the kitchen where Sarah
already was waiting. Jory handed Christopher to Sarah, and she put
him in his high chair. “What do you want for breakfast,” Sarah asked absentmindedly. It
wasn’t like she expected an answer. It’s how you would talk to a
small child or a dog. People do that all the time, speaking to
their baby or cat or dog, even though they
know that they never get an answer. Talking to
a baby is essential. Even though they don’t
understand what it is that you’re saying, they know your voice and
the tone in which you use it.

 


“Pancakes, please,” Christopher answered in
his soft baby voice. Sarah’s eyes grew wide, but then she smiled.
“I’ll be right back,” she promised as she moved to the stove. Was
there anything that could throw this woman of kilter? Eric and Jory
just gazed at each other. It was weird. She
knew that Christopher could talk and that the boy understood them.
Jory turned, so he was facing his son. “Do you
want to see the horses, after breakfast?” The vet asked his son
while he was smiling warmly at him. This time Christopher didn’t
answer, but he grinned and reached for Sarah. “Alright. Horses it
is, but first, you need to finish breakfast,” Eric laughed. They
had things to discuss, but not in front of
Christopher, who understood everything they said.

 


“Is there some left for me?” Dorian asked as he pulled the kitchen chair back and sat
down. “Hey pup,” the beta greeted Christopher. The boy scowled.
Jory chuckled. “He’s doesn’t like it when he’s called a
pup,” Eric explained. Dorian tipped his head,
and then he smiled. “Sorry, sport. Is it okay
if I call you that?” Dorian didn’t want to disrespect the young
shifter. He was only ten months, but he understood, and that should be respected.
Christopher grinned and reached for Dorian, who took him out of his
high chair and placed the boy on his lap.

 


Sarah brought pancakes, and Dorian started to cut them into
pieces. As he picked up a slice to feed
Christopher, Jory shook his head. Dorian put the piece of pancake back on the plate and gazed in question
at Jory, who grinned. “Christopher eats with a fork and by
himself,” he explained. Dorian shrugged as he handed Christopher a fork.

 


The boy put a piece of pancake on the fork
and brought it to his mouth. Eric chuckled when he saw that Dorian
was ready to intervene should Christopher hurt himself. The front
door opened and closed again, and Jory smiled broadly when a second
later, Max strode into the kitchen, with baby Marcus on her arm,
followed by Sheriff James Stanton.
Christopher’s eyes brightened when he saw,
Marcus.

 


Max knew what was coming because she hastily
placed Marcus on the floor. The baby promptly
shifted into a white tiger. Jory, Eric, and the rest were
dumbfounded. Max grinned. “Marcus can shift
into a lion and, well,” she pointed at the small white baby tiger
that was dancing around Dorian. Marcus wanted to play.

 


An impatiently cry from beside him, made Jory
focus on his son. “Alright, alright,” he said as he quickly lifted
Christopher and placed him on the floor. The boy shifted in the
blink of an eye. Max hugged Jory, and then she hugged Eric. “Sit
and spill,” a grinning Jory demanded.

 


Max sat down and took
the coffee mug from Sarah. “Thank you,
Sarah,” Max said before she turned to Jory
again. “There’s not much to tell. It was yesterday when Marcus
changed into a white tiger for the first time. I
nearly passed out,” she laughed, “I was in shock, believe
me,” she added. “She called me right away,” James chuckled, and
Jory heard the pride in the man’s voice.

 


“Only a powerful shifter can pull that off,”
Eric said in amazement. “I know,” James grinned. Max said, “I don’t
care, powerful or not; I love him anyway.” “As
you should,” Jory insisted. Both boys took
off into the garden,
and Jory gently put his hand on Max’s arms
when she wanted to go after them. “They are safe here, Max,” the
alpha mate assured his friend. Max nodded, she said, “It’s probably
maternal instinct.” “Which will never cease,” Sarah chimed in.

 


Max sipped from her coffee. “We thought that
Marcus would be a lion shifter since that’s
what James is. So, you can imagine the shock when he shifted into a
white tiger, yesterday,” Max explained. Jory and Eric nodded. “Do
you know any shifter who can change into two different forms?”
Dorian questioned. James and Max both shook their heads. “No! Does
any of you?” James asked. “Nope, but then again, we don’t know of
any other true alpha’s, either,” Eric said as he drank the last of
his coffee.

 


Rose came into the kitchen. After she greeted
everyone, she turned to Eric. “I readied all
the paperwork, so the transfer of the three horses should go
smoothly when the new owners arrive this afternoon,” she informed
the alpha. Eric smiled; what would he do
without Rose. Sarah’s daughter had asked if she could be Eric’s
assistant, and the alpha had agreed. Not shortly after that, Rose had been ready to work side-by-side with
Eric. That gave Eric more time for his mate, and now for his son as
well.

 


Rose took some bottled water out of the
fridge and sat down at the kitchen table. Finn, Armand, and Felicia came into the kitchen. “Son, did you …?” Jory
shook his head. “Not yet. Right now, he’s playing with Marcus,” The
vet explained. Finn smiled down at him. “I think that you’re
stalling,” the angel said gently. “What is it that you are afraid
of?” Finn asked. Jory sighed. It was true, he was afraid. But
before he could answer, Marcus and Christopher came barreling
inside. “You boys want a bowl of water or some
juice,” Sarah chuckled. Sometimes they wanted to drink water from a
bowl. Other times they wanted juice, and that
meant drinking out of the tumbler-cup. They shifted
back into their human form, which meant that they preferred juice.
Sarah filled two tumbler cups with orange juice and added some
water as well before she handed it to them.

 


“I’ll take them to see the
horses,” Sarah said. After the boys got dressed, again Sarah placed
them in the twin stroller and left the kitchen. Digger and Dudley
followed her outside. At the questioning look, Finn gave him, Jory
admitted, “I’m scared, of that you are correct.” “Scared of what?”
Finn asked. “I don’t know exactly.” And that was the truth. Finn
placed his hand on Jory’s shoulder. “Well, it’s better if you do it
soon. Whatever Christopher is, you need to know. Sometimes
ignorance can be bliss, but not in this case,” the angel explained
gently. Jory looked defeated. He knew that his father was
right.

 


Jory turned his head as he
heard Sarah enter the house again. Christopher shifted and jumped
out of the stroller. Max gasped, Eric chuckled. The boy ran to Jory
and crawled into his lap, where he changed back into his human form
again. “I’m ready,” Christopher said softly. Jory somehow knew what
his son meant. “Alright. But only if you’re sure, buddy,” Jory
answered while he rubbed Christopher’s back. When Christopher
nodded, Jory lifted him from his lap and placed the boy on the
kitchen table. No one said a word. Jory held his son as he gazed
into the boy’s eyes, he said softly, “I’m not going to hurt you,
and no matter what I see, I love you, okay?” “Yes, daddy,”
Christopher answered, smiling reassuringly.

 


When Jory saw the smile on his
son’s face, he knew that the boy was fine with what he would do.
Jory concentrated, and it took some time before he saw the boy’s
aura. The alpha mate gasped softly. The rest was a blur. It didn’t
matter how hard he tried; he only saw the boy, nothing more. And
that shouldn’t be possible. He should have, at least, seen the
boy’s wolf. After a few minutes, Jory was forced to end the
session. He was exhausted. Christopher looked concerned as if the
boy knew that something wasn’t right. “Is it okay that Sarah
takes you to your room so you can get dressed?” Jory asked.
Christopher knowingly looked at Jory when he reached for Sarah. Hell! The boy
knew why he had to go upstairs with Sarah. It was because they
wanted to discuss whatever it was that Jory had seen.


 Chapter
Four

 


“He knew why I wanted him to go with Sarah,”
Jory whispered. “Yes, and I don’t know if that should worry me or
not,” a worried sounding Eric replied. “He’s pure,” Jory said.
“What do you mean by that?” Eric questioned. Jory smiled. “I saw
his aura, and it is silvery-white, and it was glowing,” the alpha mate
whispered. Felicia gasped as she held her hand to her chest.
“Really?” She asked, her voice barely audible.

 


Jory nodded. “What else did you see?” Finn
wanted to know. “Nothing. It was a blur. I couldn’t recognize a
thing. Not even his wolf,” Jory sighed in defeat. “That’s strange,”
Armand said. “Yep,” Finn agreed. Jory glanced at Felicia, his aunt.
Aunt Felicia, it was something that he needed to get used
to. “Christopher’s aura is a shiny,
silvery-white, what does it mean?” Jory questioned because even
though he could see aura’s, the alpha mate didn’t know the meaning
of all the different colors. Some he knew, but not all.

 


The angel smiled when she said, “It means
that Christopher is powerful, and that’s he is
so much more than a shifter. What exactly he is, no one knows. All
we can do is wait until the boy’s true self gets revealed.”
Everyone in the room had gone silent. “That Christopher is
exceptional shows already. I
mean, he’s only ten months old, and not
only does he talks like a grown-up, but he understands everything
we are saying.” Felicia explained.

 


“Whatever happens, we will love Christopher
no matter what. He’s our son.” Jory looked at Eric. “Absolutely,”
the alpha agreed. “It doesn’t matter how he turns out, Christopher
is our son, and we will always love him,” Eric
added in a firm voice. The angels were delighted, Jory could tell.
“It’s good to know. I have a feeling that Christopher will need all
the love and support he can get. It’s too
often that, even in the magical and the
supernatural world, someone gets banned just because he’s different,” Finn said.
“Tell me about it,” Eric mumbled.

 


“Daddy,” Christopher yelled as he and Sarah
entered the room. Jory knelt and spread his arms wide. Christopher yanked free from Sarah’s grip and threw
himself into his father’s waiting arms. Eric rose from the couch
and embraced his mate and his son. Together they stood like that for a while. Jory suspected that even
though the boy had been upstairs, he had heard every word. Now, the
kid needed reassurance, and he would get what he needed from both
his dad’s. “I love you so much, munchkin,” Jory whispered as he
squeezed Christopher tight. “I love you too, daddy.”

 


The next words shocked the alpha mate to the
core. “I don’t want to leave. Please, don’t make me leave,” the
young shifter pleaded. Eric paled, and Jory’s eyes filled with
tears as
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