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​Seven Moons  ©2011

When I first released this collection it started out with a very different tale. The Knight Protector is now a full novel. This first story if from the first book I ever had published. The publisher is gone as is the collection so I over up this first tale of love, curses and magic.

The night should have been dark. It was late and the air was still. In the sky could be seen an extremely rare sight. All seven of the world's silvery white moons were full and shining their combined light on the forest below. It was a night of magic; a night where the bonds of sorcery could be broken, if only for the hours of the night. 

Like a pool of shadow itself, a form flowed out of the dark canopy onto the sacred hill and stood, its head lifted to the sky. A long mournful sound came from its throat; a sound that held a hint of hope. After a long moment there was an answering sound from across the mound. 

The grasses parted as a form forced its way through. The large night black wolf sat on his haunches. The moonlight glowed silver on his fur. The blue eyes held more than a hint of intelligence as he waited for the one being that could ease the pain in his being. 

Out of the grasses stepped a leggy fox. She looked up at the wolf resting on the mound. It had been a long eternity since they had last been to this place. They had been forced apart by magic and the whim of one cruel man. A man who was now dust but his magic still held. Still held them in forms not their own. 

Three times since they were cursed had the moons grown full at the same time. Long years living as beasts had dangers that the two had grown used to dealing with. Twice before they had come to this mound; this, the one place that they could be together, as they were meant to be. Six long centuries had passed since they were cursed; years of living on the run, sometimes together, many times apart. There were legends of these two. Of the black wolf with the eyes of a man and of the highlands fox who would run at his side. It was unheard of for a wolf and a fox to run together. The two species were different and competitors for the same food. But then they were more than what they seemed. 

The fox slowly moved up the mound, her grey fur glowing in the bright light. She padded up and stopped just in front of the waiting wolf. The blue eyes looked down the long black muzzle into a pair of a darker hue. The fox's eyes were more a dark sapphire to the wolf's lighter aquamarine. There was a long moment of tension between them and then the fox let out a small sound. To the wolf that sound held a world of meaning. It told him of the years of separation, the dangers faced and the loneliness felt. He brought his nose to touch the tip of her's gently. 

As one they turned their muzzles to the sky and watched as the seven moons moved across the sky. Slowly the time passed until finally the moons met in the sky and shown as one. As the light poured down on the mound the two forms let out moans and start to change. They collapsed on their sides and started to stretch out. The fur faded as the forms became human.

As the moons started to move apart there could be seen lying on the mound two naked forms, each gleaming palely in the moonlight, the man was the first to stir. With a low groan he lifted his head and looked toward his wife. He crawled toward her and then pulled her into his arms. He looked down at her sweet face and gentle brushed her long pale hair from her closed eyes. Swallowing a few times he finally spoke. Husky and low, his voice held a hint of power, power contained. "Love?" All the concern and love held in check over the long years apart could be heard. Thirty years they were apart this time; hiding from those seeking them for the magic in their blood. 

Magic that the rumors had made more than it was. He waited, barely breathing for her to open her eyes, to speak. The pain of the transformation was almost more than he, with his massive frame could take. Each time they changed he worried about how the pain affected her more fragile form. 

After a long moment she opened her large sapphire eyes and looked into his concerned gaze. The last bits of pain could be seen, deep inside as she blinked a few times and tried to speak. He longed to hear her musical voice, the voice that had once been the pride of a kingdom. Finally she reached up and caressed his cheek and whispered his name. "Marcus" Then she closed her eyes and sighed. He tightened his arms about her and kissed her forehead gently. Too long they had been apart this time. 

They lay together for a long time, silently breathing, gaining back their strength. As the night birds took up their songs outside the mound the two started to caress each other. The longing in their touches, painful, they had been man and wife but a short time when their enemy had cursed them. 

They had only shared a life together for one cycle of the lesser moon. Then the nameless one found them and demanded they turn their powers to his service one more time. As one they faced him and defeated him. But his dying curse locked them in the forms of voiceless beasts. Their magic been unable to save them and it was unable to end the curse. Living locked in the immortal forms until they could find someone with the old, old magic to end the curse. 

They moved gently to the rhythms as old as time. If they had been watched it would have been painful to see. The contained passion, the fear of loss was clearly evident in the tense forms but after a long while the passion took over everything else. The touch of his hand on her breast, hers on his thigh, the sounds of their breathing speeding up as their blood started to heat. His mouth came down lightly on her nipple and licked in little circles. She let out a little barking cry, a yip and ran her hand through his dark hair. The color of the night sky and just touched with frost, it curled around her slender fingers. Their passion echoed across the quiet night. 

Long hours later, as the night was growing old they lay entwined, the sweat slowly drying from their bodies. They whispered lover thoughts for a while and then fell silent. It was late and they knew that their time was short. Marcus looked down into his wife's closed eyes and cleared his throat quietly, "Kaitlin?" 

She opened her eyes and smiled. It always sent a shiver across her skin to hear him speak her name. She spoke, her voice a bit harsh from the lack of use over the years but the music was still there. "Yes, love?" 

Marcus looked a bit indecisive. The news he had to tell her could bring about a major change into their lives. Finally he spoke. "Love, I have....learned of a man.." He paused. He was about to continue when a sound like a bell echoed across the mound. Marcus moved his body to cover Kaitlin's and looked about, the wolf now easily visible in his face. Kaitlin lay, frozen, still, her eyes searching. Both their eyes turned to the side of the mound that faced the forest. 

Standing there was a figure, enveloped in a brown, ragged cloak. The hood was up so that the figure's features could not be seen. It bowed low and held out some cloth to the two figures on the ground. Marcus recovered first and scrambled to his feet. He kept himself between the figure and Kaitlin, eyes steady as he stalked toward it. As he drew near he heard an astonishing sound. The figure was chuckling. The sound was almost embarrassing. The hood came up and Marcus could just see a pair of golden eyes, glowing from inside. Though his senses were less acute in his human body he recognized the scent that came from the figure before him. He reached out and took the robes that the figure was offering then turned back to Kaitlin, who was now crouched near a standing stone. He walked over and shook out one of the robes. It was large and he threw it over his arm and shook out the other robe. This was much smaller. He looked to Kaitlin, who slowly stood and then reached for the robe. 

The material was nothing fancy, simple broadcloth but neither had been in clothing over the long years of the curse. The robes felt strange to their skin as they slid them on. Kaitlin looked to her husband to explain what was going on. He smiled and wrapped an arm around her waist, gently leading her to the cloaked figure. He whispered quietly to her, "Kaitlin, this is Dalion." She looked at the figure as he slipped his hood off. She was startled to see one of the old ones standing before her. Without a thought she bowed low, her head bent in reverence. Dalion reached out and lifted her chin up. "No lady, you should not bow to me." 

"But you are one of the elders. One of the masters." Her voice grew reverent. She had been raised to believe the old ones were the masters of the world. They were closer to the gods than the normal mortal. Dalion looked at Marcus, who shrugged. He knew of his mate's views on the Elders. He shared many of her views not long ago. But he had come to know Dalion in his years away from her. He started to chuckle. It was a pleasant if startling sound. Kaitlin turned and looked at her mate. She had not heard his laugh in many, many long years. A gentle smile slid across her pale features. "What is it my love?" 

Dalion spoke, his golden voice stopping Marcus' darker one. "What your husband is laughing about lady is the fact that he and I have been companions of a sort over the years you were apart." 

Kaitlin's eyes grow round and she looked back toward the Old one. The being that stood before her looked to be made of fine spun glass. His eyes were a deep gold. His face was softly surrounded by a nimbus of pure white hair. Though the hair would make a human look old the face was quite young. It was impossible to tell the age of one of the Old ones. They were said to live as long as time. And were masters of the old magic. "You were?" 

Marcus spoke, "Yes, love. He sheltered me when a bloodthirsty horde was after me." 

Kaitlin shuddered. She knew about the packs of magic hunters, those who wanted the bounty on one of the two magical beasts. She had avoided them herself. Being a fox, it was easier to hide than being a large black wolf. She tightened her arms about her husband and buried her face in his shoulder. They had been separated by one such pack. She had spent the long years looking for him. 

"Have you told her?" 

Marcus sighed and shook his head. "Not yet, my friend. We were..," he looked at his love and smiled. "Distracted." 

Dalion smiled as Kaitlin blushed. Still shy he could see. Marcus had told him much about this woman. Though wolf speech could not convey the depth of the love the two shared. He looked at the woman's pale hair. A touch of his own people lived inside this woman. The fact that she had once been a singer of power showed that no matter how diluted, the heritage ran true. He took a breath and started to explain. 

"Child," he looked into the curious sapphire eyes. "Marcus...your mate, told me of your curse." He saw the subtle shifting, the tensing of her muscles. He knew it was a painful memory. "We talked long over the matter." He paused for a moment. The woman's eyes were intense. He had only once been looked at like this in longer than she had been alive. The other being had been her mate in wolf form. It was disconcerting, then and now. Seeing a man's form in a wolf's eyes had been strange but not totally unheard of. But to see a fox over a woman's comely face was passing strange. As he looked the image grew stronger. "Kaitlen..." 

Marcus broke in, "Love?" 

She turned her eyes away from the old one to her mate. "Yes, my heart?" She lifted one slender hand to caress his cheek. 

"What he is trying to say is that there is a chance..." 
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