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Chapter 1




“Let me help with that,” Jory insisted when
Max was about to climb the ladder to hang the birthday garlands.
The tiger shifter smiled, and it surprised Jory that she let him
help her. It must be because Max was pregnant again and that she
didn’t want to risk the baby should she fall while hanging the
garlands.

 


“Where is Christopher?” Max asked because
she hadn’t seen the boy all morning. “Annabella and Sarah took him
to town for some shopping and ice cream,” he answered. “Ice cream?
In the morning?” Max smirked. “It was the only way to get him to
go,” the alpha mate shrugged.

 


The last garlands were in place, and Jory
climbed down the ladder, gazing up to admire his work. The living
room hung full of all kinds of garlands in many different colors.
And then there was one that read “Happy Birthday Christopher,” in
big red letters. Jory was excited and so happy. Today on April
10th, they would celebrate Christopher’s first birthday. “The first
birthday is always special,” Jory cheerfully said.

 


Max smiled; the white tiger shifter couldn’t
wait to celebrate Marcus’ first birthday. “I’d never thought that I
would end up living in a small town and have children with my mate.
And look at you, mated to the most powerful shifter of all times,
and the man adores you. Then there’s Christopher. He’s so cute, and
everyone loves him so much.” Max sighed deeply. Jory smiled because
he could tell how content his friend was. “We have our own
families. Imagine that,” he said in a soft voice. Both stared in
companionable silence at the birthday decoration.

 


“Do you need more help?” Hearing Eric’s
husky voice made Jory turn, and smile when the alpha pulled him
close for a scorching kiss. “No, we are almost finished,” Max
answered. Jory couldn’t reply because Eric was claiming his mouth.
“Did you see the cake that Emma has baked?” Eric grinned after he
broke the kiss, he said, “Yes, I did see it, and it looks
delicious.” “Remember that it’s Christopher’s birthday cake, not
yours,” Jory chuckled; he knew that the alpha had a sweet tooth.
Eric growled right before he playfully bit his mate’s neck. The
tender flesh showed the mark immediately, and Jory shivered with
need when Eric licked the spot he’d just bitten.

 


“I’ll be outside with Marcus,” Max chuckled
when she saw Eric and Jory passionately kissing each other. Baby
Marcus was in the backyard and had changed into the white tiger
form, and he was playing with Billy, who was in his wolf form. Jory
broke the kiss and gazed at his friend. “No, no. I’ll go with you
because my mother, Sarah, and Christopher are on their way back to
the ranch,” the alpha mate said. “Go, baby. I will bring beverages
and some snacks,” Eric told his mate as he kissed him on the
nose.

 


Max was beaming at Jory. They sat side by
side on the lounge sofa that stood on the back deck. “You look so
content,” Max said in a soft voice. Jory turned to face his friend.
“That’s because I am,” he answered, smiling. “The backyard looks
beautiful, too,” Max complimented her friend, as she lifted a now
human Marcus on her lap. Billy darted to his cottage so that he
could change back and put on some clothes. The shifter still had
some chores that were waiting for him. “It does,” Jory replied.
They had not only decorated inside the house but the back deck and
the garden as well from birthday garlands to piñatas and balloons
in several different colors decorated the yard. There was even an
inflatable bouncy castle.

 


“What time is the party starting?” Max asked
as she tried to calm a whining Marcus. “He wants his friend,” Jory
chuckled. “I know, but Christopher isn’t here right now, so Marcus
has to be patient a little longer,” Max replied as she lovingly
stroked her son’s cheek. Then the baby lifted his head, listening.
“Ah, they are back,” Jory said as he rose from the sofa and went to
the front of the house.

 


Sarah opened the car door and lifted
Christopher out of his car seat. “DADDY,” the boy squealed when he
saw Jory. The alpha mate knelt and opened his arms; Christopher ran
into them, they hugged tightly. Then, Jory stood with Christopher
in his arms and greeted Sarah and Annabella; both were smiling.
Jory thanked them for taking Christopher shopping and ice cream
afterward. That had given him the time to decorate the house and
the back yard. “We had so much fun,” Annabella answered. “Yes, we
should do it more often,” Sarah replied, smiling at Annabella.

 


Jory was happy that both women liked each
other and had become friends. “Come, munchkin, Marcus is waiting
for you in the back yard,” Jory said. The moment he told the boy
that his friend was waiting, Christopher started wiggling so that
Jory had to put him on the ground. As soon as he stood, Christopher
ran to the back yard as fast as his little legs would carry
him.

 


“Did you get it?” Jory asked. It was Sarah
who answered. “Yes, we did, and Christopher didn’t see it.
Annabella took him for ice cream so that I could get the bow
without Christopher seeing it,” she smiled. Annabella took a large
bag out of the trunk and handed it to her son. All three smiled
when they heard the two boys loudly greeting each other. Jory
laughed when he heard Christopher squeal with excitement over the
birthday decoration. When Jory looked in the bag, he grinned. “It’s
perfect,” he said. Both women nodded in agreement. “Eric will
decorate Beau with the big blue bow,” Jory grinned. “I only hope
that Beau doesn’t mind because if it scares him, then we won’t use
the bow.” The alpha mate was adamant. Decorating Beau with a huge
blue bow would be great, but not if the young horse became scared.
Then, Christopher would get his present without decoration.

 


All three went into the house. Annabella and
Sarah disappeared into the back yard. Both women would want to fuss
over a pregnant Max, and of course, an adorable Marcus. Jory
crossed the hall to Eric’s study to hide the bow. “Did they get
it?” Jory turned and saw Eric leaning against the door jamb. The
alpha mate smiled. “Yes, come in and take a look,” Jory said as he
put the bag on the desk. Eric took the bow out of the paper bag and
nodded his approval. Jory grinned; he knew that Eric would like it.
“Do you think that Beau will let you put the bow on him?” Jory
questioned. Eric shrugged. “I don’t know, but let’s go to the
meadow and see if he likes the bow,” the alpha said.

 


“We need Sarah and Annabella to keep
Christopher in the backyard, so he doesn’t see us with Beau,” Jory
insisted. “Good idea because our son is so perceptive,” Eric
chuckled. Jory didn’t go into the garden because he knew that
Christopher wouldn’t be fooled. The moment he saw his daddy, the
toddler would know that something was up. So, he grabbed his cell
phone and called Sarah to tell her that they had to prepare
Christopher’s birthday present. Sarah promised that she and
Annabella would keep the boy in the backyard.

 


They walked over to the meadow, and Beau
came running when he saw them, much to Jory’s delight. The alpha
stroked the colt over his velvety soft nose and spoke quietly. Then
Eric slowly put the bow around Beau’s neck. The young horse didn’t
protest because he trusted Eric and Jory.

 


“You are so good with animals, wolvie,” Jory
whispered in awe, It always amazed him that even though Eric was a
powerful shifter, other animals trusted the alpha so quickly. Jory
grabbed his phone again, and this time, he called Annabella to let
her know that they were on their way to the backyard with Beau.

 


Emma had outdone herself, baking a birthday
cake for Christopher. The damn thing had five layers, and on top of
it stood a horse that resembled Beau into perfection. Christopher’s
eyes grew big when he saw the cake, and he reached for it, but Emma
was faster. “No no. You have to wait a few minutes because dad and
daddy are getting your birthday present right now. After that, we
eat cake, okay, shorty?” “Presents? I love presents,” Christopher
yelled. Emma chuckled; she adored her nephew, and couldn’t wait, to
have kids of her own. The pack had embraced Emma as one of their
own, just like Eric knew they would.

 


At first, Emma had her doubts about being
accepted into such a tight-knit group. However, the pack treated
her like family from day one. Emma was glad that she had escaped
from Sanders. The bastard had tried to brainwash her into believing
that she had no family. Emma didn’t know better until she overheard
some pack members talking about Eric Wentworth, a true alpha who
was banned from his birth pack because Sanders felt threatened by
him. From that moment on, she had eavesdropped whenever she
could.

 


Then Emma had planned her escape, even
though she didn’t know where her brother lived. Emma had trusted
that her instinct would lead her to her brother, and it had. Now
the Wentworth Pack was her new family. Her brother had mated, and
they even had an adorable son. Emma was happy for them.

 


Christopher squealed, jumped up and down,
and clapped his hands when he saw Eric and Jory walk into the
garden, and they had Beau in the middle. The cake was forgotten, as
the boy ran to his daddy’s and hugged his horse. “Happy birthday,
son,” Eric and Jory said simultaneously. Christopher didn’t seem to
hear the birthday wishes from his daddy’s; he only had eyes for the
colt.


 Chapter 2

 


“We did well, didn’t we?” Jory said softly.
Eric walked up until he was behind his gorgeous mate and wrapped
his arms tightly around him. The alpha kissed Jory’s neck, it was a
tender kiss, and Jory shivered. “It was the perfect birthday, and
the perfect present,” Eric whispered in Jory’s ear. “It’s good that
Christopher gets so well along with the other kids. Did you see how
Jack’s son found it hilarious that Christopher’s horse had the same
name?” Jory laughed. When Christopher had called for his horse,
Jack’s son had answered, all the kids had found it hysterical, and
Beau had laughed loudest of all. The birthday party had continued
even after the kids had gone home, and Christopher was in his bed,
fast asleep. The toddler hadn’t slept during the day. Usually, Jory
put his son down for a nap in the early afternoon. So, Christopher
was out like a light.

 


“It still amazes me that you are so sure
about Christopher’s birthday. I mean, how can you possibly know?”
Eric questioned. “I don’t know. It’s just a feeling. I just know,”
Jory shrugged. Eric kissed his mate’s neck again. “That’s good
enough for me,” he said softly, and Jory knew that the alpha meant
it.

 


Christopher’s first birthday party had been
a success. They only had invited the children of the shifters
because the kids didn’t have a hundred percent control over their
shifting. The risk of them shifting in front of human kids was too
big. “Even though he played with the other kids, Christopher had
spent his time mostly with Marcus,” Jory said. “I did notice,” the
alpha answered. “They will become best friends,” Eric added. “They
already are,” Jory replied.

 


When Eric and Jory entered the kitchen for
breakfast, they noticed that Christopher wasn’t sitting in his high
chair. “Where is Christopher?” Jory asked, looking around for his
son. “He’s playing with his birthday present,” Dorian chuckled.
“Who’s with him?” Eric questioned. “Billy, Jesse, Sarah, and
Annabella,” Dorian answered, smiling. “Did you think that I would
let Christopher outside without protection?” The beta chuckled.
“No,” Eric replied as he sat down. Jory filled two mugs with coffee
and took a seat beside his mate.

 


“That was a hell of a party, yesterday,” JJ
said as he entered the kitchen and filled his mug with coffee. “It
was a kid’s party,” Jory chuckled. “I know that, but still, it was
good,” JJ insisted. Eric and Jory turned their heads when Annabella
walked into the kitchen, a screaming Christopher in her arms.
“What’s wrong?” Jory asked as he rose from the chair to take
Christopher from Annabella. “He wants to ride Beau. I told him that
the horse is too young and that he needs training first, but he
won’t listen,” the witch said in a calm voice. She wasn’t impressed
with Christopher’s yelling and screaming.

 


“Christopher?” The boy didn’t respond; in
fact, he looked the other way. “Christopher, munchkin, look at me,”
Jory said in a gentle tone. The boy turned his head and scowled at
his daddy. Jory frowned because Christopher had never looked at him
like that. The boy was angry, and he didn’t hide it either.
“Christopher? What’s the matter? Why are you so angry?” Jory
questioned his son as he took the boy into the garden. “You know
that grandma Annabella is right. Beau is too young for you to ride
him. Plus, you’re too young to ride him anyway. In time JJ will
train Beau so that you can ride him safely when you’re a bit older,
okay?” Jory explained when Christopher didn’t respond.

 


Jory felt Eric coming toward him before he
saw him. The alpha mate could tell that Eric somehow must have felt
Christopher’s tension and his for that matter. “Christopher insists
on riding Beau. I tried to explain that Beau isn’t ready. And that
this boy,” Jory pointed at his son, “is way too young to ride
anyway.” “Your daddy is right, you know. Beau isn’t ready because
he’s far too young. We could harm Beau if we force him.” The alpha
gently cupped Christopher’s face, so the boy had to look him in the
eyes. “I know that you are far ahead of any other child. Your daddy
and I realize that. We do. But, that doesn’t change the fact that
you still are just one year old.” The moment the words left Eric’s
mouth, the alpha knew them to be true.

 


Even though Christopher talked like a
grownup and understood everything they were saying, he still was
only one year old. That meant that they needed to put the brakes on
Christopher, now and then. Eric sighed as he reached for his son.
“Tell you what. How about we go for a ride this afternoon? Only the
three of us, and I’ll even let you hold Skyler’s reins,” Eric
promised. Christopher’s eyes lit up. He nodded, and then he hugged
Eric tight. Then he reached for Jory, and when the alpha mate
lifted his son into his arms, he was clasped tightly, too.

 


Jory sighed in contentment. Eric had, once
again, said the right thing. When it concerned Christopher, then
Eric always smoothed things over. They both complimented each
other. “How did you know that I don’t have any appointments this
afternoon?” Jory teased. “You know that I always check your
schedule,” Eric grinned. “You do?” “Yes, I do, baby,” the alpha
insisted. Jory gazed at his son. “Alright. Then we can go to the
pond this afternoon,” Jory suggested. Christopher squealed in
delight. The toddler loved to play in the water.

 


Suddenly Jory glanced at Eric. “I’m free for
the day, but I know that you have an appointment this afternoon
with buyers.” “Rose is taking care of that for me,” Eric grinned.
Jory cocked his head. “Well, that’s new,” he replied. “Yes, it is,”
Eric said. Jory knew that Rose had taken over many of Eric’s tasks,
but the alpha had never let her meet with buyers. He liked it that
Eric trusted Rose enough for her to handle the buyers.

 


“That gives you the afternoon off,” Jory
grinned, and Christopher laughed. Jory was glad that Christopher
was happy again. The alpha mate hoped that Christopher had
forgotten about riding Beau. As it was, he had no such luck. The
next words Christopher said, shocked the hell out of both Jory and
Eric. “Beau doesn’t mind if I want to ride him,” the toddler said
in a firm voice. “Honey. How do you know that Beau doesn’t mind you
riding him?” Jory asked his son. This was weird because Christopher
couldn’t talk to horses, could he? Jory and Eric looked at each
other in utter amazement. Then both shook their heads. “No!” they
said simultaneously. After all, they were able to read each other’s
minds. Their son couldn’t talk to horses because Beau was a real
horse and not a shifter.

 


Christopher didn’t answer Jory’s question,
and that was strange too. Jory glanced at Beau because they still
were in front of the meadow. The young horse was grazing happily
and ignored them. Eric and Jory just stood there, not knowing what
to do. Sarah saved them because she motioned for them to come
inside and have lunch. Christopher wriggled free and ran toward
Sarah, who took him by the hand and guided him inside.

 


“Did he really tell us that Beau wouldn’t
mind that Christopher wants to ride him?” Eric whispered the alpha
was still a bit unnerved. Jory sighed. “He did because I heard it
too,” he replied softly. “Just when you think that you figured it
out, something else happens,” Eric said. “We need to talk to Finn
and Annabella,” Jory said. The alpha nodded in agreement; he said,
“As soon as possible.”

 


“Is something wrong with my grandson?”
Annabella asked. “Are you sure that you can’t read minds?” Jory
questioned because this was just too weird. The witch always seemed
to know when something was wrong with Christopher. “I can’t read
minds,” the witch chuckled, and even though her tone was friendly,
Jory could tell that she was worried.

 


“Well. Your grandson just told us that Beau
wouldn’t mind if Christopher wanted to ride him,” Jory replied.
Annabella’s eyes grew wide with amazement. Jory didn’t see shock or
fear, which startled him a bit. “You don’t seem surprised,” he
said. “That’s because she isn’t, well, not really,” came a familiar
voice from behind them. Jory didn’t need to turn to know that it
was Finn, his father. It seemed that Annabella and Finn had buried
the hatchet, and that was good because Christopher didn’t need
grandparents who hated each other.

 


“Could you enlighten us, too, please?” Jory
gently demanded because they were clueless. “Son, don’t forget that
Christopher has your blood running through his veins. The child’s
grandmother is the most powerful witch in the universe.” “Thank
you,” Annabella interrupted while she smiled warmly at her
ex-husband. “I’m the child’s grandfather and a powerful angel.
Plus, the Gods had a tremendous influence when they created
Christopher,” Finn finished without missing a beat.

 


“So, there’s no telling what the kid is
capable of. His power will grow with every year that passes.” Finn
explained. Jory sighed. He was scared for his son. “You worry too
much. Christopher has the protection of the pack, and the angels.
And your mother is one hell of a witch. Don’t forget that you have
some pretty awesome powers, too,” Eric soothed his mate. Jory knew
all this, but still. He hadn’t forgotten that thugs still were
after his son. They had eliminated a lot of the scum bags, but not
all, and that worried Jory.

 


Eric was right, though his powers were
deadly, and Jory wouldn’t hesitate to use them on anyone who wanted
to harm his precious son. “The house is protected through wards and
spells. Plus, the pack will notice it immediately when something is
wrong, just as we do,” Finn assured.


 Chapter 3

 


Jory woke with a shock because Christopher
was screaming, then suddenly, there was only silence. Eric, who had
awoken the same time as his mate, rushed out of bed and into
Christopher’s room. The sight that greeted them made their blood
run cold. “What the hell?” Eric growled. Jory began to glow and had
his hands ready to unleash his bluish and very deadly fire. “Where
is Christopher? Where is our son,” Jory cried out, his heart was
hammering in his chest, as tears began to fill his eyes.

 


The reason that Jory hadn’t unleashed the
bluish fire was that there was a young white lion in Christopher’s
bed, but the toddler was nowhere in sight. The young lion that
couldn’t be older than a year began to growl. No, it wasn’t
growling, it sounded more like crying. Meanwhile, the pack members
and the angels had gathered on the landing, ready to defend. Dacian
had orbed in, and the archangel was prepared to kill someone. Eric,
however, blocked Christopher’s bedroom entrance.

 


“Concentrate, son. Whatever it is that you
see, concentrate, only then you will see the truth,” Finn suggested
from the landing. The angel didn’t exactly know what was going on,
but he knew that it wasn’t right. “Dad? Can you come here, please?”
Jory asked in a soft voice. Within seconds, the angel appeared next
to Jory.

 


Finn just gasped because words failed him.
“Who is the cub? And where is my grandson?” Finn asked in
astonishment after he had found his voice again. “I don’t know. But
this little one doesn’t pose any danger. And what’s even weirder,
he smells like Christopher,” Jory whispered. “Are you sure that the
cub feels like our son?” Eric needed to be sure. “Yes, and …” Jory
didn’t get the chance to say more because the lion cub changed
back. “Oh my God,” Jory cried out, and he immediately lifted
Christopher out of his crib.

 


“I. I can’t believe this. What just
happened?” Jory whispered. Christopher was crying, and he had his
little arms tightly wrapped around Jory’s neck. “Oh, munchkin, it’s
alright. Dad and daddy are here, and we won’t let anything happen
to you,” Jory promised his young son. The toddler was trembling,
and Jory didn’t like it one bit. The alpha mate looked at the alarm
clock and saw that it was only five o’clock in the morning. “Let’s
go downstairs and make us some coffee because I can’t go back to
sleep now anyway,” Eric said as if he was reading Jory’s mind.

 


It was lucky that the ranch house had a
large kitchen because when Eric had bought the ranch, some ten
years ago, he had known that he would need a lot of space. Every
pack member should have a place in his home. Eric had remodeled the
ranch house, and that meant that there was room for a large
kitchen. Also, rooms were added, and the structure had become even
more significant than it already was.

 


If someone had told the alpha ten years ago
that he would find his mate, and with him would come, angels, a
witch, and even an archangel, Eric would have laughed. Christopher
was the icing on the cake, and Eric would kill anyone who would try
to hurt his family and friends because they were precious. The
alpha felt blessed because his family was still growing.

 


Jory sat down, Christopher on his lap. The
toddler didn’t let go of his daddy. “It’s alright, munchkin; we
will find out what happened to you. I promise. From now on, you
will sleep in dad and daddy’s bedroom,” Jory soothed. Eric smiled
at seeing his mate comforting their son. The boy appeared calmer
now, and that was good. “Dorian? Could you move Christopher’s bed
into the master bedroom?” Eric asked. Dorian smiled. “Sure,” he
answered as he ruffled Christopher’s hair.

 


Eric helped Sarah and Rose, preparing coffee
and sandwiches for everybody. The pack was always hungry. Now that
they knew that there wasn’t an imminent threat, they could use some
food. When drinks and food were on the table, Eric took a seat
beside his mate. He gently stroked Christopher’s cheek. “Hey,
buddy. Are you alright?” Christopher looked up at the alpha and
gave him a small smile. The expression in Christopher’s eyes was
one that the alpha couldn’t decipher, so Eric knew that the child
wasn’t alright.

 


Eric motioned for Jory to follow him
outside. The alpha mate handed Christopher to Emma and followed his
mate. When they stood in front of the house, Eric said, “I believe
that we need help regarding our son.” A worried-looking Jory
nodded. “Excuse me, but I couldn’t help overhearing you.” Eric and
Jory saw Dacian walking around the corner. “Grandfather?” Jory
cocked his head.

 


“First, let me assure you that nothing is
wrong with Christopher. The boy is perfectly healthy,” the
archangel assured. “Well, that’s a relief. You know why he changed
into a lion cub?” Eric questioned, and he knew that he sounded a
bit sarcastic, but he couldn’t help it. The alpha was on edge
because this was about his son, the apple of his eye.

 


“As a matter of fact, I do know what’s
happening to Christopher,” Dacian replied softly. Eric and Jory
gazed expectantly at the archangel. “I thought that they were
extinct, but I, well, Christopher proved me wrong.” “What do you
mean?” Jory snapped, which wasn’t his intention, but he too was on
edge. “The boy is a chimera,” Dacian answered, and there was pride
in his voice.

 


Jory leaned heavily into Eric. “I don’t
understand. What’s a chimera?” he whispered. Dacian gazed at Eric,
who looked just as puzzled as Jory. “Christopher has, at least, two
different sets of DNA. That means that he can change into a wolf,
but he can also transform himself into a white lion. Now, before
you start with questions, and I know that you have them, I urge you
to keep this a secret. My brother is after Christopher because he’s
special. If he finds out that the boy is a chimera.” Eric and Jory
nodded, they understood.

 


“No pack member, angel, or Annabella will
spill the beans,” the alpha said firmly. “Alright. What you need to
know is that Christopher probably has more sets of DNA, which means
that there is more to come. God only knows how many spirits
Christopher will eventually share his soul with,” Dacian said. “We
need to explain to Christopher what’s happening to him and that he
doesn’t need to be afraid. And we need Jack over here,” Jory
insisted. “What I don’t understand is how Christopher can be a
chimera,” a thoughtful looking Eric said. Then the alpha gazed at
Jory. “I’m not a chimera. I think,” the alpha mate said, looking at
Dacian, who frowned.

 


“I don’t know, but I don’t think so, and
that makes it even weirder because Christopher is a shifter, and
you’re the son of an angel and a witch. So, he shouldn’t be able to
shift into any kind of animal. The Gods had their hand in the
creation of Christopher, but I don’t quite understand why they made
him a shifter and a chimera at that.” The archangel looked at Eric.
“Sorry, Eric,” Dacian said sympathetically, and he meant it. Eric
shrugged. “Christopher is my son in every way that counts. To me,
it doesn’t matter if he’s a shifter or not,” the alpha answered.
Jory smiled because he knew that already. Eric had never made a
problem with Christopher, not being his biological son. He loved
the boy so much and would defend him with all that he had.

 


“I know how you feel about Christopher. We
can’t forget that even though he is Jory’s biological son, the Gods
created him, using Jory’s life essence. So, whichever God was
involved, he should be able to tell us more about Christopher.” The
archangel looked grim, and Eric knew why. There was no way that one
of Christopher’s creators would enlighten them about their son.

 


“Let’s call Jack and see if he can determine
if Christopher has more than two sets of DNA in his body,” Jory
urged, he wanted to know what they could expect as soon as
possible. What was even more important was that Christopher needed
reassurance that he was fine. That there was nothing wrong with
him. “Marcus can change into a lion and a tiger. Is he a chimera
too?” Jory asked. “Good question. No, Marcus isn’t a chimera.
However, he shares his soul with two spirits, from both his mother
and his father, and that means that he will get very powerful once
he reaches adulthood,” the archangel explained. Jory was satisfied
with that answer.

 


“Alright. You call Jack, and I will get
Christopher so that we can explain things to him,” Eric said. “We
need you to,” the alpha said in a soft voice when Dacian wanted to
leave. The smile he got made Eric smile too. “Thank you,” the
archangel said. “We need you because you are Christopher’s
great-grandfather. You are important to us, and to your grandson,”
Eric replied.

 


“Jack is on his way, and he has Beau with
him because the kid doesn’t have school today,” Jory informed his
mate and his grandfather. “That’s good because he can play with
Christopher, and Marcus,” Eric said. Jory cocked his head.
“Marcus?” “Yeah, I forgot to tell you, but Max has several
appointments, so Marcus is better off staying with us for a few
hours. James will be here at any moment to drop Marcus off,” Eric
informed his mate. “That’s great, but first, we have to explain
things to Christopher because he’s scared. I feel his distress,”
Jory said.

 


“What amazes me most is that the kid talks
like a grownup, plus he understands everything we say. He’s barely
a year old; this shouldn’t be possible,” Dacian said. “Tell me
about it. The first time Christopher spoke, I nearly got a heart
attack,” Eric chuckled. “Same here,” Jory chimed in. “But he’s our
son, and we love him,” the alpha mate added. Dacian smiled. “I
know,” he answered.


 Chapter 4

 


By the time Jack arrived, Christopher was
his cheerful self again. Eric, Jory, and Dacian had explained
things as best as they could to the toddler. Christopher didn’t
appear to be scared anymore, and Jory was happy. “Hey, buddy.
Long-time no see,” Jack joked because he and his son had been at
the boy’s birthday party the day before.

 


Christopher didn’t smile at Jack, and that
was strange. “What’s the matter, buddy?” Eric asked. He was a bit
confused because Christopher liked Jack and his son Beau. “No more
needles,” the boy whispered as tears welled up in his eyes. “Oh,
munchkin,” Jory didn’t know what to say as he lifted his son into
his arms. More than anything, he wanted to promise Christopher that
there wasn’t a need for needles, but that would be a lie. There was
one thing that Eric and Jory didn’t do, and that was lying to their
son.

 


Jory sat down and turned his son so that
Christopher faced him. “Munchkin? Do you remember that you turned
into a white lion?” Jory began. When Christopher nodded, he
continued. “Dad and I told you that there might be more spirits
inside you. I asked Jack to take some of your blood so that he can
test it. It’s better that we know how many spirits you’re sharing
your soul with, munchkin,” Jory explained calmly.

 


Christopher seemed to consider what Jory had
told him. Jack hadn’t said a word, and Beau just stood beside his
father equally silent. “Beau, why don’t you go to the kitchen there
are chocolate chip cookies that have your name on it,” Eric
promised. Beau looked at Jack, and when the jaguar nodded, the boy
ran off in the direction of the kitchen. “There are some for you
too, of course, munchkin,” Jory promised. “Once Jack has the blood
his needs, you can have as many cookies as you want,” Jory added.
Christopher’s eyes lit up like a Christmas tree. The toddler held
out his arm, looked at Jack, and said, “Do it, please. I want
cookies.” They all laughed, and Jory was happy that the thought of
needles didn’t bother Christopher anymore.

 


Within minutes Jack had drawn the blood that
he needed, and Christopher ran off after Beau. Jack gazed at Jory.
“All the cookies that you want, really?” the jaguar chuckled. “What
can I say, he loves chocolate chip cookies,” Jory smirked. As a
shifter, it didn’t really matter if they ate a lot of cookies. They
didn’t get cavities or gained weight because their metabolism was
very high. Plus, sugar didn’t destroy shifter’s teeth. So, the
bottom line was, shifters could eat everything thing they wanted
because it didn’t affect their body.

 


“Christopher has a real sweet tooth,” Eric
chuckled. “Just like his dad,” Jack replied without thinking, as he
put the small tube, which contained Christopher’s blood, in his
medical bag. Christopher wasn’t Eric’s biological son, so that both
had a sweet tooth was a coincidence. Right? “Do you have time for
coffee?” Jory asked Jack. “I assume that Beau is still with
Christopher in the kitchen, eating cookies. So, yes, I have time
for coffee,” the jaguar answered. A car door closed, letting them
know that Sheriff James Stanton had arrived with his son, Marcus.
They greeted each other, and James handed Marcus over to Eric. Then
James left because his shift was about to begin. They went to the
back deck, where they found Armand and JJ. Eric scowled when he saw
how close both men were sitting together. Jory elbowed the alpha in
the ribs to keep him silent, and it worked because Jory saw that
Eric bit his tongue. Eric put Marcus on the ground, and the boy
immediately ran off to Beau and Christopher.

 


Jory chuckled, Eric scowled, and Jack looked
confused. “Did I miss something?” the jaguar asked. “Yep, but I’ll
tell you later,” Jory promised. Jack smiled, they all sat down, and
Eric went inside to get the coffee. “Would it be helpful if I
talked to Eric?” Armand asked the alpha mate. Jory shook his head.
“I don’t think that it would be wise. You better wait until Eric is
used to seeing the two of you together,” Jory advised. JJ nodded in
agreement. “I told you so,” he said, laughing. JJ wasn’t afraid of
Eric. The young wolf knew that his alpha would never harm him.
Also, Eric wouldn’t hurt Armand because the angel was Jordan’s
mate.

 


Armand sighed, his mate was sitting beside
him, and he couldn’t even kiss the man. It was frustrating as,
well, hell. “He will come around,” Jory promised because he knew
Eric like no other. The alpha would give his permission once he was
sure that Armand was the real deal. That was how things went down
within the pack. The alpha protected every pack member. That meant
that he had to permit relationships such as those of JJ and Armand.
Eric usually didn’t interfere with relationships, but JJ was so
young. The shifter had been only eleven years when he left his
birth pack to start a new life in a new pack with Eric as his
alpha, together with his Uncle Damian.

 


Eric stepped onto the deck again, carrying a
tray with mugs and cookies. The alpha loved chocolate chip cookies.
Armand was surprised that Eric handed him a cup with steaming
coffee. The angel knew that the alpha was dead set against him
getting into a relationship with JJ. Armand thought that it was the
fact that Jordan was so young, which bothered Eric so much. Well,
that, and the fact that Armand had a reputation as a playboy. The
angel did men and women. “Thank you,” the angel said politely. Eric
nodded, and then he sat down beside Jory, slung his arm around his
mate’s shoulder, and sipped his coffee.

 


“Good boy,” Jory breathed through Eric’s
mind, startling the alpha. Then Eric smiled. Even though he was the
most powerful alpha that ever walked the earth, Eric always felt
ten feet tall when his mate praised him. If Jack noticed anything
of the silent conversation between the alpha and his mate, he
didn’t react. Jory looked around and saw that the boys were out of
their sight. He jumped up in alarm. “Where are Christopher, Marcus,
and Beau?” Jory yelled.

 


“Relax, baby. You would feel it if something
was wrong or if Christopher is in imminent danger,” Eric assured,
but that wasn’t enough to calm the alpha mate. Too much had
happened lately, and too many thugs were after his son. “I’m going
to check with Daisy and Beau because something tells me that the
boys are playing, with the colt, in the meadow,” Eric said as he
took Jory’s hand in his and pulled him with him to where Daisy was
happily munching on a carrot and the boys were in their wolf, lion,
and jaguar form, playing with Beau.

 


“See? Everything is alright,” Eric said
softly, but he too had been shaken when he didn’t see his son,
Marcus, and Beau, Jack’s son, playing in the garden. “I felt your
distress, too,” Jory admitted. “I should have known,” Eric
chuckled. They stood for a few minutes in silence, just watching
the boys play with the young horse. Daisy, who was very protective,
didn’t even look. It was a sight for sore eyes, watching a young
jaguar, a lion, and a wolf pup, playing with the colt.

 


Jory was worried about the future of
Christopher because the boy had at least two sets of different DNA
in his body. Jack had said that it would take some time to unravel
everything, especially if there would be more than two sets of DNA
show up in Christopher’s blood.

 


When Christopher saw Eric and Jory standing
by the barn, he came running and changed into his human form
mid-run. Jory gasped. He should be used to this, but it amazed him
every time whenever the boy pulled a stunt like that. Even Eric,
who was very powerful, couldn’t shift that quick in the middle of
running. It showed once again how powerful the boy was, and at such
a young age. Christopher had just turned one, and he seemed to gain
more power with every week that passed.

 


“When can I ride Beau?” Christopher began.
“You have to wait a while longer because even though Beau doesn’t
mind, the colt is too young. You don’t want to harm him, right?”
Eric explained in a calm, soothing voice. The alpha knew that when
it came to the colt, he always had to be careful. “Why don’t you
play with Beau and, well, Beau, and Marcus, for a while longer,”
Jory suggested. Christopher didn’t look pleased, but he didn’t
protest either, much to Jory’s relief.

 


“I’m worried too,” the alpha admitted, “He’s
already so powerful, and he grows so fast,” Eric added. “I know,”
Jory replied softly, “Look how big he is. Christopher looks more
like a three-year-old than the one-year-old that he actually is.”
“We will protect him, and know that I will kill anyone, and I mean
anyone, who tries to harm our son,” Eric’s voice was low and deadly
now.

 


“I wonder when Zachariah will strike again
because it’s been too quiet for some time now,” Jory said. The
alpha mate knew that he worried too much, most of the time, but
Eric didn’t seem to mind. “Same here,” the alpha softly replied as
he wrapped his arm around Jory and pulled him close. “According to
Dacian, Zachariah is almost invincible,” the alpha sounded worried.
“Almost, but not entirely,” said a voice from behind them. Dacian
came to stand beside Eric and Jory. Together they watched in
silence, at the boys, who were playing with the colt.
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