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​Chapter 1: Over Prepared
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The house was finally finishing up—or at least, that's what Liniarith kept telling himself as he rolled his wheelchair through the transformed first floor for what had to be the hundredth time that day.

The second story was gone now, dismantled beam by beam over the past two weeks. What had once been a cramped, two-story dwelling with narrow hallways and steep stairs had been opened up into a sprawling, accessible single-level home. The ceilings soared higher now, supported by thick wooden beams that Torvin had hand-selected from his own lumber stores. Sunlight poured through the new windows—large, arched things that let in the kind of warm, golden light that made everything feel softer, safer.

The smell of fresh-cut wood and sawdust hung thick in the air, mingling with the faint scent of linseed oil and the earthy tang of newly turned soil from the garden outside. Every surface gleamed with newness—polished floors, smooth walls, doorways widened to accommodate his chair without a single scrape or struggle.

It was perfect.

Or it would be, once he finished the last dozen things on his mental checklist.

Liniarith rolled himself down the hallway toward the nursery, his hands gripping the wheels with white-knuckled intensity. His shoulders ached from hours of lifting, adjusting, and obsessively rearranging furniture. His back throbbed from the strain of leaning forward to inspect every corner, every joint, every potential hazard.He couldn't stop. Not yet.

The twins were coming home in less than a week.

Everything had to be ready.

He reached the nursery door and paused, his breath catching as he took in the room. Two cribs stood side by side against the far wall, their wooden frames gleaming in the afternoon light. Misha and Erith had assembled them earlier that morning, their laughter echoing through the house as they'd worked together, tightening screws and adjusting mattress heights with the kind of easy camaraderie that only came from years of friendship.

The cribs were beautiful—simple, sturdy, built to last. Torvin had crafted them himself, carving delicate runes of protection into the headboards. Liniarith had watched him work, his older brother's hands moving with the same careful precision he brought to everything he touched.

Something felt like it was missing.

Liniarith rolled closer, his eyes scanning the room with the critical eye of a man who'd spent his entire career ensuring that every detail in his hospital was perfect. The blankets were folded neatly at the foot of each crib. The changing table was stocked with cloth diapers, soft towels, and a basin for warm water. The rocking chair in the corner—Caleb's mother's chair, passed down through generations—sat waiting, its worn wooden arms polished to a soft shine.

It still didn't feel complete.

"Liniarith."

Samuel's voice cut through his spiraling thoughts, gentle but firm. Liniarith turned to find his father-in-law standing in the doorway, his arms crossed over his chest, his expression a mixture of concern and exasperation.

"You need to rest," Samuel said, stepping into the room. His Fae heritage gave him an ageless quality, but right now, he looked every bit the worried father watching someone he cared about push themselves too far.

"I'm fine," Liniarith said automatically, turning his chair back toward the cribs. "I just need to—"

"You've been sayin' that for three days now." Samuel moved closer, his hand coming to rest on the back of Liniarith's wheelchair. Not forcefully—just enough to stop him from rolling forward. "And I've watched you work yourself into the ground every single one of those days."

Liniarith's jaw tightened. "The boys are comin' home soon. Everything has to be—"

"Perfect. Yes, I know." Samuel's voice softened. "But you can't take care of them if you collapse from exhaustion before they even get here."

Liniarith wanted to argue. Wanted to insist that he was fine, that he could handle it, that he had to keep going because if he stopped, if he let himself rest, then something might go wrong. Something might not be ready. Something might—

Samuel's hand moved to his shoulder, squeezing gently. "Liniarith. Look at me."

He did, reluctantly, his green-brown eyes meeting Samuel's steady gaze.

"You're going to be a good father," Samuel said quietly. " This—" He gestured around the room. "—this is beautiful. It's more than enough. But your sons need you whole, not broken down and exhausted."

Liniarith's throat tightened. He wanted to believe that. Wanted to trust that he'd done enough, that the house was ready, that he was ready.

The fear wouldn't let go.

"What if I miss somethin'?" he whispered. "What if—"

"Then we'll fix it together." Samuel's voice was firm, leaving no room for argument. "That's what family does."

Liniarith closed his eyes, exhaling slowly. The tension in his shoulders didn't ease, but something in Samuel's words settled over him like a blanket—warm, reassuring, grounding.

"Five more minutes," he said finally. "Just let me check the—"

Samuel reached down and locked the wheels of his chair with a decisive click.

Liniarith's eyes flew open. "Samuel—"

"Five minutes turned into an hour last time," Samuel said, his tone brooking no argument. "And the time before that. You're taking a break. Now."

For a moment, Liniarith considered protesting. But the exhaustion was catching up with him, settling into his bones like lead, and the truth was—he was tired. Bone-deep, soul-weary tired.

He let out a long sigh, his hands falling into his lap. "Aye alright"

Samuel smiled, the worry in his eyes easing just slightly. "Good. Now come on. Misha made tea, and I'll not have ye insult her by lettin' it go cold."



In the far wing of the house, knelt on the floor of Jon's new room, her hands smoothing over the soft rug she'd just laid down. The space was larger than she'd expected—Torvin and Samuel had done an incredible job expanding it, adding a private bathroom with a walk-in shower and a wide, accessible doorway that opened directly onto the garden.

The walls were painted a warm, earthy brown, and the windows faced east, letting in the morning sun. A sturdy bed frame sat against the far wall, its mattress thick and inviting. A desk and chair occupied the corner near the window, and a set of shelves waited to be filled with books, trinkets, whatever Jon wanted to make the space his own.

It was a home. Not just a room, not just a place to sleep—but a real, honest-to-gods home.

Nilicher sat back on her heels, her golden eyes scanning the space with quiet satisfaction. Jon deserved this. After everything he'd been through—the abuse, the fear, the years of fighting just to survive—he deserved a place where he could feel safe. Where he could belong.

"It looks good."

She turned to find Misha standing in the doorway, a soft smile on her face. Her mother's hands were dusted with sawdust, and there was a smudge of dirt on her cheek, but her eyes were bright with pride.

"You think he'll like it?" Nilicher asked.

"I think he'll love it," Misha said, stepping into the room. She moved to the window, looking out at the garden beyond. "It's got good light. Good energy. And it's close enough to the main house that he won't feel isolated, but far enough that he'll have his privacy."

Nilicher nodded, her chest tightening with emotion. "He's been through so much. I just want him to feel like he belongs here."

Misha turned, her expression softening. "He does belong here. And he knows it. You've made sure of that."

Nilicher smiled, blinking back the sudden sting of tears. Pregnancy hormones, probably. Or maybe just the overwhelming relief that they were finally—finally—building something good. Something safe.

"Come on," Misha said, holding out her hand. "Erith and I are almost done with the nursery. You should see it."



The nursery was filled with soft afternoon light when Nilicher stepped inside. Misha and Erith stood by the cribs, their heads bent together as they adjusted the blankets and smoothed the sheets. The room smelled faintly of lavender and cedar—calming scents that Erith had woven into sachets and tucked into the corners.

"Oh," Nilicher breathed, her hand coming to rest on her belly. "It's beautiful."

Erith looked up, her face glowing with pride. "We wanted it to feel warm. Safe. Like they're being welcomed."

They were. Every detail spoke of love—the hand-carved cribs, the soft blankets, the rocking chair waiting in the corner. The runes of protection etched into the wood. The careful placement of everything, ensuring that Caleb and Liniarith could move easily through the space, that nothing would be out of reach.

Misha moved to one of the cribs, pulling something from the basket at her feet. It was a blanket—old, worn soft with age, its edges frayed but still intact. The fabric was a deep blue, embroidered with silver stars that had faded over the years.

"Samuel suggested we use this," Misha said quietly, draping the blanket over the railing of the crib. "It was Caleb's. When he was a baby."

Nilicher's breath caught. She stepped closer, her fingers brushing over the soft fabric. She could almost see it—Caleb as an infant, wrapped in this blanket, held close by his father, safe and loved.

"It's perfect," she whispered.

Erith smiled, her hand coming to rest on Nilicher's shoulder. "They're going to be so loved. These boys. They're going to have everything."

Nilicher nodded, her throat too tight to speak. She looked around the room—at the cribs waiting to be filled, at the blankets and the rocking chair and the soft light streaming through the windows.

This was it. This was home.

Soon—so soon—it would be filled with the sound of tiny heartbeats and soft cries and all the beautiful chaos that came with new life.

​

​

​

​

​

​
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​Chapter 2: Broken Water
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Nilicher walked slowly beside Jon on the familiar path to school, her hand resting on the swell of her belly—swollen with Caleb and Liniarith's twin boys. It was the first week back after midterms, and already she regretted not taking the extra time off that Liniarith had suggested. The weight of the twins seemed to have doubled overnight, pressing down on her hips and making every step feel like wading through deep water.

She had to stop three times before they even reached the school gates, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. Each time, Jon hovered close, his large centaur frame casting a protective shadow over her, his hand half-extended as though ready to catch her if she fell.

"I'm fine," she said before he could ask, waving him off with a smile that felt more like a grimace. "Really, Jon. Just need a moment."

His dark eyes studied her with an intensity that made her look away. He didn't believe her—she could see it in the set of his jaw, the way his tail flicked with barely contained worry. But he didn't push. Not yet. They went to their morning classes.

By the time they settled under the oak tree in the middle of the schoolyard for lunch, Nilicher was exhausted. The ancient tree's roots had worn smooth hollows into the ground, and she eased herself down carefully, her back against the rough bark. Around them, other students laughed and chatted, their voices a distant hum that felt worlds away from the tight, uncomfortable pressure building in her abdomen.

Jon unpacked their lunch in silence, but she could feel his gaze returning to her again and again.

"You look like you're in pain," he finally said, his voice gentle but firm.

Nilicher gave him a look—the same one she'd been giving her fathers and Liniarith all week when they fussed over her. "I'm pregnant, Jon. Not dying."

"I know, but—"

She winced, cutting him off mid-sentence. A sharp, harsh contraction seized her belly, so sudden and intense that her breath caught in her throat. Her hand flew to her stomach, fingers splaying wide as if she could somehow hold the twins in place through sheer will.

Jon was beside her in an instant, his lunch forgotten. "Nilicher?"

She breathed through it, counting the seconds until the contraction eased. When she could finally speak again, her voice came out smaller than she intended. "They're moving down."

The words hung in the air between them, heavy with implication. Jon's face went pale, his protective instincts warring with uncertainty. Neither of them said what they were both thinking: that she might not make it to the end of the school day after all.

He made sure she ate something before helping her up—half a sandwich and some water, though she could barely manage even that. When she finally reached for his hand, he took it carefully, steadying her as she rose to her feet. Her golden eyes were bright with determination, but he could see the pain she was trying to hide behind them.

"We still have A few days before the due date," she said, as much to convince herself as him.

Jon wanted to argue, wanted to insist on taking her home or to the hospital, but the set of her jaw told him she wouldn't listen. Not yet. Still, he kept close as they walked back toward the school building, his hand hovering near her elbow, ready to catch her if she stumbled. They both knew the truth settling between them like a stone: labor was coming, whether they were ready or not.



Back at the hospital, Caleb was working on physical therapy in the rehabilitation wing. The parallel bars stretched before him like a challenge he was finally beginning to meet. His legs trembled with effort, but he'd made it halfway down the length without stopping—further than yesterday, further than the day before. Hope flickered in his chest. Maybe he really was getting stronger.

Then it hit.

The contraction slammed through the pack bond like a lightning strike—not his pain, but Nilicher's, raw and visceral and overwhelming. His entire body seized, his hands losing their grip on the bars. He felt the twins shifting, felt the pressure bearing down, felt everything through her senses as if her body were his own. The world tilted, and he fell face-first toward the floor.

Liniarith was by his side before he hit the ground, catching him with surprising strength for his smaller frame. "Easy, love," he murmured, his accent thickening with concern as he helped ease Caleb down more gently. "I've got ye. What happened?"

Caleb gasped, his hand pressed to his gut where the phantom sensation still echoed. "Nilicher," he managed. "The twins—they're coming."

Liniarith's eyes widened, shifting from soft brown to sharp green as understanding dawned. His gaze snapped to the clock on the wall, then back to Caleb's face. "She's at school," he said, already calculating. "We need to get her here. Now."



Jon didn't give Nilicher any chance to argue. He crouched low, his powerful centaur frame steady and sure, and helped her onto his back with careful hands. "Hold on to me," he said, his voice firm but gentle. "We're getting you to the hospital. To Dr. Thorne."

Nilicher wrapped her arms around his chest, leaning her full weight against him. She had no choice but to trust him completely now, her body no longer her own to command. Jon's muscles bunched beneath her as he began to move, his hooves striking the ground in a steady, powerful rhythm that ate up the distance. He was built for this—for carrying weight, for speed, for endurance—and he used every ounce of his strength now.

Another contraction hit, harder than before, and Nilicher gasped against his shoulder. She felt the twins moving further down, the pressure building to something unbearable. Her fingers dug into Jon's chest, gripping the fabric of his shirt as if it were the only thing anchoring her to the world.

Then it happened.

Her water broke in a sudden, warm rush that soaked through her clothes and dripped down Jon's sides. The shock of it stole her breath. And with it came her magic—wild, uncontrolled, surging outward in a wave she couldn't contain. Around them, the world responded. Grass shot up in vibrant green spirals. Flowers burst into bloom along the path, petals unfurling in impossible colors. A nearby tree groaned as new branches sprouted, leaves unfurling in seconds. Birds took flight, their songs suddenly louder, more urgent. The air itself seemed to hum with life.

"Jon—" she managed, her voice breaking.

"I know," he said, his pace never faltering. "I've got you. Just breathe."

Breathing was becoming impossible. The contractions were no longer isolated moments of pain—they were building into something continuous, relentless. Her entire abdomen seized, a deep, grinding pressure that radiated down through her hips and into her thighs. She couldn't think past it, couldn't focus on anything but the overwhelming sensation of her body opening, preparing, forcing the twins downward whether she was ready or not.

She pressed her face against Jon's back, a low, involuntary sound escaping her throat—half whimper, half groan. Her composure shattered. There was no pretending anymore, no insisting she was fine. Labor had her in its grip, and it wasn't letting go.

"How far?" she gasped between contractions.

"Almost there," Jon promised, his voice tight with determination. "Hold on, Nilicher. Just hold on."

The hospital loomed ahead, and Jon pushed harder, his hooves thundering against the ground as he carried her toward help.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 3:First Son
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They burst through the hospital's main entrance, Jon's hooves striking the polished stone floor with sharp, echoing cracks. The double doors swung wide, and immediately the staff turned toward them. Jon didn't slow, his voice carrying with absolute authority. "Active labor—supernatural birth. We need the special med bay. Now."

The nurses moved instantly. They knew Jon, trusted him. He'd been part of this hospital's family since Caleb and Liniarith brought him in. One nurse—a gnome woman with silver-streaked hair—was already running ahead, calling out orders. "Bay Three! Get Dr. Thorne!"

Another nurse grabbed a crystal from the front desk, its surface glowing faintly as she pressed it between her palms. "Caleb, Liniarith—it's happening. Nilicher's in labor. Get here now." The crystal pulsed once, twice, sending the message across the distance.

Jon carried Nilicher down the corridor, past the standard recovery rooms, toward the reinforced wing at the hospital's heart. The special med bay was designed for exactly this—magical births that could surge with unpredictable power. The walls were lined with rune-carved stone that absorbed and redirected energy. The floors were enchanted to hold against tremors. The delivery bed itself was reinforced, draped in soft linens that could withstand heat, cold, or sudden bursts of elemental magic.

They helped Nilicher onto the bed, her body trembling as another contraction seized her. She gripped the edge of the mattress, her knuckles white.

The first twin shifted—low, impossibly low—and began forcing his way out. Her body took over, pushing without her permission, an ancient instinct she couldn't fight. Nilicher stiffened, her back arching off the bed. Her eyes flashed a deep, molten gold, her magic flaring in response to the overwhelming sensation.

She screamed.

It tore out of her, raw and primal, echoing off the stone walls. The pressure was unbearable—a burning, stretching, tearing sensation that radiated through her hips, her thighs, her entire lower body. She could feel herself opening, feel the twin's head pressing down, forcing her body to yield. There was no stopping it. No slowing it. Her body was doing what it was made to do, and she was helpless against it.

"Breathe, Nilicher," Dr. Thorne's voice cut through the haze as she entered the room, her hands already moving with practiced efficiency. "You're doing beautifully. Just breathe through it."

Breathing felt impossible. All she could do was grip the bed and scream again as her body pushed, relentless and unstoppable.

This was happening. There was no turning back now.



Outside the delivery room, Liniarith gripped the armrests of his wheelchair, his knuckles white. Caleb sat beside him, one hand on his husband's shoulder, the other pressed flat against the wall as if he could reach through stone and touch Nilicher himself.

They felt it—all of it.

Her magic surged through the hospital in waves, crashing against every floor, every wall, every soul within reach. It was raw and primal, the ancient power of creation itself. Liniarith's breath caught as the bond flared between them, and for a moment he could feel her pain, her determination, the overwhelming pressure of their son forcing his way into the world.

Caleb's wolf stirred beneath his skin, responding to his pack, to his sister. "She's so strong," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

Liniarith nodded, unable to speak. His heart pounded in his chest. Their son. Their first son.



Inside the delivery room, Nilicher gripped Jon's hand so hard she thought she might break it. She pushed—one final, desperate, all-consuming push—and then suddenly, blessedly, the pressure released.

A cry filled the room.

High and sharp and alive.

Nilicher collapsed back against the bed, tears streaming down her face as Dr. Thorne lifted the baby into view. He was tiny, perfect, covered in vernix and blood, his little fists waving in the air. His hair—oh, his hair—was a shock of fire-red, bright as flame, just like Liniarith's. And there, curled against his tiny body, was a tail. Red as his hair. Red as his father's beard.

"He's beautiful," Dr. Thorne said softly, placing him on Nilicher's chest.

Nilicher's hands trembled as she touched him for the first time. His skin was warm, impossibly soft. His cry quieted as he felt her heartbeat, and she sobbed—joy and exhaustion and overwhelming love crashing over her all at once.

"Let me feed him," she whispered, her voice hoarse. "Please."

Her uterus was already contracting again, the second twin not yet ready, but she didn't care. She needed this. Needed to hold him, to feel him, to know he was real.

Dr. Thorne finished the initial tests—heartbeat strong, lungs clear, reflexes perfect—and handed him back to her. Jon was there immediately, helping her shift her shirt and bra aside with gentle hands, his own eyes wet with tears he didn't bother hiding.

The baby latched on, his tiny mouth working instinctively, and Nilicher closed her eyes, feeling the pull of him nursing, the weight of him in her arms.

Their son. He was here.

The door opened quietly, and Caleb rolled in first, his wheelchair moving with practiced ease. His eyes found Nilicher immediately—exhausted, radiant, their son nursing at her breast—and his breath caught in his throat. His wolf surged with pride and protective love so fierce it nearly overwhelmed him.

Then Liniarith followed, and the world stopped.

He saw the baby—their baby—and his hands gripped the armrests of his wheelchair until they shook. The fire-red hair. The tiny red tail curled against Nilicher's arm. The perfect little face, eyes closed in contentment as he nursed.

His son looked like him.

Tears spilled down Liniarith's cheeks, hot and unstoppable. His chest heaved with the weight of it—the magnitude of this moment, the impossible reality that he was a father. That this tiny, perfect being existed because of their love. Because Nilicher had carried him, had brought him into the world with her strength and magic and fierce determination.

"He's ours," Liniarith whispered, his voice breaking, his accent thick with emotion. "He's really ours."

Caleb reached over, gripping his husband's hand tightly, his own eyes wet. "He's perfect," he said softly, his smile trembling. "Look at him, love. Look at what we made."

Nilicher looked up at them both, exhausted and glowing, and smiled through her tears.

​

​

​
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The second baby took hours longer than his brother.

Three hours. Three brutal, exhausting hours where Nilicher's body fought to recover from the first birth while preparing for the second. She'd nursed their firstborn, held him against her chest, felt the wonder of his tiny heartbeat—and then her uterus had contracted again, reminding her that she wasn't done. That there was still another life inside her, waiting to be born.

The second twin had been stubborn, positioned higher, refusing to descend.

Until now.

Nilicher felt the pressure suddenly shift—a deep, overwhelming weight bearing down through her pelvis as the baby finally moved into position. Her entire body tensed, every muscle coiling tight as the contraction built like a wave crashing over her.

"He's moving," Dr. Thorne said calmly, her eyes on the monitors. "Nilicher, when the next contraction comes, I need you to push."

Nilicher nodded, gasping for breath, her body already trembling with exhaustion. She'd done this once. She could do it again.

The contraction hit—harder than before, sharper, more vicious.

She pushed, and her magic flared.

Her nails elongated into claws, digging into the reinforced bed as her fae and werewolf sides responded to the extreme pain. Her heart rate spiked—the monitors beeping frantically—as her body stretched and burned with the effort of forcing the second twin down.

She gasped, a raw, guttural sound torn from her throat.

Caleb gripped Liniarith's hand, his wolf howling inside him as he felt her pain through the pack bond. Liniarith's face was pale, his jaw clenched, tears streaming down his cheeks as he watched her suffer.

Jon stood at her side, his hand steady on her shoulder. "You've got this," he whispered. "Just breathe."

She pushed for what felt like hours—her body a vessel of pure agony, every nerve ending screaming as she bore down with everything she had left. Sweat poured down her face, her golden eyes flickering between fae-bright and wolf-wild as her magic surged uncontrollably through the room. The runes carved into the walls glowed hot, absorbing the raw power radiating from her.

"Again," Dr. Thorne commanded, her voice cutting through the haze. "One more, Nilicher. He's almost here."

Nilicher screamed—a primal, guttural sound that echoed through the delivery room—and pushed with every ounce of strength remaining in her exhausted body. Her claws tore into the reinforced bed frame, her back arching as the baby moved lower, lower—

And then her heart stopped.

The monitors flatlined with a single, piercing tone.

"No!" Dr. Thorne's voice snapped into emergency mode. "Code blue! Get the crash cart—now!"

Caleb felt it through the bond—a sudden, horrifying absence where Nilicher's life force had been. His wolf howled in anguish, and he lunged forward, his wheelchair forgotten as he collapsed against the bed. "Nilicher! Nilicher!"

Liniarith's face went white as death itself. "No, no, no—" His voice broke, thick with his accent. "Nae, she cannae—she cannae leave us—"

Jon's hand tightened on her shoulder, his centaur strength the only thing keeping him upright as the medical team swarmed around her, working frantically to bring her back.



Nilicher's soul drifted.

The pain was gone. The weight, the exhaustion, the burning agony of childbirth—all of it vanished like smoke. She floated in a space that felt like twilight, soft and warm and impossibly peaceful. The air smelled of heather and mountain stone, of home fires and fresh bread.

She saw them.

Breana stood before her, radiant and whole, her red hair cascading over her shoulders like a waterfall of flame. Her eyes—the same shifting brown-green as Liniarith's—were filled with warmth and love. Beside her stood Gerrick, broad-shouldered and steady, his beard neatly braided, his expression kind but firm.

"Och, lass," Breana said softly, her voice like a lullaby. She stepped forward, reaching out to cup Nilicher's face with gentle hands. "Ye've done so well. So very well."

Nilicher's breath caught—or would have, if she'd had breath to catch. "Breana? Gerrick?" Her voice trembled. "Am I—am I dead?"

"Nae yet," Gerrick said, his deep voice rumbling like distant thunder. "But ye're standin' at the threshold, lass. Ye've given everythin' ye have."

Tears welled in Nilicher's eyes. "The babies—are they—?"

"They're bonnie lads," Breana said, her smile radiant. "Both of 'em. Strong and healthy, just like their fathers." She brushed a strand of hair from Nilicher's face, her touch impossibly tender. "But ye need tae return tae the mountain, lass. Return tae the land of the livin'. Yer time is nae up yet."

Gerrick nodded, his expression solemn. "Ye've got two wee ones waitin' fer ye. And three men who love ye more than life itself. Ye cannae leave 'em now."

Nilicher looked between them, her heart aching with a strange mixture of peace and longing. "I love him," she whispered. "I love Liniarith. I love Caleb. I love Jon. I love—I love all of them so much."

"We know, lass," Breana said gently. "And they love ye. That's why ye must go back." She leaned forward, pressing a kiss to Nilicher's forehead. "Tell our son we're proud of him. Tell him we're watchin' over all of ye."

"Go now," Gerrick said, his voice firm but kind. "Go back tae yer family."



Nilicher gasped—a violent, desperate inhalation that tore through her lungs like fire. Her body convulsed, her back arching off the bed as the monitors roared back to life, beeping frantically as her heart restarted.

"She's back!" Dr. Thorne shouted, her hands still pressed against Nilicher's chest. "Heart rate stabilizing—Nilicher, can you hear me?"

Nilicher's eyes flew open, wild and unfocused, her chest heaving as she gulped down air. The pain crashed back over her in a tidal wave—the contraction still there, still demanding, still pushing—

"The baby—" she gasped. "The baby's coming—"

"Then push!" Dr. Thorne commanded. "Push now, Nilicher!"

Nilicher screamed and bore down with everything she had left. Her magic flared one final time, golden light flooding the room as her body gave one last, desperate push—

And the second baby was born.

The room filled with the sound of a soft, quiet cry—gentler than his brother's, but no less alive.

"It's a boy," Dr. Thorne said, her voice thick with emotion as she lifted the newborn. "You did it, Nilicher. You did it."

Nilicher collapsed back against the bed, sobbing with exhaustion and relief as the medical team cleaned and examined the baby. He was smaller than his brother, his dark brown hair damp and curling against his tiny head. His tail—sleek and brown like Caleb's wolf form—curled against his body as he blinked up at the world with quiet, watchful eyes.

Caleb was at her side in an instant, his hands shaking as he reached for her. "Nilicher—gods, Nilicher—"

Liniarith rolled his wheelchair close, tears streaming down his face. "Ye came back," he whispered, his voice breaking. "Ye came back tae us."

Nilicher reached for them both, her hands trembling. "Your parents," she whispered. "I saw them. They—they told me to come back."

Liniarith's breath hitched, and he pressed his forehead against hers. "Thank the mountain," he whispered. "Thank the gods."

Dr. Thorne approached, cradling the second baby in her arms. "He's healthy," she said softly. "Quiet, but strong. Just like his brother."

Nilicher held out her arms, and Dr. Thorne placed the baby against her chest. Jon brought the firstborn over, still wrapped in his blanket, and laid him beside his brother.

Nilicher looked down at her nephews—both of them, finally here, finally safe—and felt her heart swell with a love so profound it threatened to break her all over again.

"Our family," she whispered, her voice thick with tears. "Our beautiful family."

Caleb sunk to the ground. he felt tears prick his eyes. His vision of the birth were true and fatal.
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​Chapter 5: Names
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Torvin pushed open the delivery room door with the careful reverence of a man entering sacred ground. His farmer's hands—calloused from years of woodworking and tilling soil—rested gently on the doorframe as he took in the scene before him.

Nilicher lay propped against the pillows, her golden eyes exhausted but luminous, her dark hair damp and clinging to her temples. She looked like she'd been through a war—and won. Both babies were nestled against her chest, skin to skin, their tiny bodies rising and falling with her breath.

The brown-haired twin was latched to her breast, nursing with quiet determination. His little hand was curled into a fist against her skin, his dark tail wrapped loosely around her arm. The red-haired one slept peacefully beside his brother, his shock of fire-red hair already wild, his matching red tail curled against the blanket.

Torvin felt his throat tighten.

"Torvin," Nilicher said softly, her voice hoarse but warm. She smiled at him—tired, radiant, alive. "Come meet them."

He crossed the room slowly, his boots quiet on the enchanted floor. Liniarith sat in his wheelchair on one side of the bed, his hand resting protectively over the red-haired baby. Caleb knelt on the floor on the other side, his wolf's eyes bright with tears as he watched the brown-haired twin nurse.

"They're beautiful," Torvin said, his voice rough. He reached out, his work-worn fingers hovering over the red-haired baby's tiny hand. The infant's fingers were impossibly small, perfect, each one tipped with a delicate nail. "Gods, Lin, they're perfect."

"Aye," Liniarith whispered, his accent thick with emotion. "They are."

Torvin gently adjusted the blanket around the sleeping twin, his farmer's instinct for care showing in the tender gesture. The baby stirred slightly, letting out a soft sigh, and Torvin's heart cracked open.

"What are their names?" he asked quietly.

Caleb looked up at him, tears streaming down his face. "We haven't decided yet," he admitted. "We wanted to meet them first."

Nilicher shifted slightly, wincing, and Torvin immediately moved to help—adjusting the pillow behind her back with the same practiced ease he used when caring for newborn lambs in spring. "Easy, lass," he said gently. "Ye've been through hell."

"I came back," she said softly, looking up at him. "Your parents sent me back, Torvin. Breana and Gerrick. They told me it wasn't my time."

Torvin's breath caught. He looked at his brother, saw the tears streaming down Liniarith's face, and felt his own eyes burn. "Then they were right," he said roughly, gripping Liniarith's shoulder. "Ye belong here. With yer family."

The brown-haired twin finished nursing and let out a tiny, contented sound. Nilicher adjusted him gently, bringing him up to her shoulder, and Torvin watched as the baby's dark eyes blinked open—curious, watchful, already taking in the world.

"He's got Caleb's eyes," Torvin said softly.

"Aye," Liniarith agreed, his voice breaking. "And his brother's got mine."

The room smelled of magic and new life and something indefinably sacred. Torvin stood there, surrounded by his brother and his brother's family, and felt the profound weight of what they'd all just survived.

"Welcome to the world, lads," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. "Ye've got a hell of a family waitin' for ye."

In that moment, surrounded by love and wonder and the miracle of new life, everyone in the room knew it was true.



The nurses moved with practiced efficiency around the bed, their hands gentle but purposeful as they worked. One carefully cleaned Nilicher's legs and thighs with warm, enchanted water that glowed faintly blue—designed to prevent infection and promote healing. Another adjusted the blankets beneath her, replacing the blood-soaked linens with fresh ones that smelled of lavender and mint.

"Easy, dear," the older nurse murmured as Nilicher winced. "We're almost done."

The placenta had been delivered minutes after the second twin—a dark, organic mass that the nurses handled with reverence, placing it in a spelled container for later examination. Dr. Thorne had inspected it carefully, checking for completeness, nodding with satisfaction when she confirmed nothing had been left behind.

Now, as the adrenaline began to fade, Nilicher felt the full weight of exhaustion settling into her bones. Her body ached everywhere—her abdomen cramping as her uterus contracted back down, her thighs trembling, her back screaming from hours of pushing. The golden glow in her eyes had dimmed to a faint flicker, her magical reserves nearly depleted.

One of the nurses wrapped the red-haired twin in a soft green blanket, tucking the edges carefully around his tiny body. The brown-haired twin was already swaddled against Nilicher's chest, his dark tail peeking out from the fabric, his breathing soft and even.

Dr. Thorne stepped forward, her sharp eyes assessing Nilicher with the practiced gaze of someone who'd seen too many supernatural births go wrong. She pulled a stool close to the bed and sat, her hands folded in her lap.

"Alright," she said gently. "Let's talk about what comes next."

Nilicher nodded weakly, her head resting back against the pillows. Caleb moved closer, his hand finding hers, while Liniarith wheeled himself to her other side, his fingers brushing the red-haired baby's tiny hand.

"You're going to bleed for the next several weeks," Dr. Thorne began, her tone matter-of-fact but kind. "It's normal. Heavy at first, then tapering off. If you soak through more than one pad an hour, or if you pass clots larger than your fist, you call me immediately. Understood?"

"Understood," Nilicher whispered.

"You'll have cramping as your uterus shrinks back down—especially when you're nursing. That's normal too. It means your body is healing." Dr. Thorne paused, her gaze softening. "You nearly died, Nilicher. Your heart stopped. Your body needs time to recover from that trauma. Rest is not optional. It's mandatory."

Liniarith's hand tightened on the baby's blanket, his jaw clenched.

"Nutrition and hydration are critical," Dr. Thorne continued. "You're feeding two babies. That means you need to eat more than you think you do—protein, iron, healthy fats. And water. Lots of water. Your body will pull from your reserves to make milk, and right now, your reserves are dangerously low."

Nilicher nodded again, her throat tight.

Dr. Thorne leaned forward slightly, her expression serious. "Now let's talk about the supernatural complications. You will produce milk as long as you breastfeed—that's standard mammalian biology. But you're not just a mammal, Nilicher. You're fae, mermaid, and werewolf. Your milk carries your magic. These babies need that magic to survive and thrive."

Caleb's wolf stirred beneath his skin, his eyes flashing amber for a brief moment.

"Your magical reserves are depleted," Dr. Thorne said bluntly. "You used everything you had to bring them into the world and to come back from death. You need to recover those reserves intentionally—meditation, rest, connection to the earth and water. If you don't, your milk production will suffer, and so will the babies."

"How long?" Nilicher asked, her voice hoarse.

"Weeks. Maybe a month before you're back to full strength." Dr. Thorne's gaze was steady. "And that's if you rest. If you push yourself too hard, it'll take longer."

Jon shifted near the door, his centaur frame tense with concern.

"There's something else," Dr. Thorne said carefully. "These babies are dual-natured—werewolf and dwarf, with fae and ocean-blessed blood running through them. Dual-natured infants often shift for the first time within seven to ten days of birth."

Liniarith's breath caught. "That soon?"

"That soon," Dr. Thorne confirmed. "And when they shift, they'll still need milk. Which means, Nilicher, you need to think about how nursing works when you're in your wolf form."

The room went very still.

Nilicher stared at her, the reality of it sinking in. "I—I've never nursed as a wolf."

"No one has, until they have to," Dr. Thorne said gently. "But your wolf will know what to do. The instinct is there. When they shift, your wolf will respond. You'll need to let her take over."

Caleb's hand tightened on Nilicher's. "What if she can't? What if—"

"She will," Dr. Thorne said firmly. "The bond between mother and child is stronger than any form. But Nilicher needs to be prepared. When the babies shift, she may need to shift with them. And that means she needs her strength back."

Torvin, standing near the foot of the bed, spoke quietly. "What do we need to do?"

Dr. Thorne looked at him, then at the rest of the family. "Keep her fed. Keep her hydrated. Let her rest. Don't let her overdo it—no matter how much she insists she's fine." She turned back to Nilicher. "You'll feed them every two to three hours at first. Your body will respond to their needs. When they cry, your milk will let down. When they latch, your uterus will cramp. It's all connected."

"And when they shift?" Nilicher asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

"You'll feel it through the bond," Dr. Thorne said. "You'll know. And when it happens, you shift with them. Let your wolf nurse them. Trust her."

Nilicher closed her eyes, tears slipping down her cheeks. The brown-haired twin stirred against her chest, letting out a soft whimper, and she instinctively adjusted him, her hand cradling his tiny head.

"You can do this," Dr. Thorne said softly. "You've already survived the hardest part. The rest is just learning as you go."

Liniarith leaned forward, his voice thick with emotion. "We'll help ye, love. Every step."

"Aye," Caleb agreed, his wolf's eyes bright. "Ye're nae alone in this."

Jon stepped closer, his hand resting on Nilicher's shoulder. "We've got you."

Dr. Thorne stood, brushing her hands on her coat. "I'll check on you in a few hours. For now, rest. Let them nurse when they want. And don't be afraid to ask for help."

She paused at the door, looking back at the family gathered around the bed—the two tiny babies swaddled in blankets, Nilicher exhausted but alive, her Brother and his husband surrounding her with love and protection.

"You did well," Dr. Thorne said quietly. "All of you."

Then she was gone, leaving the family alone with the weight of what came next settling over them like a blanket—tender, heavy, and undeniably real.

The room settled into a quieter rhythm after Dr. Thorne left—the medical urgency replaced by something softer, more intimate. The kind of silence that only comes when a family has survived something impossible together.

Nilicher looked up at Jon, her golden eyes still dim with exhaustion but carrying a flicker of something else—wonder, maybe, or longing. She shifted slightly against the pillows, careful not to disturb Lerom laying against her, and let out a soft, breathless laugh.

"Is it sad that I want one for us now?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Jon's expression softened immediately. He crouched down beside the bed, bringing himself to her eye level, and reached up to brush a strand of damp hair from her forehead. His hand lingered there, warm and steady.

"Sad?" he murmured, his voice low and tender. "No, love. Not sad at all."

He leaned in and kissed her—slow, deep, reverent. The kind of kiss that said I see you. I'm here. I'm not going anywhere. When he pulled back, his dark eyes were bright with emotion.

"In a few years' time," he said gently, his thumb tracing her cheekbone, "we'll talk about it. When you've recovered. When you're ready. But yes—" His voice caught slightly. "Yes, I want that too."

Nilicher's eyes filled with fresh tears, but she smiled through them. "A few years," she repeated softly, as if testing the words. As if letting herself believe in a future beyond this moment.

Jon nodded, then straightened and turned his attention to the red-haired baby swaddled in the bassinet beside the bed. He reached down carefully, his large centaur hands surprisingly gentle as he lifted the tiny bundle into his arms.

The baby—Theril, though he didn't have a name yet—stirred slightly, his little face scrunching up for a moment before relaxing again. His red tail peeked out from the blanket, twitching once before going still. Jon cradled him against his chest, one hand supporting the baby's head, the other wrapped securely around his small body.

"Hey there, little one," Jon murmured, his voice soft and full of wonder. "You're safe now. We've got you."

Theril's eyes blinked open—just for a moment—revealing soft brown irises that would one day shift to green or red like his father's. He stared up at Jon with that unfocused newborn gaze, curious and watchful, already taking in the world around him.

Jon's breath caught. He'd held babies before, but this was different. This was family. This was a child born from people he loved, people who'd claimed him when he had nothing.

Liniarith watched from his wheelchair, his gaze fixed on Jon and the red-haired baby. Something shifted in his expression—recognition, maybe, or gratitude. He saw the way Jon held the child, the tenderness in his movements, the protective curve of his body.

Jon had found his place here. Not as an outsider. Not as Gregor's son. But as family.

Liniarith's voice was quiet when he spoke, but it carried the weight of something sacred.

"Theril."

The room went still.

Jon looked up, his eyes meeting Liniarith's. The dwarf's gaze was steady, his accent thick with emotion as he continued.

"His name is Theril," Liniarith said, his hand reaching out to touch the baby's tiny fist. "After me grand da's father. A name of strength. Of fire."

Caleb, still seated in his wheelchair beside the bed, turned his head to look at his husband. His wolf's eyes were bright with unshed tears, his throat working as he swallowed hard.

Then he looked down at Lerom—the dark-haired baby nursing contentedly at Nilicher's breast. His son. His son. The word still felt impossible, too big to hold.

Lerom's tiny hand was curled against Nilicher's skin, his dark tail wrapped loosely around her arm. His eyes were closed, his breathing soft and even, completely at peace.

Caleb's chest tightened. He'd spent so many years believing he'd never have this—never be a father, never hold his own child, never see his features reflected in someone else's face. And now here he was, watching his son nurse, watching his husband name their other boy, watching his sister hold them both with a love so fierce it made his wolf howl with pride.

He reached out, his hand trembling slightly as he touched Lerom's head—so small, so fragile, so perfect.

"Lerom," Caleb said quietly, his voice rough with emotion. "After me grandfather on dad's side. A name of wisdom. Of earth."

Liniarith's hand found Caleb's, their fingers intertwining as they sat together—two fathers, two husbands, two men who'd fought through hell to get here.

"Theril and Lerom," Liniarith repeated, his accent softening the names into something musical. "Our boys."

"Aye," Caleb whispered. "Our boys."

The room seemed to exhale.

Torvin, standing near the foot of the bed, smiled—a genuine, warm smile that reached his eyes. "Good names," he said simply. "Strong names."

Ishan, Lianriths little sister,was leaning against the wall beside him, nodded in agreement. "They'll grow into them well."

Samuel stepped closer, his fae features soft with emotion as he looked at his grandsons. "Theril and Lerom," he repeated, as if committing the names to memory. "Welcome to the family, little ones."

Misha, still holding one of her own twins outside the door, peeked in with a radiant smile. "Beautiful names," she said softly. "Just beautiful."

Jon looked down at Theril—Theril, not just "the red-haired baby" anymore—and felt something settle in his chest. A sense of belonging. Of purpose.

"Theril," he murmured, testing the name. The baby blinked up at him again, and Jon smiled. "Yeah. That suits you."

Nilicher watched it all through heavy-lidded eyes, exhaustion pulling at her but unable to look away. Her brother and his husband naming their sons. Jon holding Theril with such care. Her fathers and Torvin and Ishan gathered around, bearing witness.

These babies had names now. They were real. They were here.

Theril—fire and strength, red-haired and fierce like Liniarith.

Lerom—wisdom and earth, dark-haired and steady like Caleb.

Two boys. Two lives. Two miracles.

Nilicher's hand tightened around Lerom's tiny body, her other hand reaching out to touch Theril's blanket where Jon held him.

"Theril and Lerom," she whispered, her voice breaking. "You're finally here."
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​Chapter 6: Fever
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It was three days after the birth that Liniarith finally came down with a fever.

He'd felt it building for hours—the dull ache behind his eyes, the way his skin felt too tight and too cold at the same time, the exhaustion that went deeper than bone. He'd ignored it, of course. Pushed through it the way he always did. There were babies to hold, Nilicher to check on, Caleb to support. There was work to do.

His body had other plans.

By midday, the chills hit hard enough that he couldn't hide them anymore. His hands trembled as he tried to review a patient chart, his vision blurring at the edges. He gripped the armrests of his wheelchair, willing himself to focus, but the fever was relentless—burning through him like wildfire, demanding rest he refused to give.

Dr. Thorne found him in the hallway outside the delivery wing, hunched over his chair with his head in his hands.

"Liniarith."

Her voice was sharp, clinical, the tone she used when she wasn't asking—she was telling.

He looked up, his green eyes glassy with fever. "I'm fine," he said automatically, his accent thick and rough. "Just need a moment—"

"You're burning up." She crouched down beside him, pressing the back of her hand to his forehead. Her expression tightened. "You've been running on adrenaline for three days straight. Your body's shutting down."

"I cannae leave—"

"You will leave," Dr. Thorne interrupted, her tone brooking no argument. "You're no good to Nilicher or those babies if you collapse. You need rest. Real rest. Not sitting in a chair beside a hospital bed pretending you're fine."

Liniarith opened his mouth to argue, but another wave of chills hit him hard enough that his teeth chattered. He closed his eyes, breathing through it, hating the weakness in his own body.

"Go home," Dr. Thorne said quietly, her voice softening just slightly. "Sleep. Recover. We'll call you if anything changes."

He wanted to refuse. Wanted to stay. But the fever was dragging him under, and he knew—knew—that she was right. He couldn't help anyone like this.

"Aye," he whispered finally, his voice barely audible. "Aye, I'll go."



The journey home felt longer than it should have.

Liniarith rolled his wheelchair through the familiar corridors of the hospital—past the delivery wing, past the nurses' station, past the waiting room where his family had gathered just days ago. Every turn of the wheels felt heavier than the last, his arms trembling with the effort.

By the time he reached the parking area and transferred into his modified carriage, he was shaking so hard he could barely grip the reins. The fever had settled deep into his bones now, making everything ache, making the world feel distant and unreal.

The ride home was a blur of cold air and feverish thoughts. He kept seeing flashes of the birth—Nilicher's scream, the babies' first cries, the moment her heart stopped and the world tilted sideways. He kept feeling the weight of Theril in his arms, the softness of Lerom's hair, the overwhelming reality that he was a father now.

He was a father.

And he was going home alone.

The thought settled in his chest like a stone.



When he finally pulled up to the house, the first thing he noticed was Jon's addition.

The new wing extended from the main structure—warm stone and timber, built to match the rest of the house but distinctly separate. Its own entrance. Its own space. A place that said you belong here in a way that guest rooms never could.

Liniarith sat in the carriage for a long moment, staring at it.

They'd finished it while he was at the hospital. While Nilicher was giving birth. While the world was falling apart and coming back together. The builders had worked through it all, and now it stood complete—a testament to the family they were building, the life they were creating.

Jon had a home now. A real one. Not a borrowed room or a temporary shelter. His home.

Liniarith felt something tighten in his chest—pride, maybe, or gratitude. Jon had fought so hard to get here. Had chosen them over his father's legacy. Had stood by Nilicher through everything.

He deserved this. Deserved to know he wasn't going anywhere.

Liniarith climbed down from the carriage carefully, his movements slow and deliberate as the fever made his limbs feel like lead. He transferred back into his wheelchair, locked the wheels, and rolled up the ramp toward the front door.

The house was quiet when he entered.

Too quiet.

No Caleb calling out a greeting from the kitchen. No babies crying. No footsteps or laughter or the warm hum of family filling the space.

Just silence.

Liniarith rolled through the entryway, past the living room, down the hallway toward the bedroom. Every turn of the wheels echoed in the emptiness. The house felt bigger somehow—hollow in a way it never had before.

He'd lived here for years. Had built a life here with Caleb. Had filled these rooms with love and laughter and the quiet comfort of home.

But now it felt wrong. Incomplete.

Because his family wasn't here.



The bedroom was exactly as they'd left it—bed neatly made, Caleb's books stacked on the nightstand, the faint scent of cedar and soap lingering in the air. Liniarith rolled his chair up beside the bed and locked the wheels in place with practiced ease.

He'd done this a thousand times. Knew the exact angle, the exact pressure, the way to shift his weight and transfer from chair to mattress without losing balance. It was second nature now—part of the rhythm of his life, the reality of his body.

He pulled himself onto the bed, his arms trembling with the effort, and settled back against the pillows with a low groan. The fever was worse now—burning through him, making his skin feel too hot and too cold at the same time.

He closed his eyes, breathing slowly, trying to steady himself.

But his mind wouldn't stop.

He thought about Theril and Lerom—so small, so fragile, so perfect. He thought about the way Theril's eyes had blinked open, curious and watchful. The way Lerom had latched onto Nilicher, nursing with quiet determination.

He thought about Nilicher—exhausted and radiant, her heart stopping and starting again, her magic surging through the hospital like wildfire.

He thought about Caleb—his husband, his love, his partner—sitting beside the babies with tears in his eyes, finally holding the sons they'd fought so hard for.

And he thought about the full moon.

Dr. Thorne had been insistent. The babies needed to stay at the hospital during the full moon. Nilicher would transform—her wolf unpredictable, her magic wild, her body no longer her own. The babies couldn't be near her. It wasn't safe.

That meant Liniarith and Caleb would stay at the hospital too. Would spend the night in one of the family rooms, holding their sons, keeping them safe while Nilicher transformed alone in a reinforced room down the hall.

It was the right call. The only call.

But it still felt wrong.

Liniarith's hand curled into the blanket, his fever-bright mind spinning through logistics and emotion in equal measure. They'd need supplies—bottles, diapers, blankets. They'd need to coordinate with the hospital staff. They'd need to make sure Nilicher knew they weren't abandoning her, that they'd be right there, just down the hall.

They'd need to survive their first full moon as a family.

The thought was overwhelming. Terrifying. Impossible.

And yet—they'd do it. Because they had to. Because their family was worth it.

Liniarith's eyes drifted shut, the fever pulling him under into restless, scattered dreams. He saw Theril's red hair and Lerom's dark eyes. He saw Nilicher's wolf running through moonlit fields. He saw Caleb's smile and Jon's steady presence and the life they were building together—messy and complicated and theirs.

He saw his parents—Breana and Gerrick—standing in the distance, watching with quiet pride.

Ye did well, lad, his father's voice whispered through the dream. Ye did well.

Liniarith felt tears fall in his sleep. it was the firsts time his father told him directly that he was proud.
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​Chapter 7: Bloodline Curse
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Nilicher's shift was easier than the last time.

She felt it coming hours before moonrise—the familiar pull in her bones, the way her magic began to hum beneath her skin, the wolf stirring awake inside her chest. But this time, there was no fear. No resistance. Her body knew what to do now, had learned the rhythm of transformation, had integrated the wolf into the whole of who she was.

When the moon crested the horizon, the shift took her gently.

Her bones restructured with a series of soft pops and clicks—not painful, just present. Her spine lengthened and curved, her shoulders broadening as her arms shifted into powerful forelegs. Fur rippled across her skin like water—soft and thick, the color of moonlight and shadow, silver-white with streaks of gold that caught the light. Her face elongated into a muzzle, her teeth sharpening, her ears rising to points atop her head.

Her senses exploded outward.

The world became more—scents layering over each other in intricate patterns, sounds sharpening into distinct threads, her vision adjusting to see in shades of silver and blue. She could smell the antiseptic of the hospital room, the faint trace of Jon's sweat and leather, the lingering scent of her own blood from the birth.

And she could smell her brothers sons.

The wolf's head snapped toward the wall separating her room from the adjacent one. Her ears flicked forward, catching the faint, distressed whimpers coming from the other side. Her instincts roared to life—pups, her pups, separated, vulnerable—and she let out a low, mournful howl that echoed through the reinforced walls.

Behind her, Jon shifted.

His transformation was different—rougher, more deliberate, shaped by his centaur heritage. His body rippled and reformed, his powerful frame compacting into a wolf's shape but retaining the strength and size of his horse blood. His fur was brown and speckled, the pattern mimicking the dappled coat of his centaur form, and his eyes—still warm and steady—locked onto Nilicher with quiet understanding.

He jumped onto the hospital bed with her, the mattress dipping under his weight. He curled up beside her, his body pressing against hers, offering warmth and protection. His wolf form was smaller than hers—she was Alpha, after all—but his presence was immediate and grounding. I'm here, you're not alone, we'll protect them together.

Nilicher leaned into him, her wolf instincts recognizing him as mate, as pack, as safe. She let out a soft chuff of acknowledgment, her tail brushing against his flank.

And then her body shifted again—not bones this time, but something deeper.

Her wolf chest lay bare, her teats swollen and heavy with milk. The maternal pull overrode everything else—the exhaustion from the birth, the lingering ache in her body, the fear of what came next. All that mattered was her sons. All that mattered was feeding them, keeping them warm, keeping them alive.

She whined low in her throat, her ears flattening as she stared at the wall separating her from the babies.

Let me reach them. Let me hold them. Let me—



In the adjacent room, the twins were shifting for the first time.

It was terrifying.

Theril felt it first—a sudden, overwhelming heat that spread through his tiny body like wildfire. His bones began to crack and reshape, his spine arching as his limbs twisted and reformed. He opened his mouth to cry, but the sound that came out was a high-pitched, desperate yip—not human, not baby, something in between.

His vision blurred and sharpened all at once. Colors drained away, replaced by shades of gray and silver. Sounds became too loud—the hum of the hospital lights, the distant footsteps in the hallway, the frantic breathing of his brother beside him.

His skin prickled and burned as fur erupted across his body—soft and red, the same fire-bright color as his hair. His hands curled into paws, his fingers shrinking and reshaping into claws. His tail—already present in his human form—thickened and lengthened, covered in the same red fur.

He didn't understand what was happening. Didn't understand why his body hurt, why everything felt wrong, why he couldn't find his aunt's warmth or her heartbeat or her scent.

He was cold. So cold.

Beside him, Lerom shifted too.

His transformation was quieter but no less distressing. His dark brown fur spread across his small body, his ears flattening against his skull as his face elongated into a tiny muzzle. His eyes—wide and terrified—blinked rapidly as his vision adjusted to the wolf's sight.

He let out a thin, keening whine—hungry, cold, scared, alone—and tried to crawl toward his brother. But his limbs didn't work the way they should. His paws slipped on the blanket, his body too weak and too new to coordinate movement.

Both pups were shaking now, their small bodies trembling with cold and fear. Their senses were muted and confused—they couldn't smell their aunt, couldn't hear her heartbeat, couldn't feel her warmth. All they knew was that they were alone, and their instincts screamed that alone meant death.

They huddled together, whimpering and yipping, their tiny bodies pressed against each other in a desperate attempt to share heat.

But it wasn't enough.



Dr. Thorne stood outside the observation window, watching the pups with sharp, clinical eyes.

She'd seen this before—newborn werewolves experiencing their first shift. It was always traumatic, always disorienting, always dangerous. But these two were particularly vulnerable. They were only three days old. Their human bodies were still fragile, still recovering from the birth. And now their wolf instincts were demanding things their tiny bodies couldn't provide.

Warmth. Food. Mother.

"They're not going to make it through the night like this," Dr. Thorne said quietly, her voice tight with concern.

Beside her, Dr. Callahan—a younger physician specializing in supernatural pediatrics—nodded grimly. "Their body temperatures are dropping. They're burning through energy too fast. If we don't get them to Nilicher soon—"

"I know." Dr. Thorne's jaw tightened. She'd made the call to separate them for safety—Nilicher's wolf was unpredictable, her magic wild, her instincts untested with newborns. But now, watching the pups shiver and cry, she realized the greater danger wasn't Nilicher's wolf.

It was separation.

"You were right," Dr. Thorne said, turning to Dr. Callahan. "We need to reunite them. Now."

Dr. Callahan nodded and moved quickly, pulling on reinforced gloves and opening the door to the pups' room. The moment the door opened, both pups lifted their heads, their tiny noses twitching as they caught the scent of movement, help, maybe-mother.

Dr. Thorne stepped inside carefully, her movements slow and deliberate. She crouched down beside the pups, her voice soft and soothing. "Easy, little ones. We're going to take you to Nilicher."

She scooped them up gently, cradling their small, trembling bodies against her chest. Theril let out a sharp yip of protest, his tiny claws scrabbling against her gloves. Lerom whined low and continuous, his body shaking so hard she could feel it through the fabric.

"Shh," she murmured, holding them close. "You're safe. I promise."

She carried them out of the room and down the hallway toward Nilicher's reinforced chamber. Dr. Callahan followed close behind, ready to intervene if Nilicher's wolf reacted poorly.

But Dr. Thorne wasn't worried.

She'd seen the way Nilicher looked at them. She'd seen the fierce, protective love in her eyes—human and wolf alike
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