ter Twenty-Eight: A Moment With Zane

Shera POV:

The world around me momentarily faded, everything
reduced to the deep timber of Zane's voice, the
electrifying proximity between us, and the rhythmic
cadence of our breaths. As his words settled in, a playful
challenge dancing in his gray eyes, | found my heartbeat
drumming an erratic tempo.

"So, my brothers had their moments, huh?" Zane inquired,
a teasing undertone evident. "Seems only right | get mine."

His fingers lightly brushed the back of my hand, sending a
series of delightful tingles shooting up my arm. | raised an
eyebrow, a mix of amusement and anticipation. "

Zane, every moment you're around is... unique, to say the
least.”

| emphasized the last words, reminding him of the
whirlwind of emotions he often stirred within me. He
chuckled, the deep resonant sound stirring something
warm within my chest.

‘Unique, huh? I'll take that as a compliment. But really,
Luna,” he leaned in, his voice dropping to a sultrie
don't you think it's time for us to... reconnect?”




onnect? We've never really been disconnected, Zane.
It's just... everything's so complicated now."

He tilted his head, studying me intently, as if trying to
decipher an intricate puzzle.

“Then let's simplify it,” he said, his voice soft yet firm. "
One step at a time. One moment at a time."

| sighed, running a hand through my hair.
It's not that easy, and you know it."

Zane moved closer, the warmth of his presence wrapping
around me like a comforting blanket.

Nothing worthwhile ever is, sunflower,” he whispered, his
breath caressing my cheek. "But I'm willing to try if you are.

| took a deep breath, lost in the maelstrom of feelings, the
challenges that lay ahead, and the love that, despite
everything, remained unwavering.

"Alright,” | whispered back, "one step at a time."

The promise of new beginnings, understanding, and

air around us was thick with anticipa
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Taking his offered hand, | nodded, appreciative of the
attempt to lighten the atmosphere. The feel of his fingers'
intertwined with mine was familiar yet different, like
revisiting a childhood home after years. It felt comforting,
and | found myself seeking solace in that simple gesture.

As we began to walk side by side, the lush woods of the
Red Moon Pack territory surrounded us. The tall trees
acted as sentinels, their leaves whispering secrets to the
wind. Every so often, a bird would chirp, adding its melody
1o nature’'s symphony

Zane, ever observant, caught my lingering gaze on a
particular cluster of wildflowers, their petals swaying with
the breeze. He bent down and picked a handful, offering

them to me

"For our sunflower,” he said with a smirk, reminding me of
our playful banter

Accepting the flowers, | felt a rush of nostalgia.

"You always had a way with gestures, Zane," | commented
softly.

He looked at me, his gray eyes reflecting the dappled
sunlight.
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rip on my hand tightened reassuringly. .

“Then we'll navigate it together, and If one of ug gets humh
the other will be there to heal the wound."

We continued our walk in comfortable silence, letting the
serenity of nature wash over us, Every so often, Zane
would point out a particular spot, reminiscing about a
shared memory or an adventure the pack had
experienced. His storles brought laughter, sometimes
tears, but each one was a testament to the life we'd once
known, and the life we were trying to rebuild

AS the sky began to adopt hues of twilight, casting long
shadows across the lorest floor, Zane stopped at a small
clearing. Inits center stood a massive oak lree, its
branches stretched out like welcoming arms. He
motioned for us 1o sit at its base, our backs resting
against the sturdy trunk, Taking a deep breath, Zane

began,

"Phera, this tree  it's seen centuries. IU's been through
storms, endured harsh winters, yet it stands tall, its roots
deep and unyielding | want us to be like this lree—strong,
resilient, and ever-growing. | know the mistakes we've
made, the pain we've caused. But | also believe in the IOVe
that binds us, the roots that run deep. Give me, \
chance to nurture it back to life."

His heartfelt confession resonqiqg Jo
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"I began hesitantly, 'l want to believe, to hope
the shadows of the past still loom large. We have a |

wayto go.”
He nodded, understanding evident in his gaze.

I know. But every journey begins with a single step. And
this,” he motioned to the space between us, "is ours,”

Zane's gaze never wavered from mine. The intensity of hig
eyes, deep pools of liquid silver, seemed to pierce
through the layers of my defenses. With each passing
second, it felt like we were delving deeper into an
uncharted realm, a place where vulnerabilities became
strengths and pain paved the way for healing

The gentle rustling of the leaves created a serene
backdrop to our moment, a subtle reminder that even
amidst life's tempests, nature continues its harmonious
dance

| found my voice, albeit trembling.

‘There are so many unsaid words, Zane. Moments we've
lost, times |'ve ached to understand why. Why things
happened the way they did. Why our paths diverged so
sharply when they felt destined to be entwined."

Zane's thumb traced gentle patterns on the bac
hand, grounding me. ‘
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“But the fear remains, Zane. The fear that history mig 1‘:
repeat itself. That we'll once again find ourselveson =

opposing ends of a divide, a chasm too wide to bridge."

He sighed deeply, a mixture of frustration and
understanding.

‘I won't lie and say the path ahead is clear. There will be
challenges, hurdles that might seem insurmountable. But
what | can promise is this: Every step of the way, I'll be
right beside you. If you stumble, I'll catch you. If you lose
your way, I'll guide you back. Because our love, our bond,
it's worth every trial."

| was taken aback by the raw emaotion in his voice, the
unwavering determination. Here was a man, a powerful
Alpha, laying bare his heart, showcasing his

vulnerabilities. It was a testament to the depths of his
feelings, the lengths he was willing to go to for us.
Drawing a shaky breath, | met his gaze head-on.

‘| want to trust again, Zane. To believe in us. But it'll take
time.”

every second.”
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the moon's gentle caress. Each step we took was
syncopated with the symphony of the night - the chirping *
of the crickets, the distant hoot of an owl, and the soft
rustling of leaves, all merging to create nature's own
lullaby.

Zane, with his robust physique, was a warm and solid
presence beside me. His arm, wrapped securely around
my waist, made me feel safe, cherished. Yet, beneath that
surface touch, there lay layers of emotions. Every
heartbeat, every subtle shift in his posture, told tales of
yearning, hope, and silent promises of a better tomorrow.

We strolled at a languid pace, allowing the night to
envelop us, letting our shared memories play out in our
minds. The light from my house grew progressively
brighter as we approached, casting a golden halo that
seemed in sharp contrast to the cool silver of the
moonlight.

Pausing at the doorstep, Zane looked down at me, those
deep silver eyes reflecting a universe of emotions. He
cleared his throat, his usual confident demeanor giving
way to a momentary shyness.

‘Phera,” he began, searching for the right wog'-ds, '
moments with you, they're... unexpected. Lil(e
upon an oasis in a desert."
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The earnestness in his voice tugged at my heartstring‘_sl'i
Pulling him down gently, | brushed my lips against his
cheek, leaving behind a soft kiss, a promise of more
moments to come.

‘Life’s full of surprises, Zane. And with you, it seems,
they're never-ending

Pulling away, the mirth returned to his eyes.

Well, sunflower, just remember that every time you close
a door on me, I'll find a window."

Chuckling, | stepped back, retreating into the warmth of
my house

‘Goodnight, Zane. And thanks for the memories."

He winked, the moonlight catching the mischief in his
eyes.

‘Always, my sunflower. Always."
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