
AN - Rahki short stories are introductions to my urban fantasy novel series.  This one is set 

during Book 2 (Coppe) but shouldn’t spoil anything!  The word count is just over 1k.  I do hope 

you enjoy these Rahki reads! 
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The clan’s noise level downstairs didn’t help Jocelyn Lyall’s headache or her decision-making 

skills.  However, a new voice brought memories still coated with bitterness.  Tears had stained Aimee’s 

face the last time Jos had heard the woman’s voice.  Now, Aimee was gone, and she stood alone in her 

cousin’s place in more ways than one.   

“I want to smack her,” Jos spoke aloud as she had a million times in the apartment.  “I also want 

to smack you and that Lion.” 

Images of Aimee, Mia Rayner, and Nadya Kilsdova filled Jos with reluctant admiration.  “You 

were so excited when you called about them.” 

The room remained empty, but Jos didn’t need a response. 

“I was in Wyoming...yes, I know all of my jobs came from Nesti.”  Her family had taken care of 

her even after she’d left.  “You were meant to rule.  You’re the most like Nesti.” 

“So are you, Jos.”  Nesti Willene stood in the doorway.  “I didn’t want to be an Elder.” 



Slack-jawed, she watched her grandmother laugh.  Larger than life, Nesti had been everything to 

her and Aimee.  Nesti had shared the past while preparing them for the future.  A future built on Rahki 

honor.  Warriors were meant to serve and protect, and Bears were the most fearsome, of course.  The 

Takoarta also represented a mother’s love. 

“The person who wants to lead isn’t necessarily the best one to do so.” 

Jos grinned.  “Aimee never wanted to lead.” 

Nesti matched her smile.  “No, but she would’ve been a good Elder.” 

Jos nodded and tried to hold on to her grin. 

“You can choose to be a good Elder.” 

The door downstairs slammed and shook the framed memories on the wall.  Aimee stepped 

forward until Nesti stopped her. 

“Silence can be a leader’s best answer.” 

Jos bit her tongue.  Aimee had always done so, but it wasn’t a skill she’d learned.  The apartment 

door bounced off the wall and a bleach blonde scowled at them. 

“You should have stepped down ages ago.  Where is Aimee?  I want to talk to her.” 

Nesti didn’t bat an eye at her daughter’s demand.  “Mallory, Aimee is gone.  She made her choice 

as you did.” 

“You mean you ran her off just as you did me.  You were always jealous.  I could’ve done great 

things.” 

Nesti remained silent.  Bears weren’t known for being patient.  Jos felt her own emotions riot 

against her control.  Anger, guilt, and fear were a heady mix. 

“You claim to be helping Rahki everywhere, but what have you really done?  Do you truly 

believe a prophecy about an untrained kitten will save you?  You’ve gotten even crazier in your old age, 

Nesti.”   

Mallory made the Elder’s name a curse and Jos couldn’t stay quiet any longer.  “Nesti stood by 

Aimee.  What did you do for your daughter?” 



“Well, well, does the little cheerleader think she’s the new warrior leader?”  Hard laughter 

cracked lines over Mallory’s face.  “We both know you don’t have what it takes to have bested my 

daughter.” 

“Neither do you.  You ran away to pursue big dreams.  You abandoned your daughter.”  Aimee 

stepped in front of Nesti with her hands clenched.     

“Is that what Nesti told you?  You know nothing, cub.  She’ll never let you lead.  You’ve never 

been free and you never will be.”   

A second round of laughter grated on Jos’ nerves - emotions set her stomach to rocking with 

something much larger than butterflies.  Lessons shared first by Nesti then repeated by Aimee sprung up 

from her memories to calm her.  “Salmon swim upstream.” 

Mallory’s laughter died.  “It’s the instinctive call of home.” 

“It’s a willingness to fight.  You’ve always wanted control of our clan and Aimee.  Even as a 

child, she saw you for what you are - a petty, vicious cub.” 

Mallory opened her mouth, but Jos lifted a hand. 

“I’m not finished.  Those who want to lead don’t necessarily make the best leaders.  I don’t want 

to lead, but I will.” 

There was no time yet to consider how one decision would shift her whole world.  Jos smiled at 

Mallory.  “Leave and never return, cub.” 

Mallory didn’t leave – she charged forward, head down and teeth bared.  Jos spun at the last 

second and sent her attacker flying into the wall with a dull thud.  It was a move Mia had taught them.  

Mallory staggered forward, but Jos waved her off. 

“Salmon swim upstream, but this Bear has claws and I’m not afraid to use them.  Get out.  I 

won’t tell you again.” 

Mallory paled then smirked.  “This clan isn’t worth fighting for, but you’ve chosen the wrong 

side.  The kitten isn’t any stronger than you.  She won’t land on her feet and neither will you.” 



Jos waited until the door closed before turning to her grandmother.  “I’ll do my best to not 

disappoint you.” 

“Worry about disappointing yourself, not me.”  Nesti kissed her forehead then crossed the room.  

“You’ll make a wonderful Elder.” 

Jos couldn’t find any words as her still rioting emotions pushed bile into her throat.  Once the 

door closed behind Nesti, she raced to the bathroom and emptied her stomach.   

“I don’t think being a leader suits me.”   

After cleaning up, she returned to the living room.  Another picture caught her attention.  Mia and 

Nadya stood with her and Aimee.  The picture had been weeks before all hell had broken loose.  It was no 

longer only about ancient prophecies.  Rahki politics had disintegrated into infighting.  Discontent and 

danger were predicted by more than just the gifted orphan Mia protected.  Many believed war was coming 

and blood would be spilled.   

“I’ll make Nesti and you proud.”  Jos’ honor demanded she do the best she could for them and for 

herself.   

“I hope Mia lands on her feet because I don’t want to drown under a wave of change.” 

She was stepping into Nesti’s and Aimee’s footsteps, but she would do it her way as they had. 

“I am Bear, hear me roar.”     


