The night was quiet, the sun having just dipped under the horizon. Laying in the inner circle surrounded by her sisters, Anat tossed and turned sleep eluding her. It was not any of her normal problems, none of her sisters had rolled onto her, the babies weren’t kicking, she wasn’t horny… well no more than usual. No, she was just restless.
  There was something about tonight that was different, something heavy, something lurking. All that day the older daughters had been busier than usual, more nervous and on edge. Her mother especially had been at the center of it, a constant worried look on her face almost scared. She had asked what was wrong but each and every person had put on a brave face and told her everything was fine. She sat up in the bed with a frustrated grunt, her hands holding her gravid belly rubbing gently as she fumed. 
 It wasn’t fine. She knew it and they knew she knew it. They couldn't just pretend she was in charge and then leave her out of the important stuff. She wanted to help. Shaking her head, she started making her way out of the bed, carefully maneuvering her way around her pregnant sisters. Well, she wasn’t going to be getting any sleep. Might as well run to the kitchen for a snack or something. 
 She walked along the hall, her small feet making very little sound. Each door she passed increased her sense of wrongness. Dorms had far more empty beds than usual, daughters that should be there sleeping nowhere to be seen. What few were around seemed to be busy even this late at night, holding bags or gathering items. One was even at the fireplace burning papers. Hearing footsteps Anat ducked into the shadow of one of the statues of The Mother as three grim-faced Daughters rushed by quickly heading toward her bedroom.
 Almost frightened now, Anat hurried down the hallway. The kitchen light was on. a bright mote of comfort in the dark building around her. She stopped short outside the door, normally this time of night it would just be Maddie the cook prepping food for the next day, but she wasn't in there alone. A small group of Daughters had gathered around the cooking table with her mother at the head. “Are you absolutely sure?”
“Yes, elder Chione. Jane had been gone for over half an hour and I was worried. I went to the roof to see if I could see her coming back and they were everywhere!” The squirrel was almost in tears, doing her best to keep a level speaking voice.
Chione sighed; her hands clenched tight on the edge of the table. “How many?”
“I don't know. More than I could count quickly. I came right here as soon as I saw them but ma'am… they have guns.” 
The jackal sighed. “Sandbags and rubber most likely. Small comfort but not even Genesis can get away with a fully militarized private army. and the divine children?” 
“We’ve already started evacuating them to the garage next door.”
“All right girls! We knew this was coming. I want this place abandoned within 20 minu-” Chione stopped, seeing Anat for the first time.
“Mama are we in danger?” Anat was trying to be brave, but She had never seen her mother so worried and had never seen that the older jackal frightened before.
Chione knelt in front of her daughter, hand going out to caress Her girl's face before pulling her into a tight hug. “Yes, darling we are. You know how our branches have been going dark, the same people responsible are coming here. They want you and your sisters; we don't know why but we know they want to hurt The Mother.” Standing she carried Anat out of the kitchen, the other daughters rushing around them as she headed towards the front” We’re going to have to leave, right now. I need you to be brave and above all very quiet.”
Anat nodded, holding her mother tight as she saw several daughters carrying her sisters fall into step behind them. “These are the last of them Elder” Chione nodded and was about to reply when everything went to chaos.
The front door shattered with a bang. dark figures in vests and helmets rushing in quick and silent. 
Without missing a beat Chione turned on her heel, clutched Anat to her chest and broke into a dead sprint towards the stairs. Despite her current position Chione Have not lost the physique her days in security had built. The other Daughters scrambled to keep up with the elder. The pounding of feet was the only noise until the gunfire started.
Anat watched over her mother’s shoulder as the first volley whizzed past them. Not many shots fired, not yet. But more of those figures were coming in by the second. And then it came through the door.
Anat’s blood ran cold as the monster entered, a head taller than the other figures it strode with a predatory grace. It smiled at them as they hit the stares, hungry eyes following them up as they used the railing to try to hide from the incoming shots. The monster was huge, it was naked… and it looked like The Mother.
The creature laughed at her look of horror before taking a step forward. When its foot hit the floor a wave of… something washed over the room. Suddenly Anat wanted the thing to catch them. Why were they running? Wasn't it her job to serve The Mother why were they running from her? But this thing wasn't The Mother. It was wrong, it felt so wrong.
Chione’s steps faltered as the other daughters around them slowly struggled to continue climbing the staircase, one even sitting down not yet willing to go back but not able to resist the need to be caught. The armored guards also seemed to get caught up in it standing listlessly as the not mother moved closer. 
Anat fought whatever it was as another wave hit them. They had to get away, it shouldn't touch them. Through it all kept moving slowly speeding back up despite that terrible feeling of surrender. Anat smelled blood, a thin red line leaking from the older Jackals mouth as she resumed running breath ragged. 
The not mother snarled, hungry eyes turning cold and black as it charged after them. It was so fast! Tearing up the stairs after them the distance was closing rapidly as Chione turned into the nursery slamming the door behind them. The fire escaped, they had to get out. Almost there.
 They hadn't gone 10 feet before the door behind them was torn off its hinges. The door sailing over their heads as Chione ducked crashing through several empty cribs. It was right there; it was going to catch them.
A yowl rang out through the night as a ball of furry hit the monster slamming it into the wall hard enough to cave in the drywall. Studd beams cracking as Sasha pinned the thing in place the leopard screaming her defiance into the creature's face. “No! You can't have them!” The nursery matron's claws digging into the things flesh as it balled up and kicked her away. 
The two titans circled each other, a predatory grin faced against raw rage. Anat felt her mother pick her up, rushing them to the window as the two fought behind them. Climbing through as they closed, the not mother sinking it's teeth into Sasha's shoulder the feline landing blow after blow into her opponents chest. 
And then they were out of view. 
The night air was cold on Anat’s bare skin, the clink of claws on metal accompanying the sounds of her sobs. “We have to go back, she needs help, we can't just leave her!”
“We can't, I'm sorry we just can't,” Chione dropped to the pavement. “You're more important love l, you and your sisters. Sasha knew that.” Crossing the alley she entered the next building, the garage almost empty, one single van remaining. The daughters and children inside seemed dazed just like the ones they had left behind. Could the thing get to them even here? Chione didn't want to think about it.
 Setting Anat inside she jumped into the driver's seat. The van coughed to life as the last of the daughters left their home.
_____________________________________
Nora spat onto the floor, the white gloss sheen of her teeth a stark contrast to the pooling blood. “Damn it.” The leopard who blindsided her lay slumped in a corner, not moving, barely breathing. 
The orca winced as she stood up, looking at the window. She couldn't catch them now. She might have been able to reach them from here, but waves like that were draining and the elder jackal had been remarkably resistant to her influences. In fact, they all had far more than a group of random civilians should be.
 Cursing, she walked back down the stairs, letting one of her team start to stitch her up. This was supposed to have been easy. She knew that this was the heart of the damned cult, but they had been planning this for weeks. No one should have known that they were coming. One fucking mistake and everything had gone to hell. “How many of them?” 
“That we captured? 5 ma'am and about a dozen cult members.”
Nora growled. only five? There should have been dozens, What an absolute failure. She could hear her mother's voice laughing at her from the back of her skull. It had never gone away, constantly watching her, judging her. The nagging feeling in the pit of her stomach that she wasn't ever going to live up to her predecessor. 
Well, if it wanted to watch her then let it. She had five new sisters to break in…
