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Arthur

The shockof cold fingers coming to rest on my bare abdomen snapped me

unwelcomely out of my sleep. I turned my head and my face fell into a mess of

tangled brown hair that was not my own. A beam of morning sunlight shone through

a gap in the curtain, somehow managing to spotlight just my eyes. I squinted,

cringing. In the confusion of my rude arousal, it took me a moment to remember just

who it was that I was sharing my bed with, and with some hesitation, I carefully

parted the frazzled curtain to take a peek at herface.

As the fogof sleep cleared from my mind, the memories of the night before returned

to me.Ah, that’s right. Miss Melany Dewall, heiress of the Rose ClawClan.

The very firsttime I’d met Melany, I was six years younger. It was at a family

function, my parents had invited all the biggest wolf clans to attend, and I’d told

myself I would have her—at least for a night. Certain circumstances ruined those

prospects that night, so when she contacted me two days ago and told me she’d be

coming through Wolfheart for a charity function, I’d nearly forgotten who she was.

Seemed I’d made more of an impact on her than she had on me, but six years could

do that, especially when there were so many other brunettes inbetween…

Melany snorted in her sleep.I was awake, fog cleared. Now that the chase was over,

the thrill and all existing desire was fading at breakneck speed. I just wanted her out

of my bed. I reached up to tap the touch panel on the headboard above my pillow, and

electronic motors began to whirr, drawing open the curtains and flooding the room

with light. I shifted my body to pull myself out of bed when Melany stirred, pushed

her hair out of her face, and smiled atme.



“Good morning, darling,”she said, and I cringed.Darling?No, no, no. Then I felt her

fingers make an unwanted approach to my morning erection. I gasped, not out of

pleasure.Why the hell does she have such coldfingers?

Ipulled my hips back,withdrawing my package from her clutches, and slid out from

under the covers. I walked over to the window, the sunlight prickling my naked skin,

and pulled on a shirt and pair of slacks that were hanging off the back of a chair.

Melany’s bra lay strewn across the seat of the chair, her panties and skirt crumpled up

on the ground next to it. She sat up in my bed and stared at me, holding the sheets up

to cover herchest.

“Ican arrangefor a car to take you back to your hotel,” I said, looking out the window.

In the gardens down below, I saw my five-year-old nephew, Kota, sprinting around in

his wolf form as my brother Christophe chased him. I smiled. His paws still seemed

too big for his body and he was clumsy, but the little sprout was growing fast. Even

after five years, it still was hard for me to believe my older brother was mated with a

kid. Hell, it was hard to believe thatallof my brothers were mated with kids. I was the

last Luna standing. As the second eldest alpha, I wasn’t used to having this kind of

attention turned to me. The pressure had always been on Christophe, for being the

eldest and the heir to our family name; and on Vander, because he was the sole

omega of the family. There weren’t many expectations placed on me, and unlike my

youngest brother, Loch, I knew how to keep my parentssatisfied.

Lochand I were similar in a lot of ways—at least before he’d gotten married. We had

similar appetites for girls, though I may have been a little bit hungrier than him. We

both had disdain for the rules of highborn life, but the difference was that I at least

acknowledged the game and how to play it to my advantage. I’d been a diligent

student. I followed our customs and, for the most part, kept my reputation clean. Most

knew about my ways with women, and though I’m sure it wasn’t approved of by a lot

of the hoity-toity types in the highborn circle, I at least would never do

anythingdishonorable.



“Aren’tyou going to at least offer me breakfast?” Melany asked with asmile.

“Iwould,but I’ve got commitments.” Breakfast was out of the question. Anything that

would imply or encourage any emotional involvement was out of the question. And I

did have acommitment.

“Oh,”she said flatly, and slipped out of bed. I watched her move through the room,

gathering her clothes, the morning sunlight hugging the curves of her naked body.

She was beautiful, with the kind of slender frame that I liked. Last night, the thrill of

seeing her naked would’ve given me a hard-on right away. Right now, I felt nothing.

The thirst had been quenched. The want wasgone.

“Would you like some coffee?”I asked. “I can have some ready for you in thecar.”

“That would be nice,”she said, stepping into her clothes. “Help zip meup?”

Idid,and then picked up the house phone on my desk and hit the number to dial

Stephen, our head of staff. “Stephen, have a car readied for my guest, please? And

have a cup of coffee waiting inside,too.”

“I’ll letyou know the next time I’m in town?” she said as I walked her down to the

front door. Stephen was waiting by the car, and he opened the back door forher.

Ismiled and nodded.“I had a wonderful time with you last night,” I said. I could see

she wanted to kiss me, but she restrained herself and left a light peck on my cheek

before getting into the car. Stephen shut the door behind her, and the driver pulled the

car away. I watched until it had disappeared from sight down the long driveway out

of the Lunaestate.

Iexhaled,and rolled up my sleeves. “Don’t give me that look, Stephen,” I said. I could

see he was looking at me with a sliver of amusement. Of anyone in this house,



Stephen knew my triumphs the best. Being the head of house staff, he’d helped me

hide enough of them back in pre-academy when having a girl overnight at the house

would’ve been a horrible offense. Now I was thirty-two. Having a woman over

wasn’t such a breach in family protocol, and Stephen had seen all the faces who’d

comethrough.

“Idon’t haveany idea what you mean, sir,” he said,smiling.

“Sure,you don’t. Do I have time for breakfast before theceremony?”

“Of course.There’s food waiting in the diningroom.”

Ashrill howlof excitement pierced the air, and little Kota sprang around the front of

the house, still in his wolf form. He sprinted at me as fast as he could and then

jumped, shifting mid-air back into his little five-year-old human form. I caught him in

my arms and lifted him uphigh.

“Woah there, kid.”

Kota giggled,kicking his legs in the air. “Spin me around, UncleArthur!”

Ididas I was told, and did a quick twirl on the ball of my foot with Kota held over my

head. He laughed and squirmed, and I set him back on the ground. Christophe jogged

around the corner, and Kota toddled over to him, wrapping an arm around his leg. My

brother was only a year older than me, but it’d always felt like he outpaced me in

maturity and grace by a decade. He’d grown up with the weight of responsibility on

his shoulders, and two years ago he’d assumed his right as leader of our clan, the

Crescent Moons, after our fatherabdicated.

It wasa natural transition for Christophe. I knew he had some doubts about it, but it

was obvious that leading was what he was meant to do. I’d graduated from the same



school as him, the Dawn Academy’s Alpha Leadership College, but I was far less

suited for the work than him. I’d chosen the Leadership College simply because it

sounded better than the other options. The healing arts were beyond my level of

intelligence, and I wasn’t cut out for the fighting arts. How could I be? I was a lover

bynature.

“Good morning, Arthur,”Christophe said, picking up his son under one arm. “Was I

seeing things, or did you just whisk someone away into a car? Who was it thistime?”

“Melany Dewall,”I said plainly. “Do you rememberher?”

“Of course.Rose Claw Clan. I had a clan meeting with her father last month. She’s a

smart girl. She’d be a good match,Arthur.”

“Smart, but boring,”I said. “And she has coldhands.”
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Kota squirmedout of Christophe’s arms and shifted. He dropped to the ground in his

wolf pup form and sprinted back towards thegardens.

“Hey!”Christophe called after him. “Don’t get too worked up, Kota. You’ve got a

Teller ceremony to attend to,remember?”

The little boydidn’t seem to hear him, and bounced around in the grass and bushes,

snapping at leaves with hisjaws.

“Come on,Arthur. Isn’t it time you met someone? Settleddown?”

“Imeet plenty,”I said, smiling. “I haven’t got any interest in settling down. What’s the

point? It’s not for me, and I don’t have any obligation to. The Luna brothers who

need to settle are settled, and Mom and Dad arehappy.”

“Oh,I think they’d be a little happier to know all of their sons were mated,” hesaid.

Ilaughed.“Is this what the head of the clan wants me todo?”

“No,”he shrugged. “Just a brother looking out for his younger brother’shappiness.”

“Christophe.You don’t think I’m happy? I’m living exactly the way I want to. You

should knowthat.”

“Feelings change.I mean look atme. A father, mated to the love of my life, and never

been happier. You’re telling me you don’t want the family life? You could have this.”

He gestured over to where his boy was playing, and his expression changed as Kota



did a circle around one of the rose bushes, lifted his hind leg, and peed. “KOTA!”

Christopheshouted.

“I’m weeing, Dad!”Kota yelledback.

“I’m good,”I told my brother, and patted him on the shoulder. “I’m going inside to

grab somebreakfast.”

“The others should be here soon,”hesaid.

“The Luna clan, all together again!”

With all ofmy brothers mated and living their own lives raising children, it’d become

rare for us to all come together. In fact, it’d been a year since the last time the entire

family had gathered. That time had been for Kota too, his first shift ceremony. Today

we were taking him for his Teller ceremony, a tradition for a five-year-old where he

would be blessed and have his future read by the clan shaman, or “Teller”. I went

back inside. Stephen was waiting at the entrance to the dining room, and he pulled

open the door for me as I approached. Mom and Dad were seated at the long table,

chatting over plates ofbreakfast.

“Good morning,”I announced before diverting my attention to the buffet table. After

filling my plate with a healthy portion of food I took a seat. My parents stopped their

conversation and turned tome.

“Didyou have someone over last night, Arthur?” Momasked.

Ilooked up in surprise,swallowing down my mouthful of porkchop.

“Idid,”Isaid.



“And?”shesaid.

“And…?”I repeated. I wasn’t used to having my parents, much less my mom, ask

about the women I brought over. It wasn’t exactly proper of me to be sleeping around

so much, but given I did it discreetly and within the confines of the Luna estate,

there’d always just been an unspokenunderstanding.

“How did it go?”

“It went fine, Mom,”I said. “Everything’s working as it should, thank you forasking.”

“Anyone notable?”she asked. “The potential of somethingmore?”

Dad lookedat me with interest, waiting for my answer. I looked back and forth

between them, feeling slightly perturbed by the sudden and unusual probing into my

bed life. I cleared my throat. “No.”

“You won’tat least tell us who itwas?”

“Out of respectfor her privacy, no. Mom, you and I both know you can’t keep

anything toyourself.”

“Oh,”she said, “So, she’s highborn,then?”

Isighed.“Yes. And nothing is gonna come of it. I’m not interested in a serious

relationship, you should know that bynow.”

“It’s going to become a problem,”Dad said. “Bringing so many different women

home, it’s going to affect your reputation eventually. As prodigious as you are.”

Hewinked.
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“Basch!”Mom shot him alook.

“I’ve already got a reputation,Dad. I wear it withpride.”

“That’swhat I’m worried about,” Mom said. “It’s going to affect your chances at

finding a mate. All your brothers are married, andyou—”

“And I’m livingmy life exactly how I want to,” I interrupted. “Marriage, children…

It’s not for everyone, and it’s definitely not for me. We’ve gone over this.” Mom and

Dad exchanged another look. I was beginning to feel a little irritated. “My work with

the clan is enough to keep me occupied. And my racing. Not to mention looking after

you two old farts, now that everyone else has movedout.”

“That’swhat the house staff is for,” Mom protested. “You don’t want to live the rest

of your life alone, doyou?”

“I’m notafraid of being alone, Mom. Besides, I’m highborn in one of the most

powerful clans in Wolfheart. Time alone is agift.”

At that moment,the dining room doors opened and in flew my young niece Alexis,

chasing after Kota. Behind the two children followed Christophe, his husband Mason,

my youngest brother Vander, and his husband Pell. Mom scooped Alexis into her

arms as Kota ran over to Dad and hid behind hischair.

“Let me down, Grandma!”Alexis squealed. “We’re playing ‘wolf and fox’! Kota’s

gonna getaway.”



“I’m the fox,”Kota announced, and Dad picked him up and plonked him onto hislap.

“You’recheeky like a little fox, aren’t you?” Dad said, pinching his cheek. I had to

smile—Dad was a serious man, a grizzled old wolf worn down by the years as

Crescent Moon leader. He only let this side of himself out around thegrandkids.

“Grandpa, stop!”Kotalaughed.

“I’mstarving!”Vander said. “Good morning. Mom, Dad,hello.”

He wentaround the table and gave hugs. Pell followed, hugging Mom and shaking

Dad’s and myhand.

“How’s things at the clinic?”I askedPell.

“Busy,as always. We’re getting a lot more wolves coming into townnow.”

“You’ve gained weight,”Mom said toVander.

“It’s all that bear food,”Vander replied, laughing as he and Pell went to the buffet

table to get breakfast. “It’s delicious, and I swear we eat till bursting almost every

night. Where’s Loch andTresten?”

“They just called,”Christophe said. They’ll be meeting us at thetemple.”

“Good morning,”Mason said to me, pouring himself a cup ofcoffee.

“Not hungry?”Iasked.

“Christophe and I already ate.We’ve been up for a few hours getting Kotaready.”



“I’m goingto give him a bath,” Christophe said. “He decided to go rolling around in

thegrass.”

“Idon’t need a bath,”Kotaprotested.

“Yes, you do,”Christophe said. “This is an important day for you, son. C’mon,

let’sgo.”

“Aww…I want to keep playing with Alexis. I want to show her the puzzle Aunt

Jennifer gaveme.”

“You’ll haveplenty of time for that later. Let’sgo.”

“Better listen to your father,”Dad said, setting Kota back on thefloor.

“So,”Vander said, grinning at me. “How’re things in the life of you? Still

chasingtail?”

Igroaned.“What the hell is with all the pryingtoday?”

“I’ll take that as a yes,”Vander said, and everyonelaughed.
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It wasnice having family back home. Admittedly, things could get a little quiet with

just the three of us and the house staff in this gigantic complex that was our estate. I’d

missed our family breakfasts, with all of my brothers here and Christophe fussing

over us all, playing the familywhip.

We atebreakfast and talked about our lives. Vander and Pell told us about the new

healing clinics they were going to open in downtown Wolfheart, and Mason talked

about the non-profit organization he’d recently started to offer assistance to lowborn

neighborhoods. I updated them about my work with the clan, assisting Christophe

with official duties and negotiations with other clans. It was challenging and

necessary work, but not anything I enjoyed. I did it out of duty as the second eldest,

not because it offered any kind of major enrichment to my life. What Ireallycared

about was motorcycle racing—wolf-cycle racing, to beexact.

What was the difference?Speed and ferocity. A regular motorcycle could be raced

with human response times, but a wolf-cycle required the reflexes of a shifted form.

The rider rode immersed inside the vehicle, fore and hind legs stretched out as if in

mid gallop. They were operated with delicate controls at each paw, and maxed out at

a speed three times faster than regular human sport bikes. The racing courses were

filled with treacherous obstacles that required split second reactions and heightened

senses. There was nothing like the thrill of the race, not even chasing a new woman.

My brothers were curious about my racing, but my parents were less than thrilled

about it so I tried not to bring it up around them. Still, it’d been a long time since I’d

seen them so it was hard not to get carried away when the conversation turned

tobikes.

“You should’ve seenthat race, Van,” I said, my voice trembling slightly with



excitement. “Insanity. Red Stallford and Vivian Elfang were leading the pack, I was

right behind them. We hit four hundred miles an hour in the straightaway. The

obstacles were coming at us like snow in a blizzard—so thick there wasn’t a single

inch for error. Red clipped his side on one of the pillars; thankfully it wasn’t bad, but

he was sent to the hospital with three broken legs. Vivian and I were muzzle to

muzzle by the end. I remember everything was just a blur, I was so damn focused on

that finish line. But, in the end, I was a better racer than her. Edged her out by

onemillisecond.”

“Igotta admit,since becoming a healer, your racing became less thrilling and more

nerve-wracking for me to hear about,” Vansaid.

“Our team treatedRed Stallford at the downtown clinic, actually,” Pell said. “I saw

the race. Hell of a finish,Arthur.”

“Thank you,Pell. Someone who understandsme.”

“It was terrifying,”Mom said. “And I can barely even keep track of what’s going on,

it’s so fast. I die a little bit every time you race. I wish you’d give itup.”

“Can’t giveup what I love most,” Isaid.

“If only you’ddivert that passion to a nice girl,” she said. “Or boy. We know lots of

eligibleomegas.”

“No, thanks,”Isaid.

“You don’t gofor omegas, do you, Arthur?” Pell said. “Whynot?”

“Not true,”Christophe said, coming back into the room with Kota, who was all

dressed up in his formal robe. “I remember when we were younger, in pre-academy,



there was one. What was hisname?”

Iblinked. “Perichor,”I said, a strange lump rising in my throat. “Perry.”

“Perry. That’s right.”

Vander,Christophe, and Mom then began to argue about the most eligible highborn

omegas in Wolfheart. Perry’s name hung in the air like vapor, slowly dissipating after

its momentary mention. Now I was recalling memories of Perry Houndfang, or when

I knew him, Perry Windhelm. Funny that Perry be mentioned now—it was because of

him that I’d discovered my passion for wolf-cycle racing. I’d immersed myself in it

to escape the memory of him over a decade ago. I guess it’d worked. I hadn’t thought

of him in years. Funny how someone who meant so much could fade to the back of

the mind. At one point in my life, he’d been all I wanted to think about. He’d been all

Iwanted. But he was gone from my life. Gone from this city. Gone for thirteenyears.

Christophe’s voicepulled me back to reality. “Arthur?”

Ilooked up. “Huh?”

“Iasked,will you be taking the car with us to the ceremony,or…?”

“Oh.No, I’ll take my motorcycle. I’ll be going to the trackafterwards.”

“Well,we’d all better getgoing.”

The wait staffcame in to the dining room and started to clear the tables, and we all

made our way towards the garage, where two cars were waiting, drivers standing at

attention. Stephen came up and handed me my riding gear. The family piled into the

cars, and I got onto my motorcycle and followed the caravan out of the garage. I

drove alongside them for a while, waving at my niece and nephew, who made faces



at me through the windows of the cars, before gunning the engine and taking off. Our

family had access to a special, private highway reserved for highborn clans, and

being completely empty of traffic except for our group, it was perfect for gaining

some speed on. I roared ahead, zooming down into a subterranean tunnel that traveled

directly into downtown Wolfheart. The orange tunnel lights flitted by in an increasing

rhythm as I opened the throttle. The engine’s cry rose to a fever pitch, and it felt like I

was flying. This was speed—but it was human-limited speed. Later on, I’d climb into

my wolf-cycle and get the real fix that I wascraving.

Itookan exit ramp that brought me out of the tunnel and into the city, and I was

greeted by the insanity that was downtown Wolfheart. Just what I liked. I pulled off

the private road onto the main one that led to the temple, threading around traffic like

it was a wolf-cycle obstacle course. The temple appeared out of the concrete jungle

like an enormous stone fang, a stark contrast of ancient architecture against modern

skyscrapers. The entrance to the temple was flanked by two enormous stone statues

of the legendary wolves who founded the city thousands of years ago. I swung my

bike between them and entered the parking lot. I was early, ofcourse.

After packing awaymy riding gear and putting on something a bit more formal, I

made my way up to the entrance of the temple. The place used to creep me out as a

kid. It was dingy and dark inside, lit with candlelight and thick with haze from all the

incense being burned. The priests only made it worse—they walked around in half-

human, half-wolf form, their gnarled old snouts protruding from beneath the

darkened shroud of hoodedcloaks.

Ilooked backover my shoulder when I heard the sound of a car rolling into the lot. I

smiled—it was my brother Loch and hisfamily.

“You’re here early,”I said, pulling him into ahug.

“Where’s everyone else?”heasked.



“On their way.I took thebike.”

“Ah, right. Should’ve guessed.”

“Hello, Arthur,”Tresten, his husband said to me, giving me a tight hug. Their ten-

year-old son Ian hovered next to Tresten’s side, his nose buried into abook.
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“Hey, kid,”I said, leaning over. Tresten nudgedhim.

“Ian?Your uncle is speaking toyou.”

“Hi, Uncle Arthur,”he said, and gave me a quick hug before returning his focus to

thebook.

“Sorry,”Tresten said. “We can hardly get him away from hisbooks.”

Ishook my head.“No, that’s great. He’s passionate.” I ruffled his hair, and he glanced

up at me from the corner of his eye and smiled. I winked athim.

“Let’s go inside?”Tresten suggested. “I’d like to make an offering in the temple

before theceremony.”

As we walkedinto the temple, Loch told me about his position at the Dawn

Academy’s Fighting Arts School as an assistant master. “Can you imagine that?Me,

as ateacher?”

“You’re more than qualified,”Tresten said. “Don’t sell yourselfshort.”

“Loch’s got a point,”I teased. “Would you really want a guy like him

teachingstudents?”

Loch laughed.“Oh, young me probably would hate me as a teacher. I don’t cut

anyone any slack. I’m strict ashell.”



“Really?Guess Dad rubbed off on you after all. You must be happy, Tresten, to have

your husband working alongsideyou.”

We enteredthe main hallway of the temple, lit by rows of hundreds of candles. Ian

finally emerged from his book, sticking close to Tresten’s leg, his eyes wide as they

looked around the cavernous space. Tendrils of incense curled from golden wolf

skulls, and the priests shuffled around paying little attention to us, murmuring prayers

tothemselves.

“Actually,”Tresten said, “the reason why Loch was asked to teach is because I’m

going to be taking a leave of absence.” We turned a corner towards an alcove where

several shrines were held; three small trees growing out from the stone, with chains

of gold hanging from their branches—the shrines for omega fertility and healthy

childbirth. Tresten shifted into his wolf form, stepped up to the trees, and lowered his

nose to the bark in tribute. I connected thedots.

“Hounds of Hell.Tresten, you’re pregnantagain?”

Loch grinned proudly.“We’re having anotherkid,”

“Guys,that’s fantastic! Congratulations to the both ofyou.”

“It was completely unexpected,”Tresten said. “But a welcomesurprise.”

We walked backtowards the entrance to the temple to meet the rest of the family that

would be arriving at anymoment.

“Another kid,”I said to my brother. “Loch Luna, family man and Dawn Academy

master. Never could’ve seen that coming ten yearsago.”

“Hey,I was always an awesome fighter. Just not the most disciplinedstudent.”



“Things change, I guess.”

He smiled.“You haven’t changed much, Arthur. From what I’ve heard, you’re still up

to no good. Breaking hearts. You sure you don’t want to settledown?”

“Ah,Hounds of Hell. Not you, too. Everyone’s on my ass today about my damn

lovelife.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.I’m not interested in that shit, you know that. Mom started even started

suggesting omegas… No offense,Tresten.”

“What’s wrong with omegas?”heasked.

“Nothing,”Isaid.

“Nothing,”Loch said, “except he won’t date them. You had a bad experience with an

omega, didn’t you? That old thing from when we were in pre-academy. You know

he’s back,right?”

Ihadn’t expectedto hear those words, and my heart jumped so hard it was in danger of

bursting out of my throat. I coughed. “Who told you that?” I said, trying to

soundunaffected.

“His younger brotherstudies at the Academy. Overheardit.”

At that moment,the rest of the family entered the temple, and Loch, Tresten, and Ian

went to go greet them. What had been just a bit of throwaway information to Loch

had completely rocked me. I was stewing in my thoughts as my body ran on

autopilot, moving my legs to follow the group as we moved to the room where Kota’s



ceremony would take place. Everything around me seemed to be moving in blurs

andechoes.

It waslike a hole had been torn into the wall I’d set up in my mind, and all the

thoughts and feelings I’d blocked away were gushing out of it. My heart was

pounding. I was in shock. How could those words affect me like this? I’d gotten over

all of this a long time ago. I’d gotten overhima long time ago. But I’d believed that I

would never see Perry again. We promised each other that we would break contact

forever. He was married. He lived far away. I’d never see him again, never have to

think about himagain.

But now,apparently Perry was back inWolfheart.

Of course,I was sure he came back occasionally to visit, but I’d never known about it.

I’d remained in blissful ignorance for these past years, believing that I’d never have

to think about him again. Now, suddenly, his presence was back in my mind, like an

emberrekindled.

Istoodin the darkness of the Teller’s chambers as Christophe walked his son towards

the blind old priest. A thick haze of incense and candle smoke surrounded me, and I

found myself falling into my memories, drifting back in time thirteen years to the

time when Perry Windhelm was still in my life, and when I was in love with

anomega.
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Perry

“Gregor doesn't knowyou’rehere?”

Dad paced back and forth,his eyes trained on the carpet. Jupiter played quietly next to

my chair, distracted with a little toy wolf. She was three, and had grown adept at

tuning out the arguments and serious conversations of adults. Our life back in Elclaw,

with her father, Gregor, made that an easytask.

“No,”I said. “I just took Jupiter and left. I’d hadenough.”

“Oh,”Dad said, pushing his gray hair back. I could see what was going through his

head—he was trying to think up of a way to make this “right,” to apologize to Gregor

and send me and my daughter back to Elclaw. Dad was just like that. He wasn’t a bad

person in any sense, but his mind was always on the status of our family name and

whether or not it was in “appropriate standing” or not. Our family got prestige from

being married in to the Houndfangs and their Silver Sun Clan, so me walking out on

my cheating bastard of a husband was a problem forDad.

“It’s not toolate to make all this right,” Dad continued. He was just talking to himself

at this point, giving himself reassurances. “Yes. You can call home and say that…

that I was sick. You came home to visitme.”

“Hounds of Hell,Dad. Are youserious?”

“Of course I’m serious,Perichor. And you should be too. This is your family’s name

you’re dealing with. If word gets around that you’ve walked out, that you two are



having problems… The gossip will be extraordinary, and I don’t know what I’ll be

able to do for youthen.”

“Idon’t givea damn about any gossip. I’m not going back, Dad. Not to a man who’s

been bringing womenandomegas into our bedroom for years. I never wanted this

marriage, but I gave it a fair shot. He had so many chances, and blew every single one

of them. Force me out of the house, or out of the family if you want. I’m not

goingback.”

Dad looked hurt.He leaned against the couch and rubbed his forehead. “I know the

situation is less than desirable, Perichor… But we’re highborn. You and Gregor are

bound under the seal of the high wolf clans. You can’t just leave. You have to

goback.”

“The longer Istay there with him, the faster my soul deteriorates. I’ll have nothing

left. I’m withering away, Dad. And our daughter, she’ll be affected too. She

alreadyis.”

It wasn’t justthe infidelity. Gregor could be an angry, hateful man, especially when it

came to interrupting his lifestyle. He’d never lifted a hand against me or Jupiter, but

he struck with his words and voice. The shouting matches were so frequent and

intense that many of our house staff had quit. I wish I could say that he was at least a

good father, but he hardly had a care to participate in our daughter’s life. The

Houndfangs were the wealthiest family in Elclaw, and Gregor basked in that lifestyle.

Extravagant parties. Competitive wolf-cycle racing. Traveling for “business”. And of

course, all the temptation that came with thosethings.

IguessI had to say that the cheating didn’t bother me so much. I might’ve thought I’d

loved him for a brief period when Jupiter was born, but now there was nothing. It was

the disrespect, and the example he was setting for our daughter. The irresponsibility,

the lack of character. And I was bitter that I’d been forced to sacrifice my life in



Wolfheart to be with him, to waste so many years of my youth suffering. There were

times when I wished he would change, and that maybe at least we could have a calm

life together. I didn't need to love him, but at least we could have that. Of course, that

wasn’t possible. That wasn’t who he was. But more than anything, I wished I could

just be done withhim.

“You’re here now,”Dad said, his expression softening. “So what else can we do? You

and Jupiter will stay here for as long as possible. But eventually, you will have to go

back. I’m sorry, son. I wish there was something we could do, but you and Jupiter

will be better off there than living in exile. I know you know this. So please, think

aboutthat.”

He was right.That was the worst part ofit.

The doorto the living room opened and my brother Dimitrius came in, towel draped

around his neck. He was a first year at the Dawn Academy’s Fighting Arts School,

and must’ve just gotten back fromclasses.

“Hey,”he said to us, and then crouched down next to Jupiter. “How’s my niece doing,

huh? You having fun,there?”

Jupiter looked up at him,smiled, and continued to play with her wolf. She was a quiet

girl and didn’t like to talk much to other people, exceptme.

“Everything good, Perry?”Dimitriusasked.

Ismiled,not wanting to burden my brother. “Everything’sfine.”

“You sure?You want me to beat Gregor up for you? Because I will.” He threw out

several rapid jabs and akick.



“I’m pretty surethe FAS wouldn’t appreciate that type of behavior from one of their

students,” I said. “But thanks. I wish it were thateasy.”

“If you wantme to babysit Jupiter for you, just let me know. It’s been a while since

you’ve been back home. You should have some time to check the cityout.”

“I’m not really herefor sightseeing,Dimitrius.”

“Iknow.But you’ve been through a lot. You should have some time to yourself.

Right,Dad?”

“Uh, sure. Of course.”

Dimitrius rolled his eyes.I knew he didn’t respect ourfather.

“Go,”he urged. “I know you want to get out and check things out. It’salright.”

“Fine, fine,”I said. He was right, anyway. Waiting around at home would just drive

me crazy. I was in limbohere.

Iwentupstairs to my old bedroom, which had long ago been converted into a study,

and changed my clothes from my suitcase. Next to it was Jupiter’s miniature pink

suitcase. I felt terrible. I wished I didn’t have to be here. I wished I didn’t have to run.

I hated that Jupiter had to be put through all this, and I hated that my father wasn’t

more helpful. I knew he was right, his hands were tied, but I wished he could’ve at

least been more supportive and understanding. If Mom were still alive, it would’ve

been the same way. She’d been the one to set up the damn arrangement with the

Houndfangs, and all because she felt our family was “too poor.” Not enough status,

not enoughmoney.
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It wasthe first time I was back in Wolfheart on my own in over ten years. Where

would I go? One place immediately came tomind.

The White TreeWolf-Cycle Track brought me mixed feelings. Watching the races

had been a great passion when I was younger, but my love for the sport had been

tainted because of my husband’s participation in it. Still, it was where I ended up

going, almostautomatically.

It was open race day,with amateurs and semi-pros taking to the track to practice their

runs. The huge stadium was only half-filled, but still bursting with excited energy.

It’d been ages since I’d been to a race, and my heart immediately began to pound as

the familiar smell of gasoline hit my nose, followed by the ghoulish whine of wolf-

bike engines. It was impossible not to get swept up in the atmosphere, in the

excitement of it all. It didn't hurt that White Tree was the largest, the most

complicated, and the most dangerous track in theworld.

When I was just gettingto know Gregor, I’d clung to his aptitude for bike racing as

the one possible saving grace, the one piece of connection that I thought we might’ve

been able to share. He’d ruined thattoo.

With plentyof seats available I was able to find a good position overlooking the track,

with clear views of the major obstacles. There was the Dog’s Eye, a series of narrow

vertical loops rising a hundred feet in the air; The Walls, a section of parallel walls

that required a high level of speed to maintain traction; and the most dangerous, The

Forest—a section after the final straightaway filled with scattered concrete pylons

that the riders needed to weave around at breakneckspeed.



I’d arrivedin the middle of a race. Different views of the tracker were projected onto

giant screens hanging above the stands, overlaid with information about the different

competitors. The crowd roared as the bikes exploded past the stands into the first

straightaway of the final lap. Two were neck and neck, with another two not

farbehind.

Hounds of Hell,they’refast.

Having not seena race in so long, I’d forgotten what it was like to see such speed. It

was invigorating, like nothing else. They seemed to be constantly on the verge of

being out of control, like they could pull apart or collide into the obstacles at any

moment, and every time they seemed just on the edge of disaster, they avoided it.

And the sound! The sound of the bikes was like the shrill howl of a banshee wolf,

underlined with a deep pulsing vibrato that shook your verycore.

It’d been sucha long time, but I was remembering everything. I was actually enjoying

myself, foronce.

The two leaderszipped into the Dog’s Eye, skirting the narrow loops with dizzying

precision. The crowd gasped—me included—when one of the tail bikes lost the path

and shot off loop, launching into the air like a missile. It soared high and then

exploded as the inner control pod jettisoned from the main body and floated back

down to the ground with the aid of two parachutes. Smoke drifted from the downed

pod as rescue teams rushed out to aid thedriver.

The leaders exitedthe Dog’s Eye unscathed, pushing into a series of hairpin turns that

crisscrossed up a steep hill. I was on the edge of my seat now, my pulse racing as fast

as the wolf-cycles on the track. The first bike carved ahead, pulling away just slightly

from the second rider. An “oooh” rose up from the crowd. The bikes hurtled onto

ramps that split the trick into a Y fork, curving upward so that they were vertical. It

was The Walls. They pushed their speed to maintain their climb and ride. The second



bike faltered a bit, and for a second it looked as if he was going to lose that critical

level of speed needed to keep the bike stuck on the wall, but suddenly, just at the last

minute, he corrected. The third bike didn’t miss his chance to take advantage of the

mistake. He zipped around number two, taking second place. This guy wasgood! I

realized I was biting my lip out of nervous excitement, a habit I’d forgotten I

oncehad.

They wereout of The Walls and into the final straightaway. I rose to my feet along

with the rest of the crowd—the most dangerous section was just ahead. The new

second bike managed to close the distance between him and the leader, bringing them

neck and neck. I found myself rooting for this guy, whoever he was. He was a clear

underdog, and a damn good rider. His bike shot forward like a steel blue laser next to

the leader’s crimson streak. The straightaway opened up into a field of a thick,

concrete pylons that increased in number as they neared the finish line. Many of the

pylons were charred and blackened from crashes. The riders split away from each

other, each looking for their own path through The Forest. There was no room to

slow down. Any decrease in speed to avoid a pylon would inevitably mean a loss—or

a crash. This was on the edge riding at its mostintense.

The red bikezipped a line through the pylons, avoiding them with exact precision.

Blue was the same. They were on opposite sides of the field, but it was easy to see

they were still neck and neck. The finish line was closing in fast. Would the victory

come down toinches?

The crowd wassilent in anticipation now, the stadium filled only with the whine of

the engines. Blue had a slight advantage… Or was it red? It was impossible totell.

Icringedas blue came close to clipping a pylon, swerving around it, its back tire

giving off a puff of white smoke.Shit. Had he just screwed himselfover?

Wait…



Blue was takingwhat seemed to be a clear path through the pylons, the best way to go

at what seemed like the fastest speed—until heincreasedhis speed. They were taking

their bike mere inches away from each pylon, hardly turning to avoid them. I felt

goosebumps prickle my skin as my heart skipped a beat. I’d seen this driving before.

No, more than that, I’d been intimate with this technique. I’d only known one driver

who’d made it theirsignature.

“Fuck yeah!”someone shouted. “Go,Luna!”

My mouth dropped open.No way.Could it really be him? But did I really need to ask

that? Who else could it be? Who else was named Luna who drove like that in The

Forest on the final lap of the race? I’d only knownone.

Arthur Luna.

My legs felt weak,and my body tingled with excitement, but this time it wasn’t from

the race. I hadn’t thought about Arthur for years. I hadn’t even heard his name

inyears.

Iwas stillin disbelief that blue bike down there could really belong to Arthur Luna,

but there really was no one else it could be. The Lunas were a prominent family in

Wolfheart. Not just anyone had that last name, and Arthur had been the only one of

his four brothers to race wolf-cycles.

The crowdaround me erupted into a roar. He’d won the race, but I was barely even

paying attention anymore. I stood transfixed, watching as the blue bike curved around

the track. All I wanted to see was who would emerge from the bike, but because it

was just an open race day and not an official event, the bike drove along to the pit and

disappeared into the underground bays. A new set of bikes immediately rode out, and

the next races began. Someone behind me cleared their throat, and I realized that the

rest of the crowd had resumed their seats, leaving me the only one standing like an



idiot. I quickly sat down, my heart still pounding in mychest.

How strange wasit that someone who’d once been so important to me had all but

completely left my mind? Maybe it’d been the trauma of our separation that’d forced

me to sacrifice my memories of him. If I traced things back, that time had been the

start of this life I was nowliving…

Arthurand I had met in pre-academy, at the Delson Preparatory School for Young

Wolves. We spent three years together there—two years and eleven months as the

closest friends, and one month as something muchmore.

Igotup from my seat and left the stands, going down into the auditorium where I

knew of a secret maintenance route that would take me down into the bike staging

area. I needed to see if it really washim.

The marriageto Gregor Houndfang had been arranged years before Arthur and I had

met. I’d never had a say in the matter, nor had I really questioned or objected to it. I’d

grown up knowing that I would marry into the Houndfang family, believing that it

was for the good of my family. I’d gone through most of my young life committed to

that duty, not concerned about love—I was already engaged, and I believed I would

never fall in love with anyone,anyway.

Ifoundthe maintenance route and slipped down it. I straightened my shirt and walked

with purpose, passing by a group of mechanics who didn’t even give me a second

glance. My pulse was racing now, soaring as fast as the pulse of pistons in a wolf-

cycle’s engine. I felt almost dizzy with excitement. What would I do if it was him?

What would I say? So many things were rushing through mymind.

Wouldhe want to see me? Would he be happy to see my faceagain?

His face…Even though it’d been so many years, I could still picture him in my



mindperfectly.
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Long forgottenfeelings were starting to bubble up as the memories of our time

together returned to me, and longing cinched tightly around my heart. It hurt. I

remembered how close we used to be, how Arthur had been the first person in my life

I’d felt truly understood me. No, theonlyperson. I’d never known you could feel such

comfort to be around another person until I’d met him. Everything was coming back

to me now as I rushed down thathallway.

Ipushedthrough the doors marked “Authorized Access Only” and emerged in the bike

staging area. Crews worked on bikes, filling the air with the echoing sound of ratchet

guns and tuning rods and the pungent smell of gasoline and hot rubber. I made my

way down the rows of bikes and their crews, looking for that bike, the blue one, and

the face of the wolf who was emerging from the depths of mymemories.

Irememberedwhen he’d confessed his feelings to me. It was a month before our

graduation. A month before I was to leave for Elclaw. A month before I was going to

be married. I remembered the confusion and anguish I’d felt—if only he’d told me

sooner, if only we’d had more time together, if only my family had been in a better

position, if only I didn't have to be married to a man I didn’t love. I’d fallen for my

best friend. I loved Arthur. I’d pushed him so completely out of my memories

because ofthisfeeling. This aching. It’d hurt too damn much leaving him. It’d been

like a deep and agonizing wound, and the mind does what it can to prune away

memories too painful to livewith.

Ifrozein my tracks when I saw the blue bike ahead. It’d just pulled into its space,

shimmering waves of heat still rippling from its cobalt surface. Three pit crew

members approached it, spraying it with water to cool its surface. There was a hiss as

the compartment door latch released and pushed open, and the door swung around to



the top of the bike, revealing the inner cockpit. Then I saw him. He stepped out, his

black fur shimmering with droplets of water caught from the spray, and he shook

them off before shifting back to human form. My heart caught in my throat as his fur

pulled back to skin and his paws became hands and feet. His muzzle shrunk, and his

wolf visage turned to the handsome features of the man from mymemories.

Hounds of Hell,he looked good. Time had brought ruggedness to his features, a hard

maturity he didn’t havebefore.

My curiosity was confirmed,and I should’ve just nipped it in the bud right there.

Going any further from here would be a mistake. Nothing good could come out of it.

But controlling impulses was never a strength of mine. If it had been, Arthur and I

never would’ve become lovers in the firstplace.

Two women approached him excitedly—apparently,I wasn’t the only one who knew

how to access this place—and they talked to him with stars in their eyes. I picked up

my courage and strode forward. The way he spoke to the women, I could see he was

used to this kind of attention. That shouldn’t have been surprising given his status, his

looks, and the fact that he had become a very skilled rider, but I remembered how shy

he used to be when I knew him. Obviously, time had brought changes for the both

ofus.

He caughtme approaching out of the corner of his eye and turned to greet me with a

cordial smile on his face, like he was greeting another fan. I saw the flash of

recognition in his eyes, and he took a step backwards like he’d been punched in the

gut. The smile disappeared and was replaced by a look of shock. We stood, just

staring at each other. The women continued to try and speak to him, but he wasn’t

listening. They looked back and forth between us, and then left, lookingannoyed.

“Hi, Arthur,”I said. “Long time nosee.”



“Perry…?”

Despite all theaching memories that had resurfaced, I had to smile. I was happy to see

him. Reallyhappy.

“Hounds of Hell.It’s really you,” he said. It sounded like he was talking to himself,

like he was convincing himself that this was real. I understood. It didn’t feel real.

Thirteen years, and I’d never thought I’d see him again. But here he was.

Herewewere.

“It’s me,”I said, matter-of-factly. I realized I was trembling. He stared at me, and I

thought I saw a flash of pain in hiseyes.

“What are you doing here?”he asked. “How’d you know I would behere?”

“Ijust cameto see the track. I didn’t know you’d be here. You raced well out there.

You’ve improved a lot since I last sawyou.”

Finally,his expression softened. A slight smile crept across his lips. “I’ve had a long

time topractice.”

“This is your bike?”I said, gesturing to it. “GX57 ‘Howl’. You always liked the

aggressivestyles.”

Next to a man,a wolf-cycle stood almost head height, its body about as long as a mid-

sized car. It had a stretched, jet-like cockpit window and a tapered end. Arthur’s bike

was angular, with sharp edges for aerodynamics. Looking at it, it gave the impression

of a wolf leaping at its prey. Arthur laid his hand against itsside.

“You still know your shit,”he said, looking impressed. “I’ve been driving this one for

the past four years. Killer performance. Amazingresponsiveness.”



“Iheardthey really worked out the kinks in the 56 model,” I said. “What a delicious

piece of machinery.” I went over to it and peered into the ventilation gap along the

side that revealed a portion of the engine. Arthur leaned in too, his face close to mine.

He pointed at the reflex valves running along the side of theengine.

“Damn right,they did. Increased shift synchronicity and a higher fuel flow-off. Three

hundred fiftytimes.”

“Incredible.No wonder you were able to pull off such precise maneuvers. I knew it

was you when I saw how you tackled The Forest. I recognized that driving

rightaway.”

“Mm.”

We both seemedto become aware of our proximity to one another at that moment,

and moved away. Silence passed between us again, broken only by the sounds of the

garage. He eyed me, and I felt my heart flutter nervously. I knew what was on

hismind.

“What areyou doing back here? In Wolfheart, I mean,” he asked quietly. “I never

thought I’d see youagain.”

“It’s nota story to tell in a place like this,” I said. “It’scomplicated.”

“Well,perhaps we should go somewhere where you can tellme.”

Suddenly,I was hesitant. Coming here was probably a mistake. Seeing him was

amistake.

“That might not bethe best idea,” Isaid.



“Why?Ah. Because your husband wouldn’t like it, right? Where is theguy?”
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“No,”I said, with a flash of anger. “He’s nothere.”

“Oh.”

Arthur gave me an intrigued look.Isighed.

“Itold you, it’s complicated.”

“And it’s beenthirteen years since I’ve seenyou.”

Iknewwhat I was getting myself into, coming down here to find him. It might’ve been

a mistake, but it was a mistake I’d made willingly. And despite better judgement, I

did want to tell him everything. I could’ve made it easy for the both of us and walked

away at that moment. It would’ve been cruel to show up like this and then disappear

again without a word, but in the long run doing that would be the wise decision. But I

wasn’t making wisedecisions.

After thinking for a moment,I asked, “Do you remember where our spotis?”

“Yes. Of course.”

“Then meet me there. One hour.”

“Fine.”

“Okay.”I looked at him, taking all of him in. I wondered what he’d gone through

these past years. Had he suffered like me? Or had he gotten along? I turned toleave.



“Hey,”he said, and I paused. “You aren’t going to disappear, areyou?”

“I’ll be there,”I said. “Our spot. One hour.” And then I turned and left, not

lookingback.

Arthur Luna,back in my life. This was not the turn of events I’d beenexpecting.
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Arthur

My motorcycle trembledbetween my legs as I cranked the throttle and tore out of

Wolfheart and into the forest-covered mountains that surrounded the city. I felt like I

was barely holding on. My mind was twisting, everything churning around like it was

caught in a storm of confused emotion. Perry had just walked back into my life, as

naturally as if he hadn’t been gone for thirteenyears.

What the hellwas he doing, coming and seeing me after all thistime?

Memories flashed through my head,ones that I’d fought to forget. Memories of days

spent in each other’s arms, convincing myself that everything would somehow work

out in our favor, and love would win, and Perry wouldn’t actually have to leave

Wolfheart to get married to a man who wasn’t me. I was young and naïve then. Just a

dumb kid who’d fallen head over paws in love with his bestfriend.

Why’dhe have to come and findme?

Shit.Why the hell was Icrying?

Iflippedup the visor of my helmet to let the wind dry the few tears that collected at

the corners of my eyes, and pulled my bike off the highway and into the trees past a

rusted sign that read “Golden Forest Proving Grounds.” Ourspot.

The old racetrackwas once where all the wolf-cycle races in Wolfheart were held, but

was closed several decades ago when the White Tree Clan sponsored the construction

of a new track to be built in the heart of the city, using new standards and obstacles



which brought Wolfheart into the competitive circuit. Until that time, Elclaw had

been the capital of wolf-cycle racing, and all the best riders were from there. My bike

had been designed there. Even though the Golden Forest track was no longer used for

competition and was technically closed to the public, riders continued to bring their

bikes there to practice for the real deal. Perry and I’d used to go there all the time. I

would do practice runs, he’d give me feedback and help tune the bike, and we’d

spend hours just sitting up on top of the old commentator’s box, watching other

racers run the oldtrack.

It was alsothe only place we could go to get away from the reality of our

situation—we were in a love that wasn’t meant to be. We could be together there,

away from the prying eyes of Perry’sparents.

Ihadn’t been backto the Golden Forest Proving Grounds since the day he’d left me. In

a way, maybe that was what’d rocketed me forward as a racer. I’d been forced to

spend my time at the White Tree track, riding alongside the pros and tackling a true

wolf-cycle obstaclecourse.

It was already approachingearly evening and the grounds were quiet. The rumble of

my bike’s engine echoed across the abandoned lot as I pulled in, kicking up a flutter

of fallen leaves in my wake. There was a single car parked in the middle of the

gigantic lot, and I left my bike next to it. Without the stadium lights to illuminate the

track, the place felt lonely and vast. The looming obstacles of the course were

silhouetted against the pale evening sky, dark shapes like the geometry of an abstract

painting. Up at the announcer’s box, I saw the sweep of a flashlight floating around

like a firefly. I took a breath, straightened my shirt, and started the climb up the many

stairs towards thebox.

This was crazy.Meeting Perry here again was crazy. Maybe I’d gonecrazy.

But no,as I climbed up the rusted access ladder and pulled myself onto the roof of the



announcer’s box, he really was there. He sat on the edge looking out over the race

track, his legs dangling over the side. The wind rustled his hair, carrying a swirl of

leaves up from the ground into a vortex around him. As if sensing my presence, he

looked back over his shoulder at me, brushing his blonde hair back from his forehead.

In the fading light, he almost didn’t look real. Like he was a spirit, orsomething.

“Tellme what the hell is going on,” I said, not moving any closer. Everything I’d

locked away was there, I could feel it smoldering on the edge of my mind,

threatening to break free again, and I was afraid to get pulled back into the madness

that was being so in love with someone who loved you back, but could never really

be withyou.

“Iran,”he said, his voice steady andclear.

“Why?”

“Because my husband is a cheating,manipulative, horrible pile of dog shit.

Everything you knew he’d be. I couldn’t stand to have him near my little girl

anylonger.”

Little girl.Perry had adaughter.

“So I ran back to Wolfheart,”he went on. “I’d tried before, but he’d stopped me.

Guilted me, threatened me, convinced me not to. Finally, I’d had enough and just left.

I took Jupiter and came back. So, here I am. Here for now. Until my dog shit husband

comes around to ‘claim his omega’ and haul Jupiter and me back toElclaw.”

Perry’s expressionwas steeled and calm, but I could hear the emotion burning in

hisvoice.

“Hounds of Hell,”I muttered. It hurt to hear this from him. I’d wanted to believe that



all this time, Perry had been living happily in Elclaw and that my intuition about his

then fiancé had been off the mark. Thirteen years. He’d been going through this for

that long? I felt a flame of anger flickering up in my heart, both because he’d been

hurt and because I hadn’t been able to do anything to help him. I was a Luna, a

member of the Crescent Moon Clan, one of the most powerful in Wolfheart—and it

hadn’t meantanything.

Iwentto him and without hesitation, wrapped my arms around him. I could feel him

trembling softly as he relaxed against my body. I hugged him tighter, silently willing

his pain away. “I’m sorry, Perry,” I said, and I felt his arms slowly wrap around me.

His warm and familiar scent instantly transported me back in time. I felt like I was

thirteen years younger. I closed myeyes.

“Fate is either kind or cruel,”he said, “for bringing me back toyou.”

We sat downnext to each other on the ledge of the announcer’s box and stared out

across the racetrack.

“Ican’t believeyou’re actually here,” I said. “It doesn’t feelreal.”

“Iknow,”he said, and sighed. “I hope you won’t be upset to hear that I hadn’t

intended to come to Wolfheart to find you. It really was an act of fate. I’m not here

with the expectation of anything from you. It just so happened that I went to the

White Tree stadium while you wereracing.”

“I’m not upset,”I said. “Can I be honest withyou?”

“You know you can.”

“I’d almost forgotten you existed.”



He looked at me,but I saw no offense in his eyes. “Because anything else would’ve

been too painful. I understand. I had to force myself to forget, too, in order for me to

live a normal life.” Perry looked away and rubbed his hands anxiously in hislap.
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“So…What are you going to do?” Iasked.

He shook his head.“I have no idea. My dad has been unhelpful. He’s as spineless

asever.”

“I’m guessingyour mom isn’t on your side either,huh?”

“Well,”he said, “No. She died four yearsago.”

“Oh,”I said in a tone of surprise that might’ve sounded a bit too pleasant. “Sorry,”

Iadded.

Perry smiled.“The world’s better off without her. Especially me and mybrother.”

“Dimitrius,”I said, “My brother told me he’s studying at the Fighting ArtsSchool.”

“Afirst year.He’s all fired up to become a master fighter,” Perrysaid.

“He was justa little kid the few times I met him. So… you have a kid,huh?”

“That’s right,”Perry said, a bright smile spreading across his lips. It was like his

entire aura changed at that moment, and I saw a glimpse of a Perry that Ihadforgotten.

“Jupiter. She’s my light, and the one single good thing that’s come fromGregor.”

“How old is she?”

“She’s three and a half.”



“She must be wonderful.”

He nodded.“She is. She’s a treasure.” Then that spark in his eyes faded, and I could

see the conflict stirring there like a churning grey sea. A thought came to my mind

that boiled myanger.

“Perry,he’s not harming you or Jupiter, is he? Has he raised a hand toyou?”

“No,”he said. “He’d never do that. He’s not that much of a monster, thankfully. Just a

man with total disregard for anyone buthimself.”

“Alright,”I said. I didn’t know what I would’ve done if his answer had beendifferent.

“I’m goingto have to go back to him,” Perry said. “After all this, Jupiter and I will

end up back there. I can deal with it, but I’m afraid for my daughter. She’s already

growing up in such a terrible environment. The arguing is one thing, but there’s the

gambling, the drinking, the whoring… He’s a wolf-cycle racer too, actually.” His

smile was sad now. “I never in a million years would’ve thought I’d come to feel

distaste for the sport, but… I hardly ever watch it these days. Yours was the first race

I’d seen inyears.”

“Hounds of Hell,”I muttered. “This all feels so familiar. It’s like… reliving those last

few weeks we spent together before you were sweptaway.”

“I’m sorry,”he said, placing his hand on the back of mine. “I hate that I’m unloading

all of this onto you, Arthur.” I felt a chill run up my arm, a shiver of excitement that

had long been absent from my life. All the women I’d brought into my bed, and none

of them could cause that reaction in me. “Being here with you like this, seeing you

again… I feel comfortable. This is the first time I’ve felt this comfortable in years.

Isn’t thatweird?”



“No,”I said. “I know exactly what youmean.”

The last glimmerof sunlight cast deep purple hues across the sky. My heart ached as I

remembered everything we’d shared, and all the memories I’d suppressed were fully

released. It felt like I was remembering a whole ‘nother life that I’d lived. I guess it

was. I was a different person then, and the man next to me was at the center of it.

Amazing, how a month could feel like a lifetime, and yet not enough time when spent

with someone you cared about somuch.

“I’ve really missed you, Perry,”I said. It wasn’t so much a declaration as it was a

realization, and I was surprised to hear the words as they escaped my mouth. “I didn’t

even know howmuch.”

“Me too, Arthur,”he said. I looked at him, and in the dusk light his eyes seemed as

deep as the sea. He gazed back atme.

Then,we were back thirteen years ago. Right here. This spot.Our first kiss. The first

time we made love. Ourgoodbyes.

His hand snuck into mine,and our fingers intertwined. I leaned in, and he met me with

his lips. His kiss sent lightning through me, waking up parts of my soul that I hadn’t

even realized had gone dormant. I’d shut him out of my memories for thirteen years,

along withthisfeeling. Hounds of Hell, I’d forgotten what it felt like.Love. I still loved

him. It’d been there, locked away all this time, unavailable to anyone else except for

the one man who had thekey.

Islippedmy hand around the back of his neck, drawing him closer to me. Our tongues

met, teased and intertwined. I felt a life surge between my thighs that I hadn’t even

realized I’d beenmissing.

“Damn,”Iwhispered.



“IthinkI’d forgotten how good a kiss could feel,” Perrymurmured.

Iwrappedmy arm around his shoulder and he rested his head onmine.
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What wasIgoing to do? After Perry had left Wolfheart, I’d spent so much time tearing

myself up over what I could’ve done or should’ve done to help him, but in the end,

none of it mattered because he was gone and I couldn’t change the past. Suddenly,

unexpectedly, I had anotherchance.

But what couldI reallydo?

And didI really want to get involved? I wasn’t the same person that I was back then.

I’d gone my own path, just like Perry had gone his. I couldn’t chase a memory of

what wehad.

“It’s getting late,”Perry said. He stood up, and my hand slid away from his shoulder.

“I should be getting home. My daughter is waiting forme.”

“You’re at your family estate?”Iasked.

“Yeah.”

We climbeddown from the roof of the building and made our way down the stadium

stairs to the debris-covered tarmac. Grass and weeds were starting to poke through

cracks in the asphalt, and birds hopped around picking at bugs in the overgrowth.

Give another ten years, and our spot would probably be unrecognizable. As we

walked out towards the parking lot, our hands hung by our sides, just a few inches

apart. I wanted to reach out and take his hand, but I resisted. I wasn’t used to this

nervous feeling. It was like I was eighteen again, full ofbutterflies.

Iswungmy leg over the seat of my motorcycle, my helmet squeezed underneath



myarm.

“You don’t needto worry about me, Arthur,” Perry said, standing by the door to his

car. “In fact, I’m sorry to have gotten you involved again. I didn’t expect that we’d be

seeing each other again, like this. So I think it’s probably for the best we let

thingsbe.”

Before it goes any further.I knew that was what he meant. But I’d tasted him again,

and felt the warmth of his touch. The den had beenopened.

“It’s too late, Perry,”I said. “For better or for worse, we’ve been thrown back into

each other’s lives. We’re gonna see each other again. I’m gonna take care ofyou.”

Itwistedthe key in the ignition and my bike growled to life, its throaty roar cutting the

quiet of this place. The way Perry looked at me, I could see that he wasn’t surprised

at my response. He knew as well as I did that there was nothing either of us could do.

We were together again. There was no going back, no ignoring it. I slipped on my

helmet. Jamming my boot onto the pavement, I opened the throttle and swung my

back tire around, burning rubber and kicking up an arc of pale smoke. Then I released

the brake and rocketedaway.

Life didn’t often givesecond chances. I wasn’t going to waste thisone.

* * *

Islugged backa whiskey and ordered one more. Loch sat next to me, turning his glass

on the counter. The lounge musician played something unremarkable on the piano as

people feigned interest to get away from their conversations for amoment.

“And he just showed up out ofnowhere?” Lochsaid.



“Yeah,”I said. “Appeared like a fuckingghost.”

“What are the odds,”he said. “Just after I told you I learned he was back. You don’t

think he’s trying…” He stopped himself, considering his words. “Do you trusthim?”

“Yes,”I said, without hesitation. “I know how it looks. Convenient appearance after

thirteen years, needing help. Perry isn’t like that. And he’s not asking for anything

fromme.”

“Okay,”Loch said. “Sorry. Didn’t mean to cause anyoffense.”

Ishook my head.“It’s a fair assumption.” I sipped more whiskey. I probably shouldn’t

drink this much, but I was trying to make sense of this wholesituation.

“Ididn’t realizehe meant this much to you,” Loch said. “You never talked about

himmuch.”

“Icouldn’t,”I said, swirling the drink in my glass. “It was just too much.” I sighed.

“I’m not used to feeling out of control, Loch. It feels the way I did back then. Out of

control. I need to help him, but I don’t know what I can do. He’s bound to this

marriage. It’s a bond that can’t bebroken.”

“The sacred oathisn’t easily broken, that’s for sure,” Loch said,nodding.

“It’sa good thing you and Tresten worked out, huh? You would’ve been in the

samesituation.”

He chuckled.“Don’t remind me. I understand what Perry must be going through. It

can only be worse as omega, though. To have your life signed away like that, bound

to an alpha you don’t love. Damn. Poor Tresten. He got stuck withme.”



We both laughed.“It really is amazing that it did work out,” I said. “Fortunate.”

“Fate worked in our favor,”Loch said. “I’ve learned to trust in fate. When it blows

good stuff your way, you gotta take it. And you know, I think it’s blowing your way.

There’s gotta be some way to dissolve theirmarriage.”

“Yeah,”I said, not sounding so sure. The sacred laws of mating and marriage went

back thousands of years. Omegas and betas belonged to their alpha. Once the rites

were performed, the bond was solid in the eyes of society—especially for highborns.

Omegas and betas risked being ostracized from their families and clans if they tried to

separate from theirmates.

“Iwork at the Dawn Academy,”Loch said. “I’ll ask some of my friends there to look

into the law ofit.”
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Inodded. “Thanks,”I said, not feeling particularlypositive.

Loch finishedthe remainder of his drink and patted my back. "I gotta go. We'll catch

uplater?"

"Yeah,"I said. After he left, I took my drink and walked to the huge window

overlooking the city. The Crystal Hound was an exclusive lounge in one Wolfheart's

tallest skyscrapers, and it certainly had one of the best views of the sprawl. The city

lights glittered like a carpet of stars below. I went over the events of the day in my

mind, still in a haze of disbelief. It felt like a dream. In fact, I'd had dreams just like

this—with him showing back up in my life. I closed my eyes, and I could feel the soft

press of his lips on mine. Maybe I shouldn't have kissed him, but it just felt like the

natural thing to do. Our lips were calling to one another. Our bodies were,too.

Iwanted him so badly.How could I help him? How could I rescuehim?

"You looklike you're having a rough day," a voice said. I opened my eyes. A dark-

haired woman with opal eyes smiled at me from a leather easy chair, her crossed

thighs hugged by a tight fitting black dress. She fingered a glimmering diamond

necklace as she sipped on a martini. I turned toher.

"Why do you say that?"

"Ican seeit in your face." She stood and walked over to me, her body all fluid lines.

She gazed out the window, and I caught a whiff of her perfume. It sent a tingle of

habit through my body—she was the kind of woman I would've gone for in an

instant. Sexy, sophisticated, forgettable. "Beautiful view," she said. "I'm surprised



I've never come herebefore."

"Mm."I wasn't really listening. Not like me. Normally, I would've focused my game

on her immediately, but rightnow...

"Let me get you another drink,"she said, gesturing towards my near empty glass. I

held it up and examined the remainder ofwhiskey.

"No, thank you,"I said. "I've probably already had enough todrink."

"Oh. Well, a water then?"

"Sure."

Iwalkedwith her back to the counter, where we both took a seat. She ordered another

martini and a glass of water, and I thought about Perry. How long did I even have

before he vanished from my life again? Before Gregor Houndfang came and stole

him away? I gritted my teeth as anger flushed inside ofme.

"Sometimes it helpsif you talk about it," the woman said. "And I'm all ears. My

name'sAva."

"Arthur,"I said, and shook her hand. "Look, Ava, I don't mean to be rude, but I'm

notinterested."

She smiled."All I'm looking for is some good conversation. I can't get it at home, so I

come here. That's all I want. No stringsattached."

Isighed,and then proceeded to unload the whole story on her. Normally I wouldn't

have been so open about my private business with a random stranger, even if I had

been trying to sleep with her, but I was boiling over. I needed to vent and, well, she



asked for it. Everything just spilled out, and I found myself opening up even more to

her than I had with mybrother.

"That's about it,"I said, swigging down my glass of water. I wanted it to be whiskey,

but I really'd hadenough.

"Well,"she breathed, her eyes wide. I waited for her to back away from me slowly

and run out the door. Instead, she flagged the bartender. "One more martini and a

glass of water,please."

"Let me get that one,"I said, feeling slightly embarrassed, but sherefused.

"Iunderstand his frustration completely,"she said. "To be trapped with someone who

you despise is a tax on the soul. And I can only imagine how you feel. Being kept

from the person you love is probablyworse."

"Maybe,"I said. "At least I can forget. He has to live with it everyday."

"Tell me one thing,"she said. "Why are you sitting around in this bar? You should be

out there withhim."

"Well, he... I..."

She eyed me.

"Idon't know,"Iconfessed.

"You should go get your man,"she said. "Who cares about anything else? Who even

cares what will happen later on? You have a chance to be with him again, right now.

If I were you, I'd be fucking his brains out right now." She casually sipped on

hermartini.



What the hellwasI doing?Perry wasback.

Istoodup from my stool, and shegrinned.

"Hey, thank you,”I said. “You're amazing. Excuse me? Get this woman another drink,

anything she wants, put it on mytab."

She laughed. "Good luck,"she said in a singsong tone into her martini glass, and I ran

out of the lounge, hopped into the elevator, and was soon on my bike riding towards

the Windhelmestate.
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Perry

Ilay awake,staring at the ceiling of the guest bedroom. I turned to look at Jupiter, who

was sleeping quietly beside me. She sucked her thumb and breathed softly. I hoped

she was okay—she hadn't spoken much since we'd arrived inWolfheart.

That kiss...

Isighedand carefully slipped out from under the covers, doing my best not to disturb

her. I tucked the blanket up to her chin, and she murmured and turned to the face the

other way, still sucking on her thumb. I went over to the window and looked through

the blinds, out across the property to the fence that ran around my family's mansion.

We lived on a hill just on the outskirts of the city, and could see the twinkling lights

of Wolfheart off in thedistance.

IhopedI'd done the right thing, coming here. My confidence that somehow, I'd find a

way for Jupiter and me to escape from our situation was waning with each passing

moment, but at the very least... At the very least I'd met him again. I shivered and

wrapped my arms around myself, remembering the feeling of his arms around my

body. The touch of his lips against mine. Was he thinking about me now,too?

Thirteen years ago,Arthur and I had fallen in love. We'd only had a month together as

lovers, having spent nearly all of our friendship unable to confess our feelings. I'd

gotten so angry with myself, questioning why I couldn't have been a little braver,

telling myself that if I hadn't hesitated, we might've had more time to be with one

another. Finding him today had really been the last thing I'd been expecting. Seeing

him again had never been a part of my plan coming back here. I'd hoped to find



sympathy from my father, but... Now it seemed like that wasn't going to happen. I

was stuck again. Stuck with no options. Stuck with a love that'd been rekindled from

theashes.

Iwantedto see him again. I'd told him not to worry about me, that I thought we should

let things be, but that was a lie. I wanted him again. I wanted to see him sobadly.

Atear streakeddown my cheek, and I quickly wiped it away.Hounds of Hell... coming

back here was amistake.

Headlights arcedthrough the fence as a car rolled up the road in front of the house,

casting sweeping shadows across the grass. I narrowed my eyes when the car stopped

in front of the gate and didn't move. My heart started to pound. The back door to the

car opened, and a tall figure stepped out. In the light of the streetlamp I couldn't see

his face, but I instantly recognized hissilhouette.

"Arthur,"I whispered, and I ran out of the room, down the stairs and out the front

door. The dewy grass wet my bare feet as I cut down the hill towards the gate. He

was pacing back and forth by the car, talking to thedriver.

"Idon't know,Stephen. Maybe I should climb—" He turned and saw me, and his jaw

dropped. "Perry?"

Ipulled openthe gate and ran to him. I found myself throwing my arms around him,

leaping into his arms. I kissed him, unable to restrain myself. He tumbled backwards,

banging up against the side of the car. The driver cleared his throat, but we were

already too far away, carried off and lost to our desire for one another. For just a

moment it felt like it was only him and I in the world, and I felt like it was thirteen

years ago and nothing could touch us. I was left breathless, my chest heaving as our

lips separated. We gazed into each other's eyes,amazed.



"How didyou know I was here?" heasked.

"Ididn't.Well, I saw you from the window. But if I hadn't gotten out of bed tolook..."

"Something just keeps bringing us together,"he said, grinning. "Something is looking

out forus."

"What are you doing here?"

"I've cometo get you. If you're gonna have to go back to Elclaw at some point, then at

least spend the time you're here with me. Get out of this house. Be with someone who

lovesyou."

"Arthur... I don't..."

"Come with me,"he said. His face was strong, confident, kind. I remembered that it

was these things that'd attracted me to him in the beginning, that I'd fallen in love

with. "Go get Jupiter. You'll be safe at the Luna house. And who knows, maybe we

can find a solution to thismess."

"Idon't know..."I whispered, almost to myself. It was crazy, but all of this was.

Running to Wolfheart, seeing Arthur again... I'd lived obediently for so long that it

felt wrong—but I'd already come this far. What the hell was stopping me from going

further? "Alright," I said, finally. "Okay. I'll be rightback."

"I'm not going anywhere,"Arthur said, and I turned and ran back to the house. I raced

up the stairs and back to the bedroom. My suitcase lay on the floor next to Jupiter's,

stillpacked.

"Sweetie,"I said, gently shaking her shoulder. She stirred and groaned, her eyes

slowlyopening.



"Daddy,"shemurmured.

"I'm goingto carry you, okay? You can go back to sleep. Daddy's going to pick

youup."

She nodded,stuck her thumb back in her mouth, and closed her eyes. I scooped her up

from the bed with one arm and hauled our suitcases with the other. I made my way

down the stairs, doing my best not to make anynoise.

"Perry,"a voice hissed. I froze and turned, and then relaxed when I saw Dimitrius

standing in the doorway to hisbedroom.

"Why are you awake?"I said. "Go back tosleep."

"It's not even late,"he said. "I wasn't even asleep. What's going on? Where are

yougoing?"

"Keep your voice down,"I said. "I can't stay here. Not withDad."

"Shit, takemewith you,"he said. "Ican hardly stand the man. Where are yougoing?"



Page 15

Source Creation Date: July 11, 2025, 2:02 am

"The Luna house,"Isaid.

"Luna? Like Master Loch Luna?"

"His brother.Maybe you were tooyoung..."

"Arthur,"he said, like the memory had just returned to him. "I remember him. He was

your boyfriend in pre-academy. Wow, I'dforgotten."

"Igotta go,"I said. "I'll be incontact."

"What do I tell Dad?"heasked.

"You don't needto lie to him," I said. "Don't get into trouble on account of me. Just

tell him thetruth."

"Fuck that,"he grinned. "I'll let him figure itout."

Ismiled and said,"I'll see you around," before hurryingout.

Arthur's driverquickly came around and opened the back door, helping me load

Jupiter into the back while Arthur put our luggage into the trunk. Jupiter curled up on

the seat, and Arthur produced a blanket and covered her up with it. The driver pulled

the car away from the fence, and I took a look back out the window as the house

disappeared from view. I knew that this wasn't going to be forever. Fate had brought

us back together, but it also would separate us again. It was only a matter of time. It

was strange how familiar this felt to thirteen years ago. We'd spent so many days



together telling each other that there was no way we'd be separated, that we'd fight,

that things would work out because we were in love. I guess the difference was that

we knew better, now. I could appreciate this extra time I'd been given with him,

however short it might end upbeing.

Ileanedmy head on Arthur's arm, his arm wrapped tightly around my shoulder. Jupiter

slept curled up on the seat, her head on mylap.

"She's adorable,"hesaid.

"Ican't waitfor her to meetyou."

He leanedin and kissed me. I melted into him, savoring it. Every kiss from him was

better than the last. I hardly remembered a kiss being so sweet, sowonderful.

We arrivedat the Luna house, and I followed Arthur through the sprawling mansion

with Jupiter in my arms. It was my first time seeing his home, and the difference in

family status and wealth was obvious. The Windhelm estate seemed like a tiny little

shack in comparison. We walked down huge, ornately trimmed hallways adorned

with towering oil paintings of regal looking wolves who stared down at us with stern

eyes, past heavy wood doors that guarded room after room. The place was so big, I

wouldn't have been surprised if we could hide away here forever without anyone

finding us. The silly idea did cross my mind—could I just stay hidden away here

forever as hissecret?

"Jupiter can sleep in this room,"he said, opening a door. "This used to be my younger

brother's room. Everyone's moved out exceptme."

ItuckedJupiter under the covers of the king-sized bed. It was adorable how small she

looked sleeping in the middle of such a huge thing. She stirred, but didn't wake, and I

kissed her on herforehead.



"Goodnight, sweetie,"I whispered, and followed Arthur to hisbedroom.

He shutthe door and drifted over to me, undoing the buttons of his shirt, one by one.

My heart raced as I pulled my shirt up and tugged it off of my head. He opened his at

the front, revealing a physique that hadn't been neglected these past thirteen years. I

gripped the shirt on either side and helped pull it down his arms, revealing biceps as

hard as carved oak. He laid his palms on my chest, sending ripples of goosebumps

across my skin, and slowly drew his hands up until they were at my neck. He slipped

one hand around the back of my neck and drew me in to him, until my bare chest

pressed up against his. The warmth of his skin on mine was intoxicating. I leaned

close to him, resting my forehead against his. We held back from the kiss, our lips

hovering millimeters apart, the sides of our noses gently touching. I took in his breath

and he did mine, like we were living on one another's each and everybreath.

Then,finally, we kissed. This one wasn't like the brief reunion kiss we'd shared on the

roof, nor was it like the restrained kiss at the car, or the gentle one we'd shared inside

it—this was broken floodgates. His hands were on me and mine on him as our lips

crashed desperately together. He pushed me back, his greedy hands working at the tie

to my pajama bottoms. They were down to my ankles in seconds, and I nearly tripped

over myself as I stumbled to get out of them. He caught me, one strong arm around

my waist, the other wasting no time to get reacquainted with the hard excitement

between my legs. I moaned as his lips found my neck and his hand gripped my bulge.

A hard squeeze, like a test, before tugging my underwear down too. I was fully

naked, he was still in his trousers, and he gave me a quick shove that sent me

bouncing back onto the bed. He gripped his belt, flipping open the buckle and

yanking open the front, dropping his trousers down to his ankles. He stepped out of

them and pushed his underwear down to follow them. When he straightened upright

again I sucked in a breath as I took in the sight of his gorgeous form. Yeah,

hereallyhadn't neglected his body these past thirteenyears.

Iwas hungry for him,dying to be reunited with him in the best way. He came forward



and I tried to sit up, but he gently pushed me back down by my shoulders. He kissed

down from my collarbone, across my chest and to my abs, his lips brushing the trail

of hair leading down to my hardened cock. I sighed as his fingers wrapped around

me, squeezing me tightly in his fist. Then he lowered his face down, his gaze never

leaving mine as he opened his mouth and took me inside of him. I moaned and

squirmed against the sheets as he enveloped me in his warmth, his tongue teasing

pleasure out of me that had long beenneglected.

"Oh, fuck,"I murmured. "Arthur...." It was obvious that he still knew exactly how to

please me, even after all this time. Or maybe it was just the fact that it was him, and

anything he could've done at that moment would've been the best thing I'd everfelt.

He kissedthe tip of my cock, swirling his tongue along the curve of my head before

giving attention to my balls, gently sucking on them and caressing them with long,

velvety licks. I flinched and gasped, my toes curling with every movement. I felt

warmth building in my stomach, an aching to be filled as my entrance became wet

with an omega'sdesire.

"I've missed you,"he said softly, kissing the pillar of my cock. "I've missed

everything about you. I've missed hearing you moan. Tasting you. Feeling you. Perry,

I've missed you so fuckingmuch."

"I've missed you too,"I whispered. "I had no idea how much I'd missed you until I

saw your faceagain."

He came back upand kissed me, and I held him tightly to me, not wanting to let go. I

held on when he sat up, my arms slung around his neck. His cock pressed against my

stomach and my own cock, crossing likeswords.

"Iwant to fuck you,"he told me, our foreheads pressed together. I kissed him and

dropped down to the bed, turning myself around to present my ass tohim.



"Then do it,"Isaid.

He reachedinto his bedside drawer and drew out a condom, unwrapped it, and

unfolded it down his length. Then he came onto the bed, moving on his knees until he

was right behind me. He caressed my ass cheek with his hand, gently running his

palm and fingertips down my skin. I shivered and begged him with my eyes not to

keep me waiting. He answered with his cock, taking it firmly in his hand and pressing

it up to my opening. Then he entered me. I cried out in surprise as his cock filled me,

stretching me out. It'd been such a long time since I'd fucked, and that feeling was

like a glass of ice water to sun parched lips. And it washim.Arthur Luna. A dream

cometrue.

Moonlight crossedthrough the shadows to pool across the bed, casting our

lovemaking in a lunar spotlight. Arthur gripped my waist as he thrust into me, his

cock pumping deep like the pistons of a wolf-cycle engine. I pushed my face into the

sheets, gritting the fabric between my teeth in an effort to hold back the groans of

pleasure that were threatening to depart my lips. I was being carried away into a

world of ecstasy I'd forgotten—ecstasy and the comfort of being taken by the man

Iloved.
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How hadI managed to go without him? How had I done it? It was too good—hewas

toogood.

He leaned downand kissed me. I moaned against his lips. "I love you. I loveyou."

Iwas going to come.I could feel the tidal wave of climax rushing towards me, about

to eclipse me and drown me in an ocean of pleasure. Arthur fucked me harder,

gritting his teeth as his muscles tensed and rippled with every thrust. Beads of sweat

glistened against his chest, and I could see he was going to come too. I let myself go.

I moaned into the sheets as the orgasm hit me, and my cock throbbed and came.

Arthur's gasp sounded almost like one of shock. He gripped my ass cheek with one

strong hand and thrust in deep, all the way to the hilt, and I could feel his cock

swelling and pulsing inside of me with hisfinish.

Icrumpled into the bedsheets,and Arthur fell next to me, both of us gasping for

breath. I looked at him, and he smiled at me between breaths, sweat matting his hair. I

reached over and pushed a lock of dark hair from his forehead and kissedhim.

"Ilove you too,"he said, his smile turning into agrin.

After cleaningup the mess we’d made on the bed, Arthur and I took a shower together

and then cuddled up under the covers. I nuzzled into his chest and nibbled on his

collarbone, just like I used to do. I was amazed at how easy it was to fall back into

old habits, even after all of this time. It was like picking up right where we leftoff.

"Doyou remember the first time we had sex?" I askedhim.



"Ido,"he said. "It wasn't nearly as comfortable as this. It was on top of that

announcer's building. Our knees got all bangedup."

Ilaughed."It was the only place we could meet. Every time we did it, we hurt

ourselves even more. It looked like we'd fallen off a motorcycle, orsomething."

"That wasthe most intense month of my entire life," he said. I caught a hint of

wistfulness in hisvoice.

"Yeah,"I said, recalling the memories. "I remember being so angry at first, when you

first admitted you were in love with me. I remember thinking, 'why couldn't he have

said something earlier?' We'd been friends for years. Why wait until a month before I

was going to bemarried?"

"Iwas afraid,"he said. "I was worried I'd ruin the friendship. It took me that long to

realize how dumb of an excuse thatwas."

Ilaughed."But I understand, completely. I was afraid, too. That's why I never said

anything. I was afraid that if we got together, I'd have to live with losing you for the

rest of mylife."

"Iguesswe had to deal with that anyway," he said,sadly.

"Idon't regretthat time together at all," I told him. "Not one bit. No matter how hard it

wasafterwards."

"Mm."

Ilooked at him. "Do you?"

"No,"he said. "But it was hard. And now that you're here, and I'm next to you, I'm



remembering just how hard it was. It changedme."

"How?"

"Irealizedtoday that I'd lost the ability to fall in love with anyone. Anyone butyou."

Ifelta bittersweet pang grip my heart. I hugged him close. "Surely you must've

foundothers."

"Itried.I've met lots of women, some of them more special than others. But many of

them I had just because I could. And I could never bring myself to be with another

omega afteryou."

"Isee,"I said, uncertain how to feel. It hurt to hear how he'd been suffering. I'd hoped

that at least he would've found happiness even if Icouldn't.

"Iknow,"he said. "I'm broken in thatway."

"It's an empty feeling,living a life without love," I said. "I dealt with that for ten

years, until I had my daughter. She savedme."

"And now,you're trying to saveher."

"Before it's too late,"I said. "Yes. But I think I may have gotten my hopes up." I

shivered, feeling a dark cloud of hopelessness pulling over me. "I don't think anything

can bedone."

Arthur huggedme close to him. I could hear the beating of his heart through his chest,

my face rising and falling with everybreath.

"Iwon't lethim take you and Jupiter back," heannounced.



Ismiled."I appreciate you wanting to comfort me. But you and I both know that it's

not that simple. I'm an omega, he's an alpha. I belong tohim."
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Arthur sighed. "We'll see."

Ikissed his chest,then his neck, then his cheek, and finally his lips. "No matter what

happens, I'm glad to be here with you. Everything will have been worth it just

because I got to seeyou."

"It's not over,"he said quietly. "It's justbeginning."

We lay togetherin each other's arms for a while, just enjoying each other's presence

and touch. The moonlight slowly tiptoed its way up the bed and across the wall as the

hours trickled by. I didn't know what would happen tomorrow. I was afraid that all of

this would be over, as quick as it had come back together. Whenever I glanced at

Arthur's face, thinking he must've dozed off by now, I saw his eyes were open. I

realized he probably was thinking the same thing Iwas.

"Arthur,"Iwhispered.

"Yeah?"

"Ishould goto the other room. Jupiter won't know where she is in themorning."

"Okay."

Leavinghis arms felt like the most painful thing, like my body was crying out to

return to his embrace. I slowly slid out from the covers and he followed me, taking

my hand. I realized what this felt like—the last day we'd spent together back then.

Every moment of that day we'd wanted to be in each other's arms, unwilling to let go



of each other's hands, hoping that maybe if he held on tight enough everything would

turn outokay.

"I'll be here tomorrow,"I reassured him, knowing he was having the same fears and

feelings as me. Herelaxed.

"Goodnight,"he said. "I'll see you tomorrow." And he smiled, like he was delighted to

hear himself speak thosewords.

"Tomorrow,"I repeated, and disappeared into the otherroom.

Jupiter was curledup under the covers, sleeping peacefully. A kiss of moonlight

splashed across her forehead, and I went and drew the curtains shut and slid under the

covers next to her. Despite the wild turn the day had brought, and all the fresh

uncertainty that came with it, I felt calmer at that moment than I had in a very

longtime.

* * *

The next morning,I woke up and gave Jupiter a bath before laying out some of my

clothes on the bed to change. Jupiter bounced up and down on the huge bed, giggling

as she rolled around. She was unable to complete a full shift yet, but she had figured

out how to pop out her ears and tail, so she wiggled around with just a set of wolf pup

ears and a fluffy greytail.

"Do we live here, Daddy?"

"No, sweetie,"I said, buttoning up my shirt. "We're just staying here for now. This is

Daddy's good friend'splace."

"Oh. I like the bed."She laughed and plopped down into the billowy comforter, her



little tailwagging.

Suddenly,the door to the bedroom opened. I turned around, grinning, expecting to see

Arthur, but was surprised to see someone else. He was around Arthur's age, probably

a little younger, and holding on to his hand was a little girl around five years old. I

immediately could see the family connection—this was one of Arthur'sbrothers.

"Uhh, hello,"he said, freezing. "Who areyou?"

"Hello,"I said, "I'm Perry Houndfang." Part of me wanted to use my bachelor name,

Windhelm, but it probably wouldn't have been proper. "Um, Arthur put me and my

daughter up in thisroom."

"I'm Vander,"he said, shaking my hand. "This is my daughter,Alexis."

Jupiter satin the middle of the bed, watching quietly. She always became very quiet

around other people. Alexis walked over and climbed up onto the bed, and Jupiter

eyed hercautiously.

"Isn'tmy daddy's bed fun?" Alexis asked. "It's so big, and poofy. Look what I can do

on it." She started to bounce up and down, and at the peak of her jump she shifted, to

my surprise, into a bear cub. Vander's mate was a bear, apparently. She bounced back

onto the bed, and Jupiter's eyes widened. She started to laugh, her tail

waggingfuriously.

"Do it again!"shesquealed.

Ismiled. "Vander,"I repeated. "Oh, this is your room! I'm sosorry."

"No worries,"Vander said. "Arthur didn't know we'd be home. You're... I know you."

His eyes widened. "You'rethatomega!"



Ilaughed. "That omega?"

"Sorry,I didn't mean to be rude. It's just that, we kinda just had a conversation about

why Arthur wouldn't date omegas,and—"

He was cutoff when Arthur came up next to him and rested his elbow on hisshoulder.
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"Good morning,"Arthur saidloudly.

Itookone look at his hair and started tolaugh.

"What?"heasked.

"Your bed hair,"I said,pointing.

Vander turned to look,and snorted. “You look like your hairexploded.”

Alexis squealedwith laughter too as she jumped up and down on the bed. Jupiter went

quiet again with the new addition to the room, and came to hide behind myleg.

"You look silly, uncle Arthur,"Alexissaid.

Arthur quickly ranhis hands through his hair, but it only made it worse. I laughed

harder, and he groaned. "Ah, screw it. Vander, what the hell are you doinghome?"

"Irememberedhow much I missed it, yesterday. Hey, I thought you'd be happy to see

your little brother. Loch's going to be here later, too, if you weren'taware."

"Iknew that,"Arthur said. "Sorry, I'll move Perry and Jupiter to Christophe'sroom."

"Nah,"Vander replied. "That's fine. We're not staying the night. Alexis, let's go and

eat some breakfast. You can play with your new friend later. Nice to meet you,

Perry," he said, and winked atme.



"Bye,"Alexis said, waving to Jupiter. Jupiter silently waved back, her eyes still wide

as she gripped myleg.

"Sorry about that,"Arthur said. "I had no idea they'd be heretoday."

"Don't apologize,"I said. "I'm the oneintruding..."

"You're not,"he said. "So. You must be Jupiter." He crouched down to her height, and

she hid herself further behind my leg, her ears flattening down and her tail

droopingshyly.

"Jupiter,come on. This is Daddy'sfriend."

"Ilike your ears,"Arthur said. "And your tail. Very nice. I can do that too." He closed

his eyes, and his ears pulled upwards to the top of his head, popping out as two, fur-

covered wolf ears. He smiled and made them twitch, and Jupiter eased out a bit, her

tail waggingcuriously.

"Can you shift anything else?"he asked, and she shook herhead.

"That's okay.You'll be able to soon. Are youhungry?"

She nodded.

"Good.Breakfast is ready downstairs, and afterwards you and Alexis can play

together. How aboutthat?"

"Okay,"she saidquietly.

After Arthur washedup and fixed his hair, the three of us went downstairs to join his

family in the dining room. In the light of day, the house seemed even more regal and



impressive. Gigantic windows lit sprawling sitting rooms lined with towering

bookshelves, antique furniture, and artwork. Contrasting the older, antique rooms

were modern ones with clean design and cutting-edge style, obviously packed with

impressive technology. It was apparent the house was very old, and had been updated

and renovated over many decades. You could see family history lying in everycorner.

I'd been briefly introducedto his parents before when we were young, but my memory

of them was thin. I was worried that they would be apprehensive about having me

here, especially because they didn't know who I was, but I was quickly relieved of my

fears. They both greeted Jupiter and me warmly, almost as if we were part of

thefamily.

Arthur exchanged a look with me.I could read the question in his gaze—if it was

appropriate for him to discuss my situation. I nodded tohim.

"Iofferedto take Perry and his daughter in because of the situation he's currently in,"

Arthursaid.

"And what situation is that?"Mr. Lunaasked.

"My husband,"I said. "Is not a faithful man. Nor is he a reliable father, or a kind one.

My mother and father had arranged my marriage to him when I was very young, in

order to strengthen our family position. I managed to hold on out of duty to my

family, but once I had Jupiter... I couldn't stand having her raised in that environment,

so I took her and left. I was hoping to find a way to sever the marriage, but my father

isn't supportive, and I've come to realize that there isn't a way to do itanyway."

"Perry and I are in love,"Arthur announced, suddenly. I looked at him inshock.

"Well,I think we all knew that," Mrs. Lunasaid.
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"Ididn't know that,"Mr. Luna said, lookingbemused.

"Perrywasthe only omega he was ever with. You must've had a great effect on Arthur

for him to never want to be with anotheromega."

Ifelt myself blushing. "Um, well..."

Arthur groaned. "Mom..."

Vander started laughing,and Alexis looked around the table, curious to know what

joke she didn't get. Jupiter quietly munched on some cereal, in her ownworld.

"Youareright,"Mr. Luna said, his expression serious. "A marriage bond is sacred. As

unfortunate as the situation may be, the promise made between your families isn't

something that can bebroken."

"There must be some way, Dad,"Arthursaid.

He shook his head."Unless it's a mutual agreement, I don't know of any way. The

alpha must approve of thedecision."

"That's ridiculous,"Vander said. "That'sbackwards."

"Being highborn often is,"Mr. Lunasaid.

Ihad expectedthis to be the case, so I hadn't gotten my hopes up, but I could see

Arthur had. He looked at me, a furious determination burning in his eyes. All I could



do was take his hand in mine, and try to transfer some of the peace I felt to him

through my touch.At least I found youagain.
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Arthur

After breakfast,Vander took Alexis and Jupiter to go play, and Perry and I went to the

sitting room to speak. Mom and Dad seemed unusually calm about the situation,

considering how sudden it all was. I realized that they both understood the

significance this had to me. With my track record when it came to prospective mates,

they'd been worried that I would continue to shirk commitments and only go after

casual romances. Honestly, if it wasn't Perry, it couldn’t be anyone else. I only now

consciously understood that was the reason why I couldn't seem to care about any of

the people I slept with. As pathetic as it was, I'd been hung up on him this whole

time, only now I saw it for it what it was. If Perry was taken away from me this time,

maybe I wouldn't even bother tryingagain.

"Iwishthere was something more we could do," Mom said. "But for now, we can at

least do what we can to provide sanctuaryhere."

"Joseph would never challenge me,"Dad said, speaking of Perry's father. "He's not

going to try and force you to come home, unless he's willing to risk ridicule in

thecommunity."

"He won't,"Perry said. "Mom might've, but my dad has nobackbone."

Dad stroked his chin."What we can try is to make an offer to your husband. He'll

come here, or send someone eventually to fetch you. Perhaps he'll be willing to agree

to some terms to void yourmarriage."

After finishing speakingwith my parents, Perry and I went back to my bedroom. He



sat down on the edge of the bed and I joined him, putting my arm aroundhim.

"Ifeel good about this,"I said. "My parents want to helpyou."

He nodded,but he didn't look veryhopeful.

"What is it?"Iasked.

"Gregor may not bein love with me, but heisin love with the power he holds over me

and our daughter. That's what he loves more than anything else. The

control.Especiallythe control he has over Jupiter. At least I can see what he's doing. I

can resist his manipulation and his mind games, but Jupiter can't. It's warping her, and

eventually it'll break her. I wish I could believe that offering him something as an

exchange would work, but I just don't think that anything will make him want to give

thatup."

The rage stewedinside me like boiling water in a pressurized pot. I hated this helpless

feeling, but I had to keep it together for Perry. Whatever I felt was nothing compared

to what he was going through. This was what he'd been dealing with for

thirteenyears.

"Arthur...I hate that I've suddenly dragged you and your family into this mess. It isn't

fair that I just showed back up in your life and brought all this misery withme."

"It isn'tfair that you have to deal with this shit," I said. “Perry, I've been lost this

whole time without you, and I didn't even realize it. I willfightto the end. No matter

what theoutcome."

There wasa knock on the bedroom door. It was Vander, and his eyes were wide with

eagerexcitement.



"What is it?"Iasked.

"Loch and Tresten are here.And he thinks he might've found a way to help youguys."

Perryand I exchanged a puzzled look and hurried alongside Vander to the sitting

room. Mom, Dad, Loch, and Tresten were seated inside, talking quietly while Alexis

and Jupiter both sat on the floor with Ian, who was reading a book tothem.

Loch stood. "Stephen,"he said, "Could you please have the kids entertained for a

littlewhile?"

"Certainly, sir,"Stephen said, emerging from a corner of the room with two other

housestaff.

"Daddy will be here,"Perry said, smiling at Jupiter, who looked to him for approval.

"Go have somefun."

Igave Loch a quick hug."You've actually found something? So soon? It's not having a

bunch of fighters beat the shit out of him, is it? Because I wouldn't object tothat."

"Me neither,"Perrymuttered.

"Close,"Loch said, smirking. "I spoke to Master Graffer and some of the other fighter

masters at the school this morning, and I was told about 'the rite of challenge.'

Apparently, it's actually an old highbornlaw."

Dad laughed."The rite of challenge? Like when you fought the Bellock boy, Loch? I

thought that was just a Fighting Arts Schoolcustom."

"Yes,but there's also an officiallawregarding it," Loch said. "An ancient one, still in

effect, even though it's not really in useanymore."



"Fightingto the death isn't as glorious as it once was," Trestensaid.

"So...Ihave to beat the shit out ofhim?"

"Imean you could...But the law applies to almost any other measurable challenge

where the two people are on equal competitive ground. You submit an official notice

of challenge with the terms, and it's distributed amongst the leading members of both

party'sclans."

"What happensif I lose the challenge?" I asked. "If it's not a fight to thedeath?"
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"Uh, well... I guess, nothing,"Loch said. "Apart from any loss of respect and honor in

the eyes of theclans."

"Hrm."I looked to Perry. "What do you think about this?" I was skeptical—outside of

trained fighters, nobody talked about dueling or challenges unless it had to do with an

old story. It was hard for me to imagine something like that being officially

recognized by the law thesedays.

"Idon't thinkGregor would ever accept a challenge to a fight," Perry said. "He'd know

he'dlose."

"It does haveto be on equal ground," Lochsaid.

"If it were an equal challenge,though... And the eyes of the clan were on him... He

cares a lot about his status in Elclaw. If he turned down a fair challenge, he'd lose

honor amongst the clan, and thatmightbe enough for him to compel him toaccept."

"So, what's an equal challenge?"Mom asked, and added in a quiet voice, "Something

not toodangerous."

At that moment,it came to me. "A wolf-cycle race. That's it. He's a racer, too. A well-

known one in Elclaw. That would be double the shame if he turned down a

racingchallenge."

Perry's eyes widened."Hounds ofHell..."

"Ithink this might be it!"Isaid.



"Awolf-cycle race,"Mom said, soundingfaint.

"What dowe need to do to start the process?" I asked Loch, a grin plastered on my

face. My body thrummed with so much excitement, I was trembling.There washope.

As the leaderof our clan, my brother Christophe was called to come oversee the

drafting of the challenge and to put his official endorsement on it. While we were

waiting, Perry pulled measide.

"Idon't knowhow I feel about you doing this," he said. "You'd be risking your safety

out on that track forme..."

"Iriskmy safety every time I race," I told him. "This time will be nodifferent."

"If you get hurt?Or worse? I don't know what I'ddo."

"Iwon't."I took his hands in mine. "Don'tworry."

"Ihate feeling so useless.This is my battle to fight, and you're doing it forme."

"We're doing it together.You've been fighting for a long time, Perry. Look, I don't

believe it was just chance that you found me yesterday. It's obvious we've both been

trying to get back to each other this whole time. This is how it's meant to

be.We'remeant to be. We've been given a real chance. So let's make thiswork."

He noddedand hugged me tightly. "I love you, Arthur," he said. "I've never stopped

loving you all this time." He touched my cheek and drew me into akiss.

We kissed again,long and sweet. My heart overflowed with love for him, a feeling so

incredible and overwhelming in both its foreignness to me and its power.This is how

love feels.Remember?



By the endof the day, a copy of it was already submitted to the other ranking

members of our clan, and the main, paper copy was en route to Elclaw, along with a

digital copy sent directly to Gregor Houndfang and the leaders of the Silver Sun Clan.

There'd be no avoiding it—the challenge was out in the world, and would soon be

seen and acknowledged by both ourclans.

Icould win this.I could help Perry andJupiter.

* * *

The tiresof my wolf-cycle tore up a cyclone of dirt and debris as I gunned the engine,

ripping up the weeds and overgrowth that littered the Golden Forest Proving Ground.

The White Tree track was only open on certain days for practice and training runs,

and I wanted to get as much wheel time as I could. The truth was that while I was

skilled, I was not a professional racer, and Gregor was. In fact, I'd never even seen

him race before. That didn't worry me. I'd beaten top professionals in open

racesbefore.

Stephen hireda team to help us set up monitoring electronics so that Perry could act

as my pit crew and track guide, watching my runs from a trackside monitor piping in

a live feed shot by a drone hovering far above the track. Perry may not have been a

racer himself, but he still had extensive knowledge of the sport and of racing

technique. It felt amazing to be working as a team with him, like a dream come true.

That was really what the past few days had been—a dream cometrue.

"Watch the upcoming corner,"Perry's voice buzzed in the speaker clipped to myear.

"Copy that,"I growled, my voice the graveling tone of a wolf's. I tilted my left front

paw while lifting up just ever so slightly with my rear right one, sending my bike

arcing around the corner. On the heads-up display projected on the panoramic cockpit

window was a map of the track, along with several data readouts. A targeting reticle



blinked a warning to me, showing a pothole in the track. With my enhanced senses,

I'd detected it far earlier and swerved easily to avoidit.

"Damn track is coming apart,"Isaid.

"Careful out there.Wouldn't want to lose the challenge before Gregor even responds

tous."

"Funny,"I said, gunning the throttle and pulling into The Walls obstacle. Gravity

pulled at me as my bike curved up the slanted track, exploding through vines that

hung down the sides. With the size of the wolf-cycle and the speed I was driving,

running through the debris felt as soft as the vibration of rain on a windshield. The

difficulty with practicing here instead of at White Tree was that we were missing

certain obstacles, and others were far less treacherous. For example, The Forest

obstacle here only had three rows of pylons, a quick pass-through compared to the

hundreds that were at WhiteTree.
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"What kind of racer is Gregor?"Iasked.

"Don't talk,concentrate on your driving," Perrysaid.

"Ishould probably know these things,"I said, following the hairpin zig-zags of the

track and narrowly dodging a family of squirrels trying to crack acorns on theasphalt.

"He's...fearless when going into the obstacles. Sharp, with amazing reaction time. Has

great ability to read the track and his opponents. Don't underestimatehim."

"Idon't intend to."

"That said,he's good, but he's not perfect. You definitely have a fair shot... As long as

you keeppracticing."

Ilaughed."Not the most encouragingwords."

"His weakness is his pride—andthat desire to control. Goad him into making

amistake."

Ibankedinto the last straightway, roaring toward The Forest. A plume of dust rose up

in my wake, like the tail of a huge wolf. I entered The Forest, quickly swerving

around the pylons, cutting as close to them as I could. I liked to imagine that if I were

in human form, I could stick a hand out and graze each one with my fingertips. Of

course, if I actually did that I'd lose my arm. They whipped by with a

loudFWOOMPsound, and I exited the obstacle and crossed over the weathered

checkered finish line. I pulled my bike into the pit, where Perry was waiting for me



by themonitors.

"Good run,"he said as I stepped out of the bike and padded towards him. He stroked

my muzzle, which became my cheeks as I shifted back to human form. "Cleaner than

the last three. But still a long way to go. We've got a lot of training todo."

"Fine by me,"I said. "But it might help if I had a reward. Something to look forward

to after eachrace."

He gave me an amused look."Oh,really?"

"Yeah.Got anything you can giveme?"

Perry grippedmy chin with his thumb and forefinger and pulled me into a kiss.

"There's a couplethings..."

Ifelthis other hand slip down between my legs and grab a hold of mypackage.

"You seem excited,"he said, and Igrinned.

"Nothing like racingat three hundred miles an hour to get the bloodflowing."

He smirkedand kissed me again, pushing me back toward the bike until my back

slammed against the side of it. Perry grabbed the zipper of my skintight racing suit,

and in one quick motion pulled it down from where it started at my neck, all the way

down to the bottom of my abs. He pushed it open, revealing my naked torso beneath

it, and slipped his hand down my front until it tucked into the suit and met my

throbbing hard cock. I wasn't joking—it wasn't unusual for me to get horny as hell

when racing. Something about all that danger and speed and the adrenaline pumping

through my body made me want to fuck, and watching the action did the same for

Perry. In fact, I remembered the way he used to fuck me after we'd spent the day



watching races at the track, and it made me even more turnedon.

Ipushedthe racing suit down my waist so that I was fully exposed, and Perry dropped

to his knees in front of me. He looked up into my eyes as he grasped the base of my

cock and quickly flicked his tongue across the head, drawing out a glimmering strand

of precome. Then, without wasting another moment, he opened his mouth and drank

me down his throat. I slapped my hand against the side of the bike to steady myself as

my knees shook, unsteadied by the incredible pleasure that surged through my body

from hismouth.

"Oh, shit,"I murmured. "Perry..."

He ranhis lips up and down my glistening length, caressing it in all the right spots

with his tongue. He went at me with such an obvious hunger, like he'd been starving

for me, or like he was trying to make up for all the lost time. My legs were trembling

from his attention, and I jerked and nearly slid down the side of the wolf-cycle's

engine compartment. With one hand I hit the door release, opening up the inner

cockpit of the bike. It was cramped for a fully shifted wolf, but for two puny humans

it was just the right size to have some fun. Perry took me out of his mouth, and I

helped him to his feet and kissed him, my tongue dancing against his, tasting my

flavors leftover there. I grabbed him and lifted him up and he threw his legs around

my waist, and I lowered him into the cockpit of the bike as I quickly undressed him.

When he was naked, Perry grabbed me by my shoulders and flipped me onto my back

so that he was ontop.

"You've done enough ridingfor today," he said. "Myturn."

Straddling me,he reached down and pumped my cock with his fist. I tossed my head

back and moaned, and then felt the warmth of his entrance push against my crown.

He watched as he lowered himself down on me, gritting his teeth as my bare cock

breached him, sliding inch by inch into him until he was at the hilt. He sat there, his



mouth opened in a silent gasp, his forehead wrinkled in a look of astonished pleasure.

I gazed up at him, and we enjoyed a moment just like that, connected and motionless,

my cock pulsing deep inside ofhim.

Then he startedto move his hips, drawing them up and down, riding me slowly. He

gripped his hands in mine, steadying him as he started to bounce a little faster on my

cock. In the position he was in, his cock sat in perfect reach of me, swinging up and

down with every jump of his body. I grasped it and stroked him in synchronization

with his movements, and he squeezed my hand and moaned loudly and started to fuck

me evenharder.

"Fuck,"he moaned, "That so feels so good, Arthur. Keep doing that. Please keep

doingthat..."

Iobeyed,enjoying the look of ecstasy on his face as he rode me. He was gripping me

tightly with his entrance, and every movement of his body sent shockwaves of

pleasure throughme.

"My turn,"I said. "Comehere."

Isat up,my cock still buried deep inside of him, and flipped him onto his back so that

his head lay beneath the steering column, where my paws would go. I pushed his

knees back, and steadying myself with one arm, started to thrust into him while

continuing to stroke him with my freehand.

"Arthur..."he gasped between my thrusts. "Canyou..."

"Hm?"
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"Turn it on? The bike?"

Igrinned and stood up,withdrawing out of him. He lay on the floor of the cockpit,

panting. In my human form, the instrument panel seemed like it'd been made for a

giant, and I guess that was true. Leaving the bike in a neutral gear, I flipped up the

ignition cover and slammed my palm onto the switch. The bike shuddered and then

roared to life, its engine growling like a thousand angry wolves. The power of the

engine thrummed through the cockpit, vibrating everything with its energy. Perry

squirmed on the floor, begging me to come back to him with his eyes. I buried myself

into him again, pounding him deep and hard. His mouth opened in a moan that was

muffled by the sound of the idling engine. I reached up and jammed my fist into the

accelerator, revving the engine. The vibrations rocked our bodies, and it felt like they

were being focused down to where our bodies met, intensifying the sensation of our

lovemaking. Then I saw the words on his lips, impossible to hear over the sound of

the revvingengine.

I'm going to come!

Iwasat the finish too, and the engine roared and shook the bike with violent power as

I came. I felt Perry tighten around me as his eyes widened with climax, and his cock

pulsed and sent an arc of come up and across his own chest. I buried myself deep into

him, all the way, my cock throbbing and knotting with my orgasm, filling him up

with my raw come. He threw his arms around me and pulled me down to kiss him,

our lips colliding desperately together as our tongues met andplayed.

Slowly,I withdrew from him, both of us gasping for breath. I reached up and hit the

kill switch, and the engine came to a grumbling stop. We were left with a void of



silence that was filled only by the sound of ourbreathing.

"Ilove you,"Perry said. "I love you, I love you, I loveyou."

Asharp achegripped my heart, hearing him say those words, but I savored it. It meant

this was real, and this was rare. I kissed him, never wanting to beapart.

* * *

Jupiter toddled along as fastas her two little legs would carry her. She had her ears

and tail shifted out, and today she'd even managed to reveal her wolf's nose. It was

cute seeing her running along with her tail wagging and her nose like a little spot of

coal in the middle of a pink face. It'd been three days since we'd sent out the

challenge, and things had already fallen into a comfortable rhythm in Luna manor.

My brothers and their families had stopped in every day, and I could tell my parents

were pleased aboutthat.

Over the past few years,everyone else had sort of drifted into their own lives. Loch

and Tresten were teaching, and their son was already getting ready to enter pre-

academy. Vander and Pell spent a lot of time up north with the bears, working their

healing clinic and raising Alexis. Even Christophe, who was still bound to the Luna

manor due to his duties as clan leader, spent a lot more time in his own modest home

with Mason and Kota. I didn't blame him for wanting to get away. It could be stifling

here, and even though he was leader, it was easy to feel not in control of things when

living with our parents. Our situation had created an occasion to come visit and lend

support. Loch and Tresten were especially supportive. Loch had dueled in a challenge

for honor before, and they both understood what it was like to be signed away in an

arrangedmarriage.

We went outside,and Perry and I watched Jupiter run around in the grassy field by the

apple orchard that stretched out into the mountains bordering our home. Perry took



my hand, and we walked along, enjoying cool breezes that moved the grass like

ripples on the surface of a pond. For a moment, I had a vision of what life would've

been like if he and I had always been together. Walks like this together every day.

Endless moments of happiness at each other's side. How different would my life have

been if we had found a way to be together back then? Thinking of all the empty

relationships I'd had over the years made me feel slightly sorry for myself, and upset

for those who I'd hurt in my wake. I'd been hurting all this time, and just hadn't

realized it. I'd only been trying to fill the space he'dleft.

Ihadthe sudden realization that I wouldn't have changed anything. The way life had

unfolded had still blessed me with experiences I valued, and most importantly, with a

deep appreciation for what Perry and I shared. I knew it was special back then, but

seeing how I felt about him now, I understood just how important he was. Just what

our love meant. Having experienced the void, I could appreciate the meaning in it all.

And, I'd also found myself smitten by little Jupiter. Seeing her curiosity and joy as

she explored the world had brought me a lot of joy, too. I wanted to protect her. I

wanted to show her things that her alpha father had failed to show her, and to heal

whatever wounds he might've inadvertently caused. She was still shy with me and

most everyone else except for Perry, but she had made fast friends with Alexis, and

after just a few days of being together the two girls seemed to have adopted a sibling

relationship. Jupiter followed Alexis around, silently watching everything the older

girl did, sometimes imitating her. Alexis was boisterous and playful, so it seemed like

a positive match. I couldn't help but find myself thinking of how great an

environment this family would be for Jupiter to grow upin.

"Have you heard from your dad?"I asked Perry. "Or your brother, atleast?"

"Ispoketo Dimitrius on the phone the other day. It sounded like Dad was just glad to

get this 'mess' out of hishair."

"Idon't wantto get ahead of ourselves," I said, "but maybe we should start talking



about what might happen after the challenge. Once you and Gregor areseparated."

Perry squeezedmy hand and smiled at me apologetically. "Westillhaven't even gotten

a response back," hesaid.

"Yeah,but we will. He can't ignore it. And I was thinking that your brother could join

us here sometime. Be a part of things. Especially for afterwards. He's Jupiter's uncle,

afterall."

"Wow,you are getting ahead of yourself," Perry laughed. He poked my side. "Just

what do you think is going to happen,anyway?"

"We're going to get married,"Isaid.

"Are we?"He smirked atme.

"Yes. Do you not want to?"

"Is this a proposal?"

Ilaughedand threw my arm around his shoulder. "Stop teasingme."

"I'm not teasing you,"he said, grinning. "I'mserious."

"Okay, fine."I took his hands and dropped to one knee. "Perichor Windhelm, will you

marry me?" and quickly added, "If everything worksout?"

Perry laughed,pulled me to my feet, and kissed. "You're damn right I will. And of

course Dimitrius will be a part ofthings."

"What about your father?"



"Whataboutmy father?"

"He is your father,and Jupiter'sgrandfather."

"And Gregor is Jupiter's 'father'.It doesn't change his actions, nor does it entitle him to

any right to be a part of Jupiter's life. He's failed us too many times. He's failedmetoo

manytimes."
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Inodded,not wanting to press the subject any further. I knew why Perry felt this

way—his mother and father had been directly responsible for the choices that'd led to

his unhappiness—but it was still difficult for me to fully understand. I'd been raised

with the belief that family—flesh and blood—be always given a certain level of

respect, regardless of misunderstandings or differences. This belief conflicted with

my thoughts about Gregor, too. He didn't deserve to be a part of Jupiter's life, but he

was her flesh and blood. If she did become my daughter, what would I do later in life

when she asked about her birth father? Would I want him to have a place in her life,

even after the things he'ddone?

"Arthur! Daddy! Look!"

Perry and I exchanged a glance,and ran over to where Jupiter was standing in the tall

grass. It was the first time she'd ever called to me by myname.

She heldup her hands to show us—except they weren't hands, they'd shifted into

paws. She giggled as she waved them in the air, and then they popped back into

human form. She looked at them,disappointed.

"Aw. I had paws."

"Isaw,"I said, crouching down. "Can I see yourhands?"

She came over to me,leaned against my leg, and placed her hands in my palms. I

glanced up at Perry, and he nodded to me in happy acknowledgement. Jupiter had

never been this comfortable with mebefore.



Iturned her hands over,looking at both sides. She still had her ears, nose, and tail

shifted out, and she looked at me with wide eyes, her tail waggingcuriously.

"Close your eyes,"I said. "Think about your hands becoming paws again. Picture it in

your head. Can you dothat?"

"Okay."

She closed her eyes.Almost immediately, she became completely human again. Then,

fur pushed from the back of her hands, and her fingers fused to become paws. She

opened her eyes and squealed happily. Then she tapped her paws on top of her head

and her butt, and frowned,disappointed.

"Aww. I lost the other stuff."

"Yes,but you were able to control the shift. That's a very good sign, Jupiter. You

know what itmeans?"

She shook her head.

"It meansthat you're almost ready to complete a full shift." I stood up, and Jupiter's

paws shifted back to hands. She reached up and took my hand, holding on to three of

my fingers. She squeezed her eyes shut, straining, and her ears popped up from the

top of her head. She touched them, and looked very pleased withherself.

"She's goingto be able to complete her first shift, soon," I toldPerry.

"I'm goingto need to arrange a ceremony," he said. He looked flustered. "I don't have

anyone to performit..."

"Perry,"I said, taking his hand. Jupiter looked up at us, glancing back and forth



between us with curious eyes. "We're ateam. Okay? It doesn't matter if you're still

married to Gregor. In my mind, we're already together. I know my family would be

more than happy to perform the ceremony forJupiter."

Ididn't sayit out loud, but I knew that eventually, my family would be Jupiter's family.

I was sure of it. So, it was more than appropriate for us to do the rites of the first shift

for her, to witness the most important first step in any shifter's life—especially when

she had no oneelse.
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Perry

The ceremonyfor Jupiter's first shift was set up in one of the spare ballrooms in the

Luna estate, and the room was filled with hundreds of candles and other ritual items

to help her complete her very first transformation. It was adorable to watch Arthur

interacting with her, telling her what she could expect from her first shift. I was

surprised to see how quickly she'd opened to him. Maybe it had to do with the

environment, being away from Elclaw and the horrible energy that always permeated

our house there, but she seemed to be thriving here even after just a few days. She'd

made new friends with Arthur's niece and nephews, and she was speaking more than

I'd ever heard her talkbefore.

Istill remainedhesitant about getting my hopes up. Arthur had already began planning

for the future—our future—but the world had a way of kicking you down just when

things were looking up. I'd been kicked too many times. But it was hard. Hounds of

Hell, it was hard. Especially watching Jupiter with him. He was so good with her, so

much more the father that she needed. Deep down, I wanted to be hopeful, and I

constantly felt that feeling rising up in me like ageyser.

And what really worried mewas the lack of any word from Gregor or the Silver Sun

Clan. It'd been nearly a week. Why hadn't he responded? There'd been nothing from

him. It almost seemed like he hadn't even noticed Jupiter and I had gone. That

should've been a good thing, but it made me nervous. The uncertainty of everything,

the clock ticking towards some doom I felt was lurking there. That was probably his

intention, though. That was how Gregor worked. He knew it had to be eating away at

me, wondering when he'd come for us. He knew exactly how to pick at me, what

would get to me themost.



"Hey,"Arthur said, coming over to me. "Youokay?"

"Mm. Yeah, I'm fine,"Isaid.

"Okay."He kissed me. "Loch told me he's on his way from the Academy, your brother

is with him. We'll get the ceremony started as soon as they get here. She'sready."

Random partsof Jupiter's body had begun to spontaneously shift, which meant she

was close. The candles flickered around the room, and sweet-smelling smoke floated

up from their wicks, filling the room in a fragrant haze. At first, Jupiter looked uneasy

about the whole thing, until Alexis arrived and reassured her with her happy-go-

luckyattitude.

"Idid this,"she told Jupiter. "You don't have to be scared. It's easy. And I'll be there

with you,too."

"Okay,"Jupiter said quietly. She came to me and pulled at my hand. "Daddy..."

"What is it, sweetie?"

"What if I can't shift?"

Icrouched downand stroked her hair, pushing it back behind her ear. "Don't worry

about that," I told her. "You're gonna do fine. Arthur's been showing you how to do

it,right?"

She nodded. "Yes."

"Well,then. And everyone is going to be there with you. Even UncleDimitrius."

"Is Father going to be there?"



My throat tightened.I chewed the inside of my lip. "No,sweetie."

"Okay,"she said, and she looked relieved. "WillArthur?"

"Yes. Of course."

"Okay."She looked a little more confident hearing that, and it made my heartglad.

"Masters Loch and Dimitrius have arrived,"Stephen announced to the room. "They

will be here in just a few minutes. We’ll be starting the ceremonysoon."

We changed into ceremonial robes,and Loch and Dimitrius entered not too long after.

Dimitrius looked intimidated to be in his teacher’s house, and the look on his face

was probably the exact same one I'd had on the first day here. He eased up when he

saw me and Jupiter, and hurried over to give both of ushugs.

"Hey, there,"he said, tapping Jupiter's nose. "How's myniece?"

"I'm going to shift!"Jupiter announced. "Arthur told me how. And Alexis is going to

watchtoo."

"Whoa!"he said, his eyes widening. "You're excited, aren't you?" She nodded, and

Dimitrius looked up at me. "You weren't kidding!Talkative."

The family gatheredin the center of the ballroom, making a circle with their joined

hands. Arthur took one of Jupiter's hands and I took the other, and the three of us

walked her to the center of the circle where she sat cross-legged. We moved to the

side, and Christophe steppedforward.

"We guideJupiter Houndfang across the threshold into a greater world. The wolf's

blood runs within you, and tonight it will be released for the first time, in its full



form. The Luna house will witness hertransformation."

"Close your eyes, sweetie,"I whispered to her. "Do what Arthur showed younow."

She squeezed her eyes shut.She balled her hands into fists and strained. I could see

she was concentrating with everything she had. A minute passed, and just when it

seemed like nothing was going to happen, her ears shifted and pushed out the top of

her head. Then her tail followed, and then hernose.

"Very good,"Arthur said. "Keep that picture in yourmind..."
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Then,grey fur started to erupt out all over her. Her body began to change shape as

bones changed positions and her muscles morphed alongside them. Her tiny fists

became paws, which dropped to the floor in front of her. Her nose pushed forward

into a snout, and soon a fully shifted wolf pup sat in the middle of the circle. Her eyes

were still squeezed shut, her head wobbling slightly from side to side in

concentration, her ears flopping slightly. Alexis had started to bounce up and

downexcitedly.

Christophe produced an ornatelyframed mirror and held it up in front ofJupiter.

"Open your eyes, sweetie,"Isaid.

She did,and let out a startled yelp when she caught her reflection in the mirror. She

twisted her body, trying to get a look at herself, and ended up flopping on the floor.

She immediately bounced up onto her paws and started to hop up and downexcitedly.

"Idid it!"she yelped, and looked surprised at the sound of her voice, which had grown

throatier and shrill with thetransformation.

"You did it!"Alexis cried, jumping up anddown.

Then,one by one, the rest of us shifted into our wolf forms. I stepped forward first

and touched my nose to Jupiter'shead.

"Welcome, sweetie,"I said. "I'm so proud ofyou."

Arthur went next,and Jupiter stared up at his huge wolf form. He touched his nose to



her head. "See? Nothing toit."

Dimitrius followed him."It's a whole new world, kid," hesaid.

After him went Alexis,then Vander and Pell, who towered over everyone else in his

bear form. Then Loch, Tresten, and Ian gave her their blessings, followed by Basch

and Stella, and finally Christophe, Mason, and Kota. It touched me to see them do

this for her. No, forus.They'd only known us for such a short time, and they were

treating us like family. This was the kind of environment that Jupiter deserved. She

deserved a big family full of people who cared for her, and for eachother.

Jupiter spentthe rest of the evening running around with Alexis and Kota, the three of

them playing together in their wolf forms. Jupiter was still getting the hang of

running with four legs, and she tripped and tumbled over herself often, but each time

was helped up by her friends and kept on going with even more determination. She

was so happy here. I'd never seen her look so at ease, so free of worry or timidity. She

really was coming out of her den. I couldn't bear to think of making her go back to

Elclaw, back to herfather.

That nightafter putting Jupiter to bed, I went to Arthur's room but found it empty. The

house was too big to try and guess where he was, so I dialed the house staff on the

room's landline and was told that he was in the third-floor study. I peeked inside, and

found him sitting in front of the computer, the blue light of the monitor glimmering

off his eyes, which were narrowed and focused. I came over to him and he

straightened, surprised by my presence. He was watching wolf-cycle races—Gregor's

runs. I touched his shoulder, and he rested his hand on top ofmine.

"Hi,"Isaid.

He lookedup at me and gave me a distracted smile. "Hey."



"Need to be alone?"

"No,no. It's time for a break." He closed the video and let out a longbreath.

"IknowI already said it, but thank you for today," I told him. "Thank you for what

you did for Jupiter. You and yourfamily."

"Of course,"he said. "I'm glad your brother was able to join us,too."

Isaton the edge of the desk and took Arthur's hands in mine, raising them to my lips.

"I loved seeing you with Jupiter today. She's really taken to you. I've never seen her

sohappy."

"Really?"he said, smiling. He looked so pleased, it wasadorable.

"Yes,"I said. "She really cares about you. I can see she admires you already. I admire

you too. You're doing so much more than you needto."

"Enough of that,"he said, scooting forward. He slid his arms around my waist and

leaned forward, resting his chin onto my chest. "Not anotherword."

Istrokedmy fingers through his hair. "You'd make a great father, you know." Again,

that surprised, pleased look. I chuckled. "Don't look so shocked. It's obvious, the way

you are withJupiter."

"Honestly,that's about the last thing I'd expect to hear about myself. Arthur Luna, a

good father." He laughed. "Then again, none of the Luna brothers were ever the

fatherly type. But we rise to the occasion. We fight for the ones we love. And we

make sure they're taken careof."

"You're amazing,"I told him. "All of youare."



Arthur stood,his hands gliding down from my waist, to the sides of my thighs, until

they came to rest on my knees. He pushed them open and stepped between them, and

then tilted my chin up with one finger and brought his lips to mine. "You'reamazing,"

he said. "I've never met anyone likeyou."

"Idon't knowwhat’s so amazing about me," Isaid.

"You hadthe strength to walk away," he said. "To do whatever it took to protect your

daughter. You've always had that strength. You've always stood out, Perry. That's

why I fell in love with you in the firstplace."

He kissed me again.Hounds of Hell, I loved him so much. It seemed like whenever I

thought I couldn't love him any more, the feeling only grew stronger. It hurt, how

much I loved him. I melted into his touch and his kiss. He gently lowered me back

onto the desk, his hands squeezing my thighs. I grew hard for him, the light fabric of

my trousers barely doing anything to conceal my arousal. I threw my arms around his

neck, pulling him closer, wanting more. The kiss was magic. Air to starved lungs,

water to a parched throat. It fed me. Our tongues explored each other's mouths,

circling and teasing and touching. He pushed his crotch up against me, and I felt his

bulge rub against mine through our trousers. I pushed my hand down between us and

grabbed a handful of his hardness, begging him with my eyes to take me. He eased

up, undoing his belt. I turned around, my stomach flat on the desk with my ass

pushed out, ready for a punishment. I dropped my trousers to my ankles. Arthur

caressed me, and I gasped in surprise as I felt the warm approach of his tongue on my

balls, circling them from behind, moving up to greet my hole. I gripped the desk in an

attempt to hold on as his tongue made steady motions around my entrance.It felt

sogood.
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Then,he reached around and took hold of my cock and began to stroke me. The

combination of the two drove me wild, sending me into a frenzy of pleasure. I

covered my mouth to suppress a moan, but it fought its way out between my fingers.

My cock dripped precome, slicking hishand.

"Fuck me,"I said. "Stop teasingme."

Arthur lefta final kiss on my ass cheek and stood up, taking position behind me. He

gripped my waist with a tight fist. My eyes widened as he entered in one quick

motion. I gasped. The desk groaned. He pushed in harder and faster, not wasting time

with a gradual crescendo. I held on for dear life, my arms spread and fingers gripping

the lip of the desktop as he pounded into me, the swollen curve of his cock hitting me

in all the rightplaces.

Iwassure that someone would hear us, that one of the house staff would come in to

make sure everything was alright. With every thrust, the desk scraped forward

slightly, honking across the wooden floor. If it wasn't so fuckinghot,I might've found

it funny and laughed, but I was too wrapped up in the pure pleasure of being taken by

him. He filled me up perfectly, like two puzzle pieces made for one another. Only he

could get me this way. Only he could give methis.

"Arthur!"I moaned. His laptop slipped off the desk and clattered to the floor. He

ignoredit.

Iwasnear the breaking point, just clinging on. I looked over my shoulder at him, and

he gazed down at me with those gleaming ruby alpha's eyes and gritted teeth, and he

whispered that he was going tocome.



We hitthe edge at the same time. I felt his cock swell up inside of me just as the

orgasm took me. Fireworks exploded in my head and pleasure arced through every

muscle of my body. For a moment, I felt like a rag doll, unable to move from the

intensity of it. I felt him pulsing inside of me, his warmth filling me up. Slowly, he

withdrew. I lay draped over the desk, gasping for breath. Arthur leaned against the

desk to catch his breath and it slid forward, dropping him straight down onto his ass.

We both started laughing, one of those nonsensical laughs like we both didn't know

what was so funny, but still found it to be the most hilarious thing in the world. He

held on to my leg, now almost sobbing with laughter. He kissed mythigh.

"Ahh... We made a mess,"he said, throughchuckles.

"Ithinkyou might need a new computer," I said, and we had anotherfit.

* * *

Arthur's bikewhipped through the track at top speed like a blue streak of lightning. He

was determined to break his time record, and this was his twentieth time around the

track. He'd been at it for hours without any rest. I'd tried to convince him to stop, but

he was dogged in his insistence to keep going, to keepracing.

"You're not goingto improve if you're running on fumes," I said into themicrophone.

"Just a little more.Just a little quicker. If I just... Just watch my turns. Are you

checking them? IknowI can make itfaster."

"You need a break, Arthur,"I repeated, calmly. "You need a break, or else you're

going to make a mistake. If you crash your bike, it'll be over before it's evenbegun."

Silence over the channel,and then finally, "Alright. I'll pull in after thislap."



Trails of vaporand waves of heated air rippled out from the bike's engine

compartment as he came to a stop by the monitoring station, and when he stepped out

of the bike I could see how exhausted he was. His fur was matted and dull, and his

legs quivered for a moment before he caught his balance. He shifted back to human

form, and I ran forward and caught his arm over my shoulder to steadyhim.

"Hounds of Hell, Arthur,"I said, and helped him to a seat. "You can't race in

thiscondition."

"Ihave to,"he breathed. I poured some water onto a towel and wiped his forehead and

neck with it. He looked out of it. His mind was back in that bike, still on thetrack.

"You weren't killingyourself like this before," I said. "You were doingexcellently."

"Ihave to,"he repeated. "I'm not fast enoughyet."

"Arthur."I squeezed his wrist, and he looked atme.

"IknowI'm not fast enough yet, Perry. I watched the recordings of Gregor's

championship runs. He's abeast."

So that waswhat this was about. "He's good," I said, nodding. "But I think you're

overestimatinghim."

"Iwatched him,"he said. "It's pretty clear what his skillsare."

"And put up against him,you could match those skills. I know youcan."

He shook his head,sweat dripping down his cheeks. I dabbed the damp towel on his

face again, and then kissed the side of hisforehead.



"Iwould never have agreedto let you go through with this if I didn't think you'd have a

chance," I said. "I've been helping you train these past few days. I've watched you

race hundreds of times, now. You can do it. You can beat him. But you need to take

abreak."

He sighedand slumped into the chair. "You're right, Perry," he said. "I'm just going to

make a mistake if I keep thisup."

Iputmy arm around his shoulder, and he rested his head ontomine.

What would happenif he lost? The main thing of course would be that Jupiter and I

would still be bound to Gregor. We'd have no choice but to return to Elclaw, and our

status in the eyes of the Silver Sun Clan and Gregor's family would be lower than

ever. That wasn't a problem for me, I was already treated like dog shit, but

forJupiter...
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There wasa lot at risk here. It wasn't just our love that was on the line. Arthur and I

hadn't really brought up the risks, because we both knew what was at stake and both

knew that it was worthit.

"You'll win,"I told him. "I'm behind you. Your family is behind you. I know you can

doit."

Arthur's cell phone rang,and he pulled it out of his bag. It was his brother,Christophe.

"Hello?"he answered. "I'm at the track." There was a pause, and his eyes narrowed. "I

see. Good. It's about damn time. We'll beback."

He slippedthe phone into his bag and stoodup.

"What's going on?"Iasked.

"We needto get back to the house. Christophe has just received word through the clan

that Gregor is in Wolfheart, and he's on his way to the Crescent Moonheadquarters."

Istood up,my heart pounding with excitement. "It's about damn time," I said. Arthur

smirked and took my hand, and we hurried out to the lot where his motorcycle

wasparked.

To my surprise,the entire Luna family was gathered at the house, waiting for us.

Christophe had made the call to everyone, and they'd all showed up to come with us

to theheadquarters.



"You didn't all needto come," Arthursaid.

"This is a family matter,"Loch said. "I'm gonna be there to support my bigbrother."

"Yeah,"Vander said. "Not to mention, intimidate the hell out of Gregor. If he's facing

you, he's facing the entire Lunafamily."

There wasan echo of agreement from everyone else. A chill went through my body,

and I bit back tears. "You all are wonderful," I said. "To be so supportive of us...

Thank you all somuch."

"Love is special,"said Mason, and Christophe nodded next to him. "Family aside, I

think each one of us here understands the significance of its power. We all would do

the same in Arthur's position. And we've all been fortunate to have found our loves.

So we're going to do everything we can to make sure you two will betogether."

"Trust me,"Vander said. "We're behind youallthe way. Even if Arthurloses."

"Thanks for having faith in me,"Arthurlaughed.

"What Vander means,"said Pell, "is that we'll keep fighting for you, no matter the

outcome of thisrace."

"Idon't intendto burden you any further than this challenge," Arthur said. "I'm going

to win this. It'll be settled, once and for all." He looked confident. It was obvious that

the support of his family had lifted him up. The energy of care and determination was

palpable in the air. You could see it flickering in the eyes of every one of them, even

the children. This was familyspirit.

"That'swhat I like to hear," his father said, and spoke in a booming voice, "Where

does a wolf of strength and honortread?"



"Beneath the crescent moon,"everyone replied in unison, their voices reverberating

through theroom.

Ilooked to Arthur,and he smiled at me. "The words of our clan. Soon to be your

clan,too."

The family piledinto a caravan of cars, and we drove back into downtown Wolfheart

to the clan's headquarters, where Jupiter and I would be having our unhappy reunion

with Gregor. I was nervous, but more than that I was brimming with a kind of eager

determination. With the Luna family around me—my family—it felt like going to

battle alongside the strongest, most competent fighters by my side. A legendary team

of heroes. No one was going to let anyone down. Everyone would support each other

to the last. Gregor didn't have that. The Houndfang family was wealthy and powerful,

but this kind of support, this kind oflove, was non-existent.

The Crescent Moonskyscraper was decorated with fluttering flags bearing the clan's

crest, a white sickle of moon over a deep blue backdrop. I was surprised by the

formality of our welcoming and the commotion it caused inside the building. As we

walked through, guided by a security detail, dozens of workers emerged from offices

to get a glimpse of the Luna family in person, the family who had led the Crescent

Moon clan for generations. Even as a highborn, this was hardly a typical experience,

and I hadn't been prepared for it. Arthur took my hand, and Jupiter clung to my leg,

her eyes wide as she took in thehubbub.

We tooktwo elevators up to a floor reserved for family business, and were guided to a

conferenceroom.

"Two of yourparty is waiting for you inside," the security officer told us, and opened

the door. I was shocked to see my brother and none other than my father sitting at the

tableinside.



"Ihopeyou won't be upset," Dimitrius said, coming up to me. "I asked him to be here.

I thought it'd beimportant."

"Dad,"Isaid.

"Perichor."He gave me a hug, and then crouched down to greet Jupiter. "My

littlegranddaughter."

"Hi, Grandpa,"Jupiter said, giving him ahug.

"IknowI've been ineffective in aiding you all these years, Perichor," he said to me.

"And I understand the anger you have towards me. I live with the decision to bind

you to Gregor Houndfang every day, the decision not to challenge your mother on it.

I was afraid—am afraid. It's a trait I'm not proud of. But I'm proud of you. There's no

fear in you. No hesitation to do what's right for your family. You're a better father

than Iam."
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"You're right,"I said. "I don't know if I'll be able to forgive you for the lack of support

you've shown me. But... I am glad that you're here.Surprisingly."

And it was true—Ifelt an unexpected lightness seeing my father here, knowing that he

was on myside.

Aman enteredand whispered to Christophe, who nodded and spoke up. "Gregor is on

his wayup."

Arthurand I sat at the conference table, with one seat for my husband on the opposite

side, our family lined up behind us. The room fell into silence as we waited. I closed

my eyes, and could hear the pounding of my heart. I didn't want to see him again. I'd

only been away for a little over a week, but all this time spent with Arthur had made

it feel like much longer. I wanted to just continue on like this, to let him disappear as

a distant memory, a bad dream. I didn't want to go back to that time, that frame

ofmind.

IfeltArthur's hand on my thigh, and he gave me a reassuring squeeze. I slipped my

hand into his and squeezedback.

He's here with me,I thought.Everything will be fine. Immediately, I feltstronger.

There wasa knock on the door, and one of the attending security guards announced,

"Mr. Gregor Houndfang, Silver Sun Clan," before pulling the doorsopen.

Two men entered first,Gregor's private security guards, Max and Bingo, two

musclebound omegas who I was positive Gregor had slept with. He didn't make



secrets of his trysts, often times on purpose just so I knew. Behind them followed my

husband. He looked down his nose at me, glaring with venom in his eyes. Then he

found Jupiter, and his expression changed into one of false joy. It was disturbing how

easily he could do that, to make himself look so charming when he wantedsomething.

"Jupiter,little sweetie-pup. Come to yourfather."

Jupiter stood next to Dimitrius,who had his hand placed gently on his shoulder. She

didn'tmove.

"Come on,Jupiter. You must've missed being kept away from me by your daddy. Isn’t

he mean? Comehere."

"Jupiter?"I called to her, turning around. "Do you want to go to your father? It's

yourchoice."

She shook her head vigorously,backing up further behind Dad and Dimitrius'slegs.

"Dog shit!"Gregor snapped. "She's been brainwashed by him!" He jabbed a finger at

me, and I felt Arthur's grip tighten on myhand.

"The girl made her own decision,"Christophe said, his voice filling the room. It

startled me, hearing him speak in such an authoritative tone. It wasn't the same voice

that I'd heard during the family conversations at the house, it sounded more like his

father's voice. "Take a seat, Mr.Houndfang."

Gregor looked stunned,and it seemed like he was going to carry on, but then decided

it would be better not to with the entire Luna family staring him down from across the

room. He sat down across from us, and resumed his venomous glare at me. I glared

back, feelingstrong.



"You've hadtime to consider the challenge made by Arthur Luna," Christophe said.

"A wolf-cycle race, when if defeated, you must nullify your marriage to Perichor.

How do you respond to thechallenge?"

"Unacceptable,"he said. "I lose, I lose everything. I win, what do I get? He's my

husband, he's running off and being unfaithful, I shouldn't be defendinganything."

Isnorted."I have been faithful for the last thirteen years! Thirteen years that you have,

without even any regard for discretion or consideration for the feelings of our

daughter, cheated onme!"

"You do understandthe consequences of rejecting this challenge of honor, Mr.

Houndfang?" Christophe asked, using his tone to silence both sides. "An

unwillingness to defend your name will mean the reason for the challenge is justified

and the allegations against you are true. Your clan will know. If you do lose the

challenge, you will have defended yourreputation."

Gregor shifted in his seat. "Yes,"he said, unhappily. "Though, I think it's pretty plain

to see that the stakes are uneven. I have far more tolose."

"Regardless of how you feel,the challenge stands," Arthur said. "And is bound by the

clans. But if it'll make you feel any better, I'll add two things to my offer. If I lose, I'll

quit wolf-cycleracing."

Ilooked at him,surprised.

"And..."He squeezed my hand slightly. "I will exile myself from the Crescent

MoonClan."

Agasp wentup from the wholefamily.



"Arthur,"I said, completely shocked. "No!"

"You can't, son,"his father said. "You can't dothat."

"Iwantto make sure that this deal is fairly agreed upon," he said. "As much as I hate

admitting it, he's right. There's far more at stake on his side... regardless of his actual

feelings towards Perry andJupiter."

It mademe so angry that Gregor had even made this an issue. This was how little he

cared about us. He only saw us as property. That was our value to him. Ofcoursehe

wouldn't just care about winning this. There had to be something in it for him other

than defending his right to his husband and daughter.Dogshit!

"Think about this, Arthur,"Christophe said in a lowvoice.
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He nodded."I've given it plenty ofthought."

"Well, I accept those terms,"Gregor said, clapping his hands together. "And to be

nice, why don't we have the race here, in Wolfheart? Wonderful track you have here.

I wouldn't want to have you complaining that you weren't used to the track when I

defeatyou."

"How thoughtful of you,"Arthur said. "Hopefully we won't hear you complaining that

I had the home field advantage when youlose."

The clan officialwho had been witnessing the agreement completed the challenge

contract and passed it to Arthur and Gregor to sign. The silence in the room when

Arthur put his pen to the paper was sharp as a knife. It was like every one of the Luna

family had held their breath. If Arthur left the clan, it was almost like leaving the

family, the two were so intricately intertwined. Even though I understood Arthur's

reason for making the decision, I felt horrible about it. I hoped that the Lunas didn't

now regret their decision to help me, now that he'd donethis.

Gregor signed his name."You both will be back where you belong soon," he said,

standing. "They'remyhusband and daughter. This foolishness will be over and done

withsoon."

"Don't kid yourself,"said Tresten. "Like we'd let anything happen to Perry

andJupiter."

"That's right,"Mason said. "You have no idea who you're fuckingwith."



Gregor fumed,his face twitching. He straightened his jacket, and then smiled. Again,

that unsettlingly fast transition of expression. "I'll see you soon, sweetie-pup," he said

to Jupiter, and then he strode out the door, his men followingbehind.

"What a horrible person,"Stellasaid.

"I'll never getwhy you and Mom thought he would be a good match for Perry,"

Dimitrius said to Dad. "Was it seriously just for the status? You'd do that to

yourson?"

Dad shrunk down."We didn't know. We interviewed him, and he was always, well,

charming. Kind. Honorable. Even as a boy. I'm sorry. I'msorry."

"Ican't believe you,"Dimitrius said. "Hounds of hell,Dad."

Basch turned to Dimitrius."Young man, that's yourfather."

"No, no. He's right,"Dad said. "I failed to protect my son. I have to live withthat."

"Enough,"I said. "It's in the past. And Dad is right. Gregor can be a very likeable

person in order to get what he wants. Let's just worry about thischallenge."

"That's right,"Christophe said. "There's three days until the race. We need to use all

our energy to support Arthur and Perry. We're family. We're all together inthis."

Jupiter ran over to me,and I picked her up and hugged her close. Arthur and I

exchanged a glance, and I could see the simmering anger in hiseyes.

"Thank you,"he said. "It makes a big difference to have you all lending your

confidence. I know the decision I made was a severe one, but I believe it was

important to do. No one will question the fairness of this whole thing when I kick



Gregor'sass."

"We understand,"Basch said. "It was the honorable thing to do, and we're proud

ofyou."

"We're with you, brother,"Loch said, gripping his shoulder. "All theway."
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Arthur

Istoodto the side and watched Perry as he tucked Jupiter into bed. He knelt at her

bedside, the warm light of the side table lamp glowing off his face. He pulled the

covers up to her chin and kissed her on thecheek.

"Goodnight, sweetie,"hesaid.

"Goodnight, Daddy."She turned and smiled at me. "Goodnight,Arthur."

Icrouched next to her."Goodnight, Jupiter." She reached out and hugged me around

my neck, and then kissed me on the cheek. I was stunned for a second; it was the first

time she'd ever done anything likethat.

"Ilove you,"shesaid.

Ismiled,and gave her a kiss on her forehead. "I love you too, Jupiter," I said, and

Perry rubbed my back. I couldn't help but be moved by Jupiter'stenderness.

"Isn't theresomething else you wanted to say, sweetie?" Perry askedher.

Jupiter pulledthe covers up to her forehead and shook herhead.

"Are you sure?I thought you told me therewas."

"It's too scary!"she said from underneath the covers, and Ilaughed.



"What! Too scary?"

"Wouldyou like me to tell Arthur for you?" Perry asked, and she shook her head

again. "Well, come on. You should tell him, then. It'll make himhappy."

Slowly,she lowered the covers back down to her chin and looked at me with shy eyes.

"I hope you win the race," she said hesitantly, and then with decided commitment

added, "I want you to be myPapa!"

My jaw dropped,and I scooped her up into a tight hug. "Thank you, Jupiter. It means

a lot to hear you say that. No matter what happens, know that I'll be here for you. And

I'm going to do everything I can to make sure that you, your daddy, and I will be

together.Okay?"

"Okay,"she said, and settled into her pillow. She looked content, and I pulled the

covers back up to herchin.

"Get some sleep,"I said, and we turned the light off and left herroom.

Perry wrappedhis arms around me, hugging me from the back. He nuzzled and kissed

my neck, and I placed my hand on top of where his forearms crossed my chest. It felt

so comforting to feel the movement of his breathing against my back, and the warmth

and weight of his body onmine.

I'll never get tiredof this feeling, I promised myself. What could be better than feeling

his affection for me like that? Feeling the tight squeeze of his arms around me,

holding me so close, pulling me in as tight as possible, like he was afraid to let me get

away. It was intoxicating. It was everything. How could I live without this? I'd

sacrifice everything to always havethis.

He kissedmy hair and rested his chin into the nape of my neck. His stubble tickled



me, and Ilaughed.

"That was sweet,"he said. I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of the vibrato of his

voice being absorbed into myback.

"It really was,"Iagreed.

"She really loves you a lot.I think this is the first time she's felt like she has someone

else she can count on. Someone in hercorner."

"Ilove her too,"I said, and I felt tears coming to my eyes. "I meant every word. I'm

not going to let herdown."

Perry's arms released,and I turned around to face him, wrapping my arms around his

waist. I hugged him tightly to my chest, his head on my shoulder. He sighed, and I

felt the warmth of his breath through my shirt. All vivid, wonderful, precious

reminders that he was here with me. That we were together. What a beautiful thing!

Not only to have been brought back together, but to have been fortunate enough to

even exist at the same time in the first place. Now I couldn't stop the tears from

flowing down my cheeks. We stood in silence, just holding one another. Perry took

my face into his hands, and he brought his lips to my forehead, then the tip of my

nose, and finally to beneath both of my eyes, kissing away mytears.

"I'll never beable to thank you enough for what you've done—what you're doing—for

me." He kissed me, and I savored the taste of his lips on mine. It felt like this was

everything I needed to live. I could survive on this moment; on his kiss and histouch.

"And I'll never beable to thank you enough for what you've given me," Isaid.

"What's that?"



"Love.I'd thought I'd never feel it ever again. But being with you and Jupiter, I feel

alive again. Like my life has a purpose. Realpurpose."

"Well,that's another thing I have to thank you for," he laughed. "I feel the sameway."
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We reclined onto my bed,with Perry sat up against the pillows. I laid my head into his

lap, and he played with my hair, combing his fingers through it. I closed my eyes,

relaxing into the moment. He rubbed his thumbs along my eyebrows and gently down

the bridge of my nose. If I had my tail out, it would've been wagging hard. I sighed

contently as he returned his fingertips to the top of my head, lightly rubbing them

against my scalp. I felt like I was floating in a dream. Perry's scent surrounded me

and the warmth of his legs cradled my head and neck, enveloping me in a cocoon of

comfort andhappiness.

"There's somethingthat I want to tell you," Perry said. "But..."

"Tell me,"I said, opening my eyes. He looked down at me and shook hishead.

"Ican't."

"What? Why not?"

He looked embarrassed. "Too scary,"he said, andlaughed.

Ilaughed with him. "Tell me."He grinned and covered my ears with his hands. His

soft palms were warm against my cool earlobes. His mouth moved, and I pulled his

hands away. "Hey. I want to be able to hear what you're tellingme."

"Too late,"he said. "You missedit."

Igrowledand reached back to tickle his sides. "Come on, spit it out." He grabbed my

hands and locked them down at his thighs. He gazed down at me,



smilingapologetically.

"I'll tell you later.When I'mready."

"Why'dyou mention it if you're not ready to tellme?"

He shrugged."To give you something to look forward to forlater."

Ilaughedand wrestled free from his grip, and twisted onto my knees to face him.

"Damn you," I said, and pounced on him, pinning him back into the pillows. He

laughed and wrestled against me as I nipped at his neck. I slid my hands around his

waist and squeezed him tightly. He wriggled and kicked his legs, and tried to tickle

my waist. "Tell me, tell me," I murmured into hisneck.

"Later,"he cackled as I licked his earlobe. He wrapped his thighs around my waist

and in one quick motion, twisted me onto my back so that he was on top. "Okay?" he

said, smiling down atme.

"Fine, if you insist."I slid my hand around the back of his neck and gently pulled his

face down to me. We kissed, and he relaxed against me, resting his head on my chest.

I held him against me, his head rising and falling with each breath. Everything felt so

perfect. I didn't want to move from that position. I wanted to preserve the

momentforever.

We stayedlike that until we fell asleep, and drifted off into our dreamstogether.

* * *

"The White TreeTrack called to confirm the race," Christophe told me the following

day. "Everything isset."



"Good."I nodded. "Excellent."

"You look nervous."

Ihuffed."No shit. The pressure ison."

"I've gotanother piece of news that might make youhappy."

"What's that?"

He straightenedhis shirt in an attempt to look dramatic. "I also got a call today from

the head of the White Tree Clan. The news is traveling through the pipeline. In

support of your cause, they've offered to grant you exclusive after-hours practice time

at thetrack."

My mouth dropped open."Hounds of Hell. That does make mehappy."

I'd been practicingmy ass off at the abandoned track, which was out of standard, in

disrepair, and was missing several of the standard obstacles that were at White

Tree—ones that Gregor would've had tons of experience with from his home track.

I'd told myself I'd make do with what I had, but it'd always been at the back of my

mind. Without the ability to practice on a true championship track, I'd be at a

greatdisadvantage.

Until now.

"And,"Christophe said, "We've been reached out to by the Birch Mountain Clan.

They own Ripclaw Performance, and have offered to sponsor maintenance of your

bike. The Crescent Moon's allies are behind you, Arthur. The word is gettingout."

Iwentoutside to tell Perry. He was playing with Jupiter, the both of them in their wolf



forms, chasing each other around in the forest that bordered the property. I leaned

against a tree and watched them, enjoying seeing their happiness. Jupiter looked so

carefree, the way she bounded and pranced around, enjoying her new ability. Her ears

pricked up and she sniffed the air and then looked atme.

"Arthur!"she barked, hopping excitedly into the air. She sprinted at me, her tongue

lolling out the side of her muzzle, and jumped into my arms. Shifter pups weren't

exactly small, and she knocked me back onto my butt. "Come and play?" she asked,

licking myface.
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"Okay, okay,"I said, laughing. Everything else in my head seemed to lose its

importance at that moment. I just wanted to make Jupiter happy, to enjoy her

laughter. I shifted into my wolf form and ran afterher.

"Welcome,"Perry said. "She's roped youin."

"So, what are we playing?"

"Chase,"she said, hopping back and forth from forepaw to rear paw like a bucking

horse. Then she took off into the trees, her ears flopping wildly as sheran.

"We'd better get her,"I said to Perry, and the two of us sprinted after her, making sure

to stay just behind her. I growled playfully and leapt at her, purposefully sailing over

her and rolling across the ground. She giggled, ran up to me, and tugged at my tail

with herteeth.

"I'm gonna catch you!"Perry barked, and he pounced at her. She yelped and bolted

away, twisting around the trees. Perry followed after, laughing as she evaded him. I

got up and ran to catch up, ducking back and forth to avoid thetrees.

Perry nippedat the end of Jupiter's tail, and she shrieked and galloped faster. I

charged ahead and yanked her up by the scruff of her neck, tossing her up into the air.

I shifted back to my human form, and caught her as shefell.

"Got ya,"I said. She giggled and shifted back to human form and hugged me around

my neck. Perry shifted back too, and mussed up Jupiter'shair.



"You're getting usedto your legs pretty quick. Aren't you,sweetie?"

"It'sfun to run with them," she said. "I can runfast."

"You sure can,"I said. "And you'll only get faster." I set her down, and she squeezed

her arms around my leg and stood on myshoe.

"Run with me again, Papa?"she said. I blinked,surprised.

"Ah..."

"Arthur isn'tyour Papa yet, sweetie," Perry saidgently.

"Why not?"

"Because he needsto win his race in order for us to be able to move here for good.

Once that happens, then he'll be yourPapa."

"What if he loses?"she asked, squeezing my legtighter.

"Iwon't,"I said, petting herhead.

"Iwantyou to be Papa now anyway," shesaid.

"Jupiter..."

"That's alright,"I said. "Do you want to call me Papa? Will that make you happy?"

She looked up at me and nodded, and I crouched down to her level, taking her two

little hands in mine. "Then you can call me Papa. I don't mind. And I want you to

remember that no matter what happens, you can always think of me as Papa.Okay?"



"Okay."

"Good."

Istood up and mouthed,it'll be okay, to Perry. He looked worried, but reached out and

touched myarm.

"Now,why don't you try and catch me, thistime?"

Jupiter grinned. "Okay!"

"Let's go,Perry. Try and catchme."

Iturned and sprinted away,shifting mid-step. Jupiter squealed and followed, with

Perry closebehind.

That evening,Perry and I went to the White Tree Track for the first night of training

and practice there. We pulled up to the front of the gigantic, glimmering arena, and I

realized that neither of us had been back here since the day this all started. It'd been

Kota's Teller ceremony, a day meant for good fortune and fate. It seemed like some

of that fate altering magic had been passed to me. I took his hand, and the two of us

stood in a silent reverence for a moment, both of us contemplating what had brought

us here, and brought us backtogether.

"Amazing, isn't it?"he asked. "I don't know if I'll ever be able to stop asking myself

what would have happened if things had gone just a little differently that day. If I

hadn't seenyou."
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"Nothing,"I said. "Because I would've found you again anyway. Loch knew that you

were back in town. He told me that day. He'd heard it fromDimitrius."

"Really?"

"Yeah.I definitely didn't expect to see you at the track. I didn't expect to see you that

day. But you were on my mind, and I was planning on showing up at your family

home to see if you were there. So, no matter what, fate meant for us to meetagain."

"Ididn't know that,"he said. "You're right. I guess we had no choice in the

matter,huh?"

"Nope.But I'm not going to get complacent, thinking that fate is on our side. I know

what Gregor can do on thattrack."

Inside,we were greeted by one of the track managers, who showed us down to the

garages. The arena was spectacularly impressive during its operating hours, filled

with the noise of a stadium filled with people and the roar of the bikes, but it took an

equally awe-inspiring state when it was empty. Workers picked through the stands,

cleaning them, but otherwise we were the only people inside. It felt like being alone

in a city. Having such silence in so huge a place gave it a mystical quality, like the

temple that was not too faraway.

"We havea database of records of the races run here," the track manager said. "If you

wish, you can pull them up and run time trials against ghosts. The arena's system will

network with your bike, and display a ghost racer of whoever you want to try

runningagainst."



"What does that mean?"Perry askedhim.

"It meansthat Mr. Luna can practice against Gregor Houndfang's previous races," the

manager said with a slim smile, obviously proud of his cutting-edgesystem.

Isearchedthrough the computer and found Gregor's records. I'd seen them before, but

I still felt nervous looking at them. He was fast. Damn fast. He was a pro. I called up

the race that I'd studied on my computer, and locked it into the track'ssystem.

"Now what?"I asked themanager.

"Go to your bike,"hesaid.

Perry tookup his position at the monitor, and I jogged out to the track, dropping to my

paws as my body shifted into wolf form. I drew in a deep breath, pre-visualizing what

the race night would be like. The house would likely be packed. It wasn't a publicized

event, but people knew who we were, and it was apparent that the reason for the

challenge was spreading quickly by word of mouth. I smelled the lingering pang of

burnt rubber and gasoline from today's races, and I could almost hear the roar of a

crowd. Excitement coursed through my body. I was going to push my skills to the

very edge. I was going to get better. And in two days, I was going towin.

Iclimbedinto the cockpit of my bike and sealed the door, shrouding me in momentary

darkness until the bike's electronics activated and the window illuminated with the

heads-up display information. I locked my paws into the control ports, and lit up the

engine. The bike shook to life, like a creature waking from an angrysleep.

"Monitor’s up,"Perry said, through the radio. "This iscrazy."

"What is?"Iasked.



"This ismy first time doing this on a proper system. Everything is so much more...

overwhelming. And it literally looks like there's another bike on the track withyou."

Ilooked to my right,and was surprised to see a shimmering, spectral looking bike

waiting next to mine. It was the training system that the manager had mentioned.

Despite all the years I'd raced at White Tree, I'd never had a chance to use something

like this before. This was going to vastly improve my skill level. I could actually

study Gregor's driving styleup close, as if he were really on the track withme.

"Ready?"Perryasked.

The bike'ssystems flashed green: all safety and system checks completed. "Ready,"

Isaid.

"Countdown. On your marks."

The lightsabove the track flashed red, then yellow, and finally... green. I opened the

throttle and shot forward like a missile, the arena around me streaking into a blur. For

a moment, I was startled by the grip I had on the track, like my bike was latched onto

the asphalt with glue. I'd gotten used to practicing at the abandoned proving grounds,

riding on unmaintained track that made my bike feel like it was going to spin out at

any moment. But that was a good thing. I'd done so many practice races there that I'd

developed a much more delicate sense of control because ofit.

Ilookedto my right and saw the ghost bike flying along right at my side.Come on,I

thought.Let's dothis.

By the endof the practice run, I was panting to catch my breath. My body shook with

adrenaline, and I stumbled out of the cockpit onto wobbly legs. I'd expected the first

run to not be so great, but I hadn't expected to get my tail kicked so fucking

thoroughly. I'd kept up with Gregor's ghost run for the first half, even pulling ahead



of him several times, but as soon as we entered into the major obstacles--the ones that

the abandoned track didn't have—I completely fell behind, to the point where

catching up was just adream.

Perry ran over to me,and I collapsed onto the ground. "Are you okay?" he asked.

"Shift back. Cooldown."

"No,"I grunted. "It's just the first run. Just somewater."

He lookedlike he wanted to argue, but he knew I was right. Time was really precious

now. There'd be little room for rest thistime.

Ilappedup water from a watering station in the pit, and then trotted back to my bike,

sealing the door behind me. I fired up the engine, settled into the controls, and

narrowed my eyes on the track.Again.

"Watchyour speed when entering The Dog's Eye," Perry said. "Don't rush it. If you

rush it, you'll end up losing time trying to correct for smallmistakes."

"Right,"I growled. "Let's dothis."
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Perry

We were at a clear disadvantage,I knew that. Not only did Arthur have less practice

time here, he didn't have a professional, dedicated track guide watching the monitors

for him. All he had was me: someone who knew a thing or two about wolf-cycle

racing, but was definitely no professional. He was counting on me to help him

improve his runs, and we both had to trust that my observations and advice were

actually doingthat.

"Increaseby five on the upcoming corner," I said, wiping a gallon of sweat from my

forehead. Being here on this track, knowing the challenge was really happening in

just a couple days... There was real pressure now, pressure that I hadn't felt before.

"Wait, decrease by five," I said, quickly. "Take ithard."

His voice gurgledthrough the radio. "Shit."

"I'm sorry,"I said. I swallowed a lump in my throat and switched monitor views so

that I could see the track from the top down. He banked hard into the corner right

alongside Gregor's ghost, and pulled out of it slightly ahead. I breathed out in relief.

"You came out ahead. Alright.Great."

"You okay?"he asked. I hit a button on the console, and a picture in picture display of

inside his cockpit appeared on the monitor. His eyes were fixed and focused, his ears

flattened back against his head. He looked far more relaxed than I felt. It was our

sixth time through the course, and Arthur had only finished aheadonce.

"Fine,"I said, wiping away another torrent of sweat from my forehead with the back



of myhand.

"You sound nervous,"he said. "I can't have you being nervous. What's thematter?"

"Nervous? What are you talking about?"I squeaked out a nervous laugh, and then

coughed itaway.

"Perry..."His eyes flicked up to the camera for a half asecond.

"Enterthe next straightaway at open throttle," I said. "Release halfway through, and

then decrease speed. Don't worry about me, Arthur. I'm managing overhere."

His bike rocketedinto the straightaway, increasing speed. On the monitor, his eyes

narrowed into an intense grimace. He was still just even with the ghost bike, and

never able to pull too far ahead, but also never falling too far behind. It was a

constant stalemate, but that was a problem. He was just barely holding on to his

position. One screw-up and it was over. It seemed like the chance of a win or loss

was split down the middle, with the scaled teetering againsthim.

"I...need you... to not just... manage..." The force of accelerating into the straightaway

made it hard to speak. His fur matted back, making it look like a fan was blowing in

his face. Halfway into the straightaway, both he and the ghost eased off their throttles

and then changed gears, cutting their speed. They curved into the turn at the end like

two synchronized dancers. They zipped along The Walls like two mirror images of

one another, and then entered the final straightaway before TheForest.

"Ican't dothis without your help," he said. "The only way I'm going to be able to get

through this course ahead of Gregor is withyou."

"Iknow,"I said. "But that's what I'm worried about. Maybe we should hire a real track

guide. Someone who really knows what they'redoing."



"Ineedyou,"Arthur said. "Nobody else can do this except for you. You know why?

Because we're connected. We've got something no one elsehas."

Of course.

He was right.I had to trust our connection, our love. He trusted it. He trustedme.

"Okay,"I said. The overwhelming nervous feeling was subsiding. I was in control

again. I nodded to myself and tapped the buttons on the control panel, bringing up

readouts on both Arthur and Gregor's acceleration and brake pressure. "Final stretch.

Let's beat thatghost."

"Alright,"he said, a grin spreading across hismuzzle.

"You're goingto need to enter The Forest at top speed in order to match Gregor," I

told him. "And you'll need to be precise as possible when going around thepylons."

He jammedthe accelerator and flew into the obstacle, whizzing by the the gigantic

concrete pillars. He was elegant, but Gregor's ghost still had an edge on him. His

movements were obviously more economical than Arthur's, wasting absolutely no

speed. It was adding up, and Arthur was pulling slightly behind. I could see the

frustration in his face as he looked out the side of the cockpit window and saw Gregor

ahead of him. His fangs were gritted in a snarl of concentration. On the monitor, I

saw that he was opening the throttle, increasingspeed.

"Careful,"I said, alarmed. Going faster here wasn't necessarily the best idea. Too fast,

and it'd be impossible to avoid clipping one of thepylons.

"Just a bit,"hegrowled.

He'd evenedhis position again, but I could see that he was at the verge of being out



ofcontrol.

"Slow down, Arthur,"I said. "Slowdown."

He kept the throttle open,and zigzagged between the pylons. I gripped the side of the

monitor, my heart hammering with growing panic. Was I just afraid for him? Not

pushing him hard enough because I didn't want to see him hurt? Or was he really in

the danger my gut was telling me he wasin?

"Slow down!"I shouted. He had pulled ahead,but...

He arced around a pylon,and it became obvious both to him and I that he was on a

collision course with one straight ahead of him. The bike banked but couldn't turn fast

enough. He slammed on the brakes, sending white smoke jetting from both his

wheels. The bike spun on the track, like a whirligig blown in the wind. Every muscle

in my body tensed as I watched him skid towards the pylon, the tires screeching

across theasphalt.

"No!"
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Iwatchedas the bike stopped just inches away from slamming sideways into the

pylon, smoke continuing to billow up from the tires. On the monitor, Arthur sat

frozen, his eyes wide. Gregor's ghost disappeared into thedistance.

"Shit,"he muttered. "Dammit."

Arthur slowly broughtthe stalled engine back to life and pulled the bike through the

rest of obstacle, and into the pit. He stepped out, shifting back to human form. I ran to

him and pushedhim.

"What the hell, Arthur?"Ishouted.

He stumbled backand fell against the side of the wolf-cycle. He looked stunned and

ashamed, and I grabbed him and hugged himtightly.

"If you're goingto tell me those things, at leastlistento me," I said. He was trembling

slightly in myarms.

"I'm sorry,"he said. "I thought... I wasn't thinking. I saw him pulling ahead of me and

saw no otherway."

"Dammit,you could've crashed. You know how delicate the balance is in that section.

Speed doesn't alwayshelp."

"Iknow,"he said, shaking his head. "I'm sorry,Perry."

We walkedaround the bike to inspect it. There was no visible damage, except that the



tires were obviouslyworn.

"Maybe I could've pulledit off with fresh tires," he said. "Six runs without a tire

change. That could beit."

"Or maybe youwere just going too fast," I said. "Please don't do that again. You're

going to killme."

We broughtthe bike back in to the garage. Without a pit crew here, we couldn't

change the tires. We'd just reached the limit of our practice for the night, and just as

well. We'd both lost track of the time, and the exhaustion was catching up with us.

That was how these kinds of mistakeshappened...

When we got backto the house, Arthur filled the bathtub and the two of us dipped

into it. Arthur wrapped me up in his arms as we sank into the piping hot water, and I

felt the tension slowly dissipating from my body. I was surprised to feel

himshivering.

"Arthur?"I turned to look at him, and he looked away. "What is it?" Iasked.

"Ireally fucked up,"he said. "I keep playing that moment over and over. I feel like an

idiot, telling you to help me and then ignoring you like that. It could've been all over.

I feel like... Like that was something Gregor would'vedone."

"No,"I said. "Uh-uh." I brushed his hair back from his forehead and kissed him there.

"You are in no way like that man. Not at all. Let’s just concentrate on what we have

to do. How to beathim."

"Yeah,"he said, and kissed me. We both sank further down into the tub as I relaxed

into his arms. "How to beathim..."



"Maybe... I might have an idea."

"I'mopen to any and allideas."

"We haveaccess to this new system, the ghost system. We've been racing against

Gregor's records, trying to improve against his style of racing. Maybe we ought to be

looking at otherpeople?"

"Other people?"

"Other racers.Ones that have totallydestroyedGregor on the White Tree track. That

way you pick up new techniques, and you see what his weaknessesare."

"Hounds of Hell,"he said. "You're absolutely right." He kissed mycheek.

Igrinnedand tilted my head back to steal another kiss from him. "We make a pretty

damn good team, don'twe?"

He kissedmy neck and my shoulder. "I'll say. I can't even imagine what I'd do

withoutyou."

As he kissed me,I felt excitement rushing between my thighs. In the heat of the

bathwater, my cock hardened and rose. I let my hand sneak between his legs, and

found his length. He smiled and murmured as I pulled on him, and his hand moved

down to reciprocate. The water sloshed gently with our movements. The all-

enveloping warmth of the bath only increased the pleasure of his strokes, and I

moaned softly and pulled him into another kiss. I loved the feeling of his naked skin

against me, the slippery curves of his muscles up against my back. Our tongues lolled

against one another, teasing and exploring, and the heat emanating from the bath

made my headspin.



"Can I wash you?"Arthurasked.

"Okay,"I said, not exactly sure what hemeant.

We stood up,and Arthur soaped up a bath sponge. I laughed. "You're literally going to

washme?"
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"What did you think I meant?"

"Idunno. Something dirty."

"Calm down,"he smiled. "Dirty comeslater."

He scrubbedmy body with the sponge, and then even shampooed my hair. I closed

my eyes, unable not to fall into a state of relaxation as he massaged his fingers

through my hair. Then he moved his hands down, massaging the soap into my neck

and shoulders. He went down further still, to my arms, and my chest. My cock

throbbed expectantly, but he teased me by skirting around the area, moving to my

thighs and the rest of my legs. Then he turned the shower on and rinsed the soap off,

taking care to wash all of the shampoo from my hair. My eyes still closed, I gasped as

I felt a warm sensation play across my nipple. His tongue circled my right one, then

my left and then he began to kiss his way down my chest. When he reached my

stomach, he took time to kiss each of my abs. He was taking his sweet time getting

down to my cock, and he knew it was driving me crazy. He kissed my inner thigh,

and then the other, and for a second I considered twisting my hips and slapping him

on the side of the head with my cock as punishment for teasing me, but refrained with

a privatesmile.

Then,the tip of his tongue nipped my balls, sending a tingling shiver up through my

entire body. I gasped and squirmed, waiting for more, but there wasnothing.

"Keep your eyes closed,"he said, and I did. A moment later, there was another playful

lick on my balls. My cock bounced as I tightened my muscles in surprise. With all the

anticipation, I could feel the precome that was beading up at the tip, probably



dripping down into thewater.

Suddenly,my cock was enveloped in a tight warmth, like being dipped into warm

cream. My knees shook and I cried out and reached out to steady myself against the

wall. Even with that incredible explosion of pleasure, I kept my eyes shut. I heard the

bathwater moving gently, the only evidence of Arthur's movements. Otherwise, it just

felt like unexplainable pleasure on my cock. At times, it felt like he was stroking me,

other times sucking me. I had no idea what he could be doing to make me feel this

good, and I didn't dare open my eyes to ruin the secret. I ran my hand back through

my hair, laughing with amazement at how damn good itfelt.

"Arthur,that's so good... Oh shit, keep doing that. Ohfuck, I'm going to comesoon."

Iheardhim murmur in response; a happy, encouraging sound. I groaned as the climax

hit me, bursting through my mind and my body like the trembling roar of an engine. I

tossed my head back as the sensation rolled on, and Arthur continued to pleasure me.

My legs trembled and shook, and I had to take a step back to stop myself from getting

overwhelmed. I opened my eyes, and Arthur was there on his knees in front of me,

licking his lips. Slowly, I lowered myself into the bath. My head spun like I'd just

sprinted amile.

"Hounds of Hell,"I sighed, sinking down into the water to my chin. "That wasgood."

He came forwardthrough the water and kissed me. "Relaxed?" heasked.

"Incredibly,"I said. "But not so relaxed that I can't do this." I reached my hand

through the water and took hold of his heavy cock, which hung just below the

surface. His eyelids drooped sensuously as I stroked him, his lips parting just slightly

to let out a contentedsigh.

"Ah..."



Ileaned forwardand silenced him with a kiss. Then, with his cock still in my grasp, I

turned around onto my knees and presented myself to him. I guided him forward,

pulling him up to my entrance, and Arthur went the rest of the way himself. He took

me by the waist and inched his way forward, pushing into me, inch by inch, until he

finally reached thehilt.

"Oh, shit..."he murmured, and then slowly began to move his hips. Back and forth,

back and forth. The water in the bathtub rocked with our movements, building

momentum as he increased his speed and ferocity until it sloshed up like waves

breaking on a wall. I pulled the plug, and the water slowly drained as he fuckedme.

The slapsof skin against skin echoed through the tiled bathroom, and hearing those

obscene noises only turned me on even more. A small whirlpool formed around the

drain. The water level lowered, Arthur went harder. I lowered my head to the floor

and pushed my ass up towards him, opening myself up more for his hardlength.

He squeezedmy ass to signal his nearing climax, and I felt his cock throb deep inside

me as he made one final thrust. It continued to pulse with the waves of his orgasm,

and the sound of our heavy breaths filled the room. We stayed locked like that for a

moment, too taken by the pleasure of it all to even consider moving. Then, slowly, he

withdrew from me, and I could feel his overflow spilling out of me, a delicious

warmth. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, grinning as Idid.

"Are you relaxed?"I askedhim.

"Absolutely,"hebreathed.

We collapsedinto the covers together, still naked. I nuzzled up to him and he put his

arm around me. We both sighed, sleepy and happy, and burrowed deep into those

welcoming blankets. I felt like I was glowing with warmth and love, like nothing in

the universe could get any better than this. I lay there, feeling the embrace of sleep



slowly drawing me in. I felt so safe with him. I remembered that thing that I'd been

too nervous to tell him the other day, and gathered my courage. Why was I afraid to

say it? It wasn'tthatbig a deal, and yet itwas.

"Hey,"I said, "So that thing I was going to tell you the other day... I want to tell it to

younow."

Iwas met with silence. "Arthur?"I asked, softly. I turned to look at his face and saw

that he was asleep, his lips parted slightly as he breathed. He looked so peaceful. I

knew how beat he was—we both were. I kissed his lips. They were soft on mine, and

they unconsciously returned the kiss. He murmured in his sleep, and I kissed him

again before relaxing into the pillow and closing my eyes. Within seconds, I wasout.

* * *

IwatchedArthur's bike running tandem next to two ghost bikes on the monitors, one

belonging to Gregor, the other belonging to a local champion who had consistently

come up on top against Gregor every time they'd raced at White Tree. Arthur was still

struggling, but he was more determined than ever. And we were right—seeing this

new race record was unveiling so many things about Gregor's technique. It was

revealing to see how differently Gregor raced when he was up against someone he

had a weakness against. It was obvious how fragile he was, how easily he could be

shaken when not at thetop.

"He just made a mistake,"Arthur said. "Did you seethat?"

"Idid,"I replied. "Went too hard on the brake. I can see him. I know exactly what was

going through his head at that moment. He was furious about not anticipating the

other racer in that turn. He's getting himself all workedup."

"Shit.He's still damn good,though."



Iwatchedas the three bikes swung another hard corner, the new bike hugging the turn

sharply and coming in the lead. Arthur pulled out last, just barely behind Gregor's. By

the end of the lap, he pulled in neck and neck with him. I jogged over to meet him,

and we took a moment to go over the race together, studying the technique of the new

racer. Then Arthur went again. This time, we picked a different record from a

different racer who had a perfect win record againstGregor.

Icould see him improving.I could tell that a certain pressure that'd been there earlier

was gone, now that he was free from Gregor'sghost.
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Arthur

The day before the race,Perry and I took a walk around the Luna property with

Jupiter in the lead, sniffing around the trees and bushes. She was still enjoying the

novelty of her wolf form, and it seemed like she was spending more time shifted than

not. Perry walked closely by my side, his fingers intertwined with mine. I did what I

could to keep my mind present, to enjoy this moment with them. It was hard not to

find myself back at the track, analyzing the races in my head.Do I enter this turn at

this angle? Or just slightly less? This speed? Gregor seemed to respond thisway...

"Doyou recall the time we first met?" Perry's soft voice called me back from the

madness. I looked at him, and he returned an inquisitive glance and began to swing

my handplayfully.

"The very first time?"Iasked.

"The very first time."

All thoughtsand anxieties of tomorrow melted away as my thoughts drifted back in

time. The White Tree Track was at the center of itall.

"Ido,"I said. It was a memory I'd pushed out of my head for the past thirteen years,

along with all the others, so I was surprised how clearly I could recall it now. It filled

me with a tingle of nostalgia. "I was in pre-academy," I said, "hardly the same wolf I

was today. I was at the White Tree Track watching the races, and I snuck down to the

bike bays for a hope at a peek at wolf-cycles. That's when I saw you. I noticed you

because you were holding a bag with the Sycamore Creek school logo, and I wanted



to know who else at my school was interested in wolf-cycles. I introduced myself to

you, and we talked about thebikes."

"Talked?"Perry laughed. "You mean, argued? We disagreed on practically

everything! You said the 486z 'Claw' was superior to the 'Vector' model because of its

fuel system. Our debate got so heated that we got kicked out of thepits!"

"Okay,you remember this better than I do, apparently," I said, laughing. "I remember

having a great conversation with you about the bikes, getting so involved we were

asked to leave, and then continuing it all the way back up to thestands."

"People were annoyedbecause we were blabbing while the races were going on,

yelling over the sound of theengines."

"Iremember none of this,"I admitted. "I do remember the feeling of wanting to keep

talking to you, though. Of really having a lot of fun talking toyou."

"You foundme the next day at school. I didn't realize you'd seen my bag, I was

wondering how this weirdo had found me at myschool."

"Really?"Iasked.

"Yes! I had no idea."

"But we became friends after that."

"Best friends,"he amended. "Couldn't get you away fromme."

Ismiled,remembering. "It wasn't long before I had a huge crush on you. Huge. I was

afraid to ruin our friendship, so I didn't sayanything."



"You were just shy,"Perry said, poking me in my side. "If I'd had a crush on you at

that time, I would've saidsomething."

"You didn't havea crush on me?" I asked, with feignedshock.

"Igrewup with the idea that I already belonged to an alpha. It's odd to think I actually

felt proud about it back then. My parents had convinced me it was something to look

forward to. I was pretty prissy about it, if Irecall..."

Inodded."You were sort of cold about your feelings. You didn't let people get close

toyou."

"Iguess it was a defense.I knew I was promised to Gregor, so I never gave romance a

thought. I always just believed it was something that wouldn't happen for me. What a

shock, when I realized I was falling foryou."

Inodded,silently. I knew he'd struggled, but it was a story he'd never toldme.

"It feltlike nothing made sense. How could my parents do this to me? That was all I

could think. How could they imprison me like this? I wasn't supposed to fall in love

with anyone else. I was supposed to marry Gregor, and I would fall in love with him.

The shit I'd imagined about him, what I fantasized it'd be like. It makes me want to

throw up. I'd been convinced thatIwas lucky, being arranged to him. I was in denial

about it for a while. I didn't want to admit to myself that I could actually be feeling

something for you. I considered breaking off our friendship so manytimes."

"You tried,"I said. "Our last year at Sycamore. You went cold on me, all of asudden."

"I'msorry I did that to you," he said, squeezing my hand. "I thought I would be saving

myself, when I did that. It was stupid, and selfish. And I realized very quickly that

trying to break things off was a lost cause. I was already indeep."



"That whole thing gave me courage,"I said. "I realized I shouldn't be afraid of what

would happen. I was going to lose you anyway. And almost losing you as a friend, I

realized I'd much rather lose you as alover."

"It gave me courage too,"said Perry. "It was a catalyzing moment, wasn't it? And then

we both planned to tell each other we were in love on the sameday."

Ilaughed."Fate has always had a way of fucking with us, Iguess."

He stoppedand tugged me close to him, wrapping his arms around my waist. "I have

something to tell you. Two things,actually."
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"Oh?"I kissed him on his forehead. "Is itthething? You aren't afraidanymore?"

"I'm still afraid.But I'm ready to tell you. Are you ready to hearit?"

"Of course."

He brushed my hair back,and he smiled, his eyes sparkling. Was he crying? I rubbed

the corner of his eye with my thumb, curious about what could be making him feel

thisway.

"Ijust wanted to say,"he announced, straightening the front of my shirt, "that... I

loveyou."

Ilaughed."I know that. I love youtoo."

"And!And, even though Gregor has been my husband for thirteen years... You

havealwaysbeen mymate."

My heart caughtin my throat. "You know I feel the same way," I said. "Always."

"And the other thing.It's a bigone."

"Okay."

"I'm pregnant."

It tookme several seconds to comprehend what Perry had just said to me.Pregnant?I



was so shocked, the possibility that I might be the father hardly even entered my

head, until he said to me, "It'syours."

Istammered,trying to make sense of it. "But, it's only been like, a week. Is

itpossible?"

He nodded."I can tell. When I shift, I can sense it. And I know without a doubt that

it's yours, because, well... You're the only one it couldbe."

My head was spinning."Hounds of Hell," I said, stunned. "We're going to have

ababy..."

Perryand I hadn't taken the precaution of protected sex, so it really shouldn't have

been a surprise. He was pregnant with mychild.

"Are you... okay?"he asked, looking concerned. "I thought it was important to tell you

before the race. I didn't want to keep it fromyou."

"I'm fine, Perry,"I said, shaking away the shock. "I just... We're going to have a

baby." I laughed and hugged him. "We're going to have ababy!"

Jupiter prancedover and sat down at our feet, her tail wagging. "Why are you crying,

Papa Arthur?" sheasked.

"You're goingto be a big sister soon," I toldher.

Her tail wagged furiously,and she shifted back into human form and jumped up into

my arms. Perry laughed and hugged the both of us. I was overwhelmed; it just didn't

feel real. We were going to have a baby. Regardless of what happened, Perry and I

were bound together. For a brief moment, the whirl of happiness was replaced by a

sharp fear. Our situation had become infinitely more complicated. Now, more than



ever, Ihadto win thatrace.

Icould seethat same glimmer of uncertainty in Perry's eye. "We're going to be okay,"

I told him. "I'll make sure of it. This baby will be yours and mine, okay? No one will

come between our family. Noone."

That night,I couldn't sleep. I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, my thoughts back on

the track. Now, the news of my child had joined the thoughts of tomorrow's race.

Perry stirred and nuzzled his face into myneck.

"Ican hear you thinking,"he said, his voice gravelly with sleep. "Can't fall

asleep,huh?"

"Ididn't expectI'd be able to," I said. "Tomorrow is the most important day of mylife."

"Mine too,"hesaid.

"Our lives,"Isaid.

"No matter what happens tomorrow,"he said. "I know we'll find a way to be together.

Do you know why? Because we'remates."

Inodded,silently.

"IthinkI know a way to help us sleep," he said. "It's tried andtrue."
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"How's that?"

In the dark,I felt his soft breath on my neck, and the gentle tickle of his lips. Then, the

rustle of the sheets as his hand slipped underneath the waistband of mypajamas.

* * *

Ilookedout the car window as Stephen drove Perry and I to the White Tree Track.

Grey clouds were rolling across the sky, casting the world in a solemn grey haze. I

didn't necessarily believe in omens, but it wasn't exactly an upliftingfeeling.

"Looks like rain,"Perry said. "That wasn'texpected."

"No,"I said, absently. He touched myleg.

We pulledout of the private access highway into downtown Wolfheart. I saw the

impressive dome of the temple off in the distance, and asked Stephen to make a

quickdetour.

"Making an offering for luck, sir?"heasked.

"IthinkI'll need all the help I can get," I replied, but there was another reason I wanted

to stop there. "We'll just be a couple minutes," I told him as we pulled into the

parking lot. "Keep the carrunning."

"Yes, sir."



Perry and I hurried inside.One of the priests shuffled by, swinging a silver incense

holder, the grey-red incense smoke flowing out of the intricate geometry cut into its

sides. He stopped and turned towards us. I nodded to him respectfully, and he held up

an open palm, and drew his hood to his shoulders. He was half shifted, his face part

wolf, partman.

"Arthur Luna and Perry Houndfang,"he said in a lowvoice.

"Master?"I said. I wasn't expecting to beaddressed.

He shuffled slowlyover to us, his hands clutched at his waist. The incense holder

dangled in front of him, giving the impression that he was drifting on a cloud

ofsmoke.

"It isa day of great importance to you both," he said, and Perry and I exchanged a

curiousglance.

"Yes, it is,"Perry said. "How did you know? Have you seen something in

ourfutures?"

The priest chuckled,a low and dry sound. "No," he said. "Your challenge isn't exactly

hidden knowledge. Word has been going around. We have a bet going, amongst the

priests. I hope you win. Otherwise, I'm going to be out a fair sum ofmoney."

Isnorted a laugh."Well then maybe you can give us a blessing for the race. And

another,too."

After he madean offering for us for the race, he took us to the fertility shrines and

assisted us in a prayer for our child. Perry and I shifted into our wolf forms and

touched noses to the tree. I closed my eyes, picturing the spark of life that had started

to form insidePerry.



For this child,Ithought.
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Perry

The stadium was filledbeyond the normal turnout for an open race day. The stands

were packed with people, and Arthur's name was on their lips. Those who hadn't

come because of the challenge were quickly sucked into the excitement by those who

had. All sorts of wild rumors were flying around about the nature of the challenge.

Arthur had stolen me away from a loving husband. No, Gregor had used me as a

betting chip to win the Luna fortune. Or was it a stunt to draw attention to a

promising new racer's blossoming career? The stories flew through the stands, each

person convinced theirs was accurate, and betting accordingly. It seemed like only a

minority knew the actual reason for the challenge, but no one really seemed to care.

For most, it was a rare and exciting occasion: A Luna against a popular foreigndriver.

The family hada private box overlooking the track, and we went there first. Jupiter

was sitting on Dimitrius's lap, and he was pointing down to the track and explaining

things to her. Basch and Stella took turns looking through a set of binoculars, while

Kota and Alexis chased each other around the box. Vander, Pell, Christophe, and

Mason all stood at the window, watching the races that were currently going on. Loch

and Tresten sat on one of the leather couches and looked over a betting tablet. Jupiter

was the first to notice us, and she hopped down from Dimitrius's lap and sprinted

over to us, hugging me around my legs. The rest of the family came over to greetus.

"Seemslike the odds are being stacked against you, Arthur," Loch said. "Better for me

when youwin."

"You're betting on the race?"I asked, half amused and halfaghast.



"Hell yeah.Hey, it's not just me. Mason, too. And about half of the masters atschool."

Mason smiled,sheepishly. "We all think you're going to win," he said,encouragingly.

"Becareful,"Stella said to Arthur, brushing a bit of fluff from his shoulder. "I don't

know if I'll even be able towatch."

"I'll be fine, Mom,"hesaid.

Basch grippedhis son's shoulder. "I have no doubt you'll race well, Arthur. Make the

clanproud."

"Iwill."

Guided by the track manager,we made our way down to the garage bays at track-side.

Eyes were on us from everywhere, and we received words of support from all sorts of

people we passed by along theway.

"This is crazy,"Arthursaid.

"It feelslike everyone knows about us," I agreed. "Nopressure."

"Nothing has changed.Now we just have an audience. I'm still going to race

thesame."

We wentinto the garage bays, and the other riders came over from their bikes to wish

us a good race. Then, as we made our way down the line towards Arthur's electric

blue wolf-cycle, Gregor emerged from behind his bike. He was using his XR76 'Rip

Jaw', its neon-orange body covered in sponsorship stickers. He was flirting with a

young omega, and grinned when he noticedus.



"May the best wolf win,"Arthur said, offering his hand. Gregor ignoredit.

"Ithinkit's obvious who that is." He spat onto the floor next to Arthur's feet. He

stabbed a glare at me. "I'll seeyouverysoon."

"You'll be seeingthe last of me, Gregor," I said. Without another word, Arthur and I

strode pasthim.

"He's got no chance!"Gregor yelled after us. "Don't even think for a second he's going

to win. Perry! I'm talking toyou!"

We madeour way down the line, until we reached the end where Arthur's bike was.

He laid his hand against its side and closed his eyes for a moment. "Time to do this,"

he said. On monitors hanging from the garage ceiling was video feed of the race

currently happening on the track. Arthur changed into his racing suit and then the two

of us walked around his bike to do an inspection. We both worked in silence, too

nervous to talk. My heart was pounding so hard, I almost couldn't feel my legs.

Everything was tingling, and I felt like I was on the verge of vomiting, even though I

hadn't had the appetite to eat a bite of anything the entire day. Arthur was the same,

and I was worried if he'd have trouble because of it. I knew whatever I was feeling,

he had to be having it worse. But when I looked at him, his eyes were surprisingly

calm. He sat on the ground next to his bike, his back against it. He stared straight

ahead, his hands folded in his lap. I sat down facing him, and he smiled atme.

"Thinking about the race,"I said. It wasn't really a question, but to my surprise, Arthur

said, "No."

"Names,"hesaid.

"Names?"



"What we should nameour baby. If it's a boy, maybe Mars. A girl, Venus. Something

from the stars, likeJupiter."

Ismiled,moved that he was thinking about something like that at a time like this. But

then, maybe it was the best time to think about it. Anything to focus, to keep the

nervescalm.

"From the stars,"Iagreed.

We sat quietly together,Arthur's hands resting in my palms. His pulse was steady, and

it helped to calm me. A short time later, we were approached by the trackmanager.

"Your race is next,"hesaid.

We stood,our hands still clasped. I looked into Arthur's eyes, willing him as much

strength as I could, but I could see he didn't need it. He was focused. He was ready.

He slipped his hand around my waist and pulled me into akiss.

"This is it,"hewhispered.

Ikissed him again,and a part of me wondered if it might be the last time. I felt a

pulling urge to grab his hand and run. I didn't want to lose himagain.

"Kick his ass,"Isaid.

His lips formed a slanted smile.Slowly, reluctantly, he let go of my hand. "Talk to

you on the track," he said, and then shifted into wolf form. I hurried off towards the

pit, and heard the grumbling roar of his engine behind me as he started his bike and

pulled out of thegarage.
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Arthur

Ipulledmy bike out onto the track and to the starting line. Gregor's orange monstrosity

was already there, taunting me with its sheer excess. He'd purposely chosen his

competitive bike to try and intimidate me, to remind me that he was a pro and I was

not. I wasn't worried. Any worry that I'd had before was gone now, thanks to Perry's

news. I was fighting for one more, now: my ownchild.

Icouldn't seeGregor through the tinted cockpit window, but I knew he was looking at

me, goading me on. I remembered the practice races, and how he wielded his own

overconfidence as a weapon against weaker opponents. I could use that against him,

if I didn't fall to itfirst.

"Perry here,"his voice crackled over the radio. "Here comes therain."

Just as he said that,specks of water spotted the windshield. I hit a button, and a light

flashed across the glass, adding an augmented view that electronically removed any

rain from my view. I wouldn't be inhibited visually, but racing on a wet track would

still be different, no matter how many assistance electronics the bikeshad.

"No problem,"I said. Through the controls, I felt the shudder of the engine through

my paws. I revved the throttle a bit, letting myself get in tune with thebike.

"The announcer is introducingyour race now," Perry said. I couldn't hear anything

except him and the immediate sounds of my engine. "Hounds of Hell. You should

hear the crowd right now. Alright, Arthur. Here we go. Get ready for thelights."



Gregor startedto rev his bike, its engine spitting jets of flame from the twin exhaust.

The bike shook with each rev, like an angry beast wanting to escape a pen. Asshole

would do anything for intimidation. I ignored him, focusing on the track ahead. I took

a few deep breaths and quieted mymind.

For Perry.

For Jupiter.

For our baby.

The signal lightsappeared on my heads-updisplay.

Red.

Yellow.

GREEN!

Throttle,clutch, the explosive force of takeoff. My engine screamed as the numbers

on my speedometer climbed with blistering speed, the world around me pulling to a

streaked blur with Gregor to my right. No ghost, this time. The real deal. I could feel

the force of the rain through my controls, and the way the tires responded to the now

slickened pavement. I gritted my teeth, gravity tugging on my chops as I blasted

through the first turn. Gregor was on the inside. When we emerged from the corner,

he pulled up aggressively, coming within a few feet of me. A red collision warning

message flashed on mydisplay.

"Shit,"I growled. I knew what he was trying to do. He wanted me to flinch, to swerve

away from him. I held thecourse.



"Bastard,"Perrysaid.

"Yes he is,"Isaid.

"Upcoming turn.Reduce by thirty. Watch your three o'clock. Don't let him

intimidateyou."

"Copy that,"I said, and followed his instructions into the turn. Gregor again edged

close to me, so much so that I could actually feel the report of water jetted from his

tires vibrating against the side of my bike. My heart hammered.Hounds of Hell, he

came close. How fucking close was he willing to get tome?

Don't lethim psych you out,I toldmyself.

"Here comes the first obstacle,"Perry said, "Get ready. The dangerous part

startsnow."
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Perry

The skies had opened up.The sound of the rain hammering down was almost as loud

as the roar of the crowd as Arthur and Gregor pulled into the first obstacle, a winding

tunnel with no flat surfaces, just a pure cylinder that forced the drivers to ride up

along the sides, or even on the ceiling at times. I watched as Gregor did a three

hundred and sixty flip around the tunnel, arcing around the ceiling to come onto the

opposite side of Arthur. It was a completely unnecessary move. The piece of shit was

so arrogant, he wastoyingwith Arthur. It made me furious, and I could see that it was

beginning to get toArthur.

"Ignore him, Arthur,"I said. "Ignorehim."

"Fuck,"he said. I watched as Arthur pulled the same move, whirling around the

ceiling to put Gregor back on his rightside.

"Arthur, don't,"I said. "Don't let him get toyou."

"He's making it really difficult,"he replied. "Dammit!"

Gregor had forcedhim slightly onto the side of the tunnel. Because the tunnel was

perfectly round, when the obstacle ended both racers needed to be running along the

bottom in order to safely emerge onto flat ground. That usually meant a game of

chicken, with one rider edging the other out and exiting first. Arthur jerked his bike

towards Gregor, trying to get him up the side of the of the tunnel, but he didn't budge.

They were both in a dangerous position, the question was who would be the one to

pull back? This was one of the moments that I couldn't do anything to help Arthur.



He would have to decide on a strategyhimself.

Ichewed my lip.He was getting closer to the end of the tunnel, and was still riding

side by side with Gregor. Gregor was still in the safe position, and Arthur's attempts

to get him to move were not working. He attempted to pull ahead of him, but the

winding curves of the tunnel were preventing him from picking up much more speed.

He wasstuck.

"Come on, Arthur,"I whispered to myself. Through his cockpit feed I could see the

intense look of concentration on his face, burning behind his wolf eyes. "Comeon..."

Icould seethe end of the tunnel coming up fast ahead. It was obvious that Gregor had

the upper position. He wasn't going to be psyched out. What was Arthur going todo?

Drop back,I thought.Before it’s too late!But he wasn't. He continued to ride the side

of the tunnel, and they were hurtling towards theexit.

Here it came!

"Arthur!"Ishouted.

At the last second,he whipped his bike in a loop around the top of the tunnel,

accelerating at the very last moment before he reached the end. His bike shot ahead of

Gregor'salong the ceiling, and with the momentum of the move he flew out from the

exit over Gregor's bike and landed just ahead of him on the track! Smoke puffed from

his tires as he landed, the back of his bike wobbling to regain traction as water

exploded off the track into a fine mist. The crowd burst into a roar of applause, and I

threw my arms in theair.

"Fuck yes!"



"That was close,"he said into themic.

Gregor swerved back and forth,trying to find a way to pull ahead of him, but Arthur

moved with him, blocking his attempts. I could only imagine how furious he must've

been right now. But it was way too early to get relaxed. They pulled into a turn and

Gregor started to edge in along the left side. He was driving even more aggressively

now, no longer toying around. They came out of the turn neck and neck again,

hurtling towards the nextobstacle.

The narrow loopsof the Dog's Eye were even more treacherous in the rain, notorious

for flinging overly-confident riders when they took their bikes too close to the edge. I

reminded Arthur about this, giving him the track conditions that were scrolling along

the bottom of my screen. They increased their speed and pulled into the first and

smallest of the loops, flying around it without any issue. The second loop was larger

in size, but the track also became narrower, forcing the bikes closer together. Gregor

jerked his bike quickly to the right andactually tapped the side of Arthur's.The man

was insane! He could make them both crash, doingthat!

"Son of a bitch,"Arthur growled. "Damnhim."

The second timeGregor went in for a tap, Arthur suddenly decreased his speed,

dropping back behind Gregor's bike. Gregor didn't expect it, and his bike shot

dangerously close to the edge of the track. They entered the loop and flew around it,

and when they exited, Arthur used the slingshot momentum to drive him back

forward and even the position with Gregor onceagain.

"Maybe he'll stop fucking aroundwith me, now," Arthurgrumbled.

"Don't count on it,"Isaid.

They entereda series of zig-zagging curves, and their bikes smashed through the film



of rainwater sitting on the surface of the tarmac and made it jet up hundreds of feet in

the air. Arthur cursed and fell behind Gregor as he pumped on hisbrakes.

"Damn controls feellike they're shaking apart under my paws. The water on

thetrack..."

"You're fine,"I reassured him. "Keep your speedup."

He accelerated,coming up on Gregor's side again. Their bikes swerved through the

turns in unison, like fighters exchanging blows. Just ahead was the next obstacle, The

Walls, but both of our minds were on the final obstacle, The Forest. With these

conditions, we both knew just how much more treacherous it wouldbe.
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Arthur

Iwas still holdingmy own against Gregor, and I don't think he expected that. The

balance of power had shifted. He now knew that those little tricks he tried playing on

me at the start of the race weren't going to work, and was now racing seriously

against me. I could feel the fury in his driving. It was aggressive, but precise. He

would push it to the edge, and in order to beat him, I would have to also. I couldn't

afford to make a singlemistake.

"You're fine,"Perry said. "Keep your speedup."

Hearing his words encouraged me.I knew I could rely on him. It was one less thing to

have to think about. I increased speed, ignoring the reflex of fear as the controls

vibrated from the water on thetrack.

Ineededas much speed as possible for The Walls, in order to maintain grip in a

vertical position. I could see the obstacle just ahead, coming up fast. Then, Gregor

accelerated and pulled ahead of me. I did the same. He tried to block me from gaining

more speed, but I wasn't going to have it. Instead of slowing to avoid hitting his rear

tire, I accelerated and bumped into it. Our bikes wiggled violently, and I managed to

correct it. Gregor did too, and quickly pulled away from me, taking the left path. I

took the right, and we both curved up onto the parallel walls, riding

completelyvertically.

Icould feelthe rain water gushing down the sides of walls. My pulse raced. Did I have

enough speed to maintain this? Had I just fucked myself over? I glanced up and saw

Gregor on the opposite wall. His bike was slowly drifting down. We were both



having trouble maintainingtraction.

"Tilt down,"Perry said calmly. "Usegravity."

Irealized he was right.I made a quick calculation in my head and then let the bike

drift down the wall as I kept on the accelerator. My downward trajectory gave me

enough speed to maintain traction and keep me up on the wall. I saw that Gregor had

gotten the same idea, too. Right before my bike was about to drop off the wall, we hit

the end of the obstacle, and the track curved back horizontally and put me back

upright. The tracks re-combined, and Gregor appeared back on my leftside.

"Thanks,"I said toPerry.

"This is it.Final stretch. Increase by ten. Full speed into TheForest."

Iwas surprised.He'd always been conservative about The Forest, advising me to enter

cautiously. "Full speed," Irepeated.

"You can do it."

Igrinnedand hit the accelerator. Gregor had the same thought, and matched my speed.

It seemed like the race was going to come down a matter of milliseconds. Neither of

us had budged atall.

I'm goingto win this. Perry and I will be together.We're going to have our

babytogether.

Ientered the last straightaway,and the world streaked past my windshield, a brilliant

blur. As my speedometer climbed to its max, I felt that amazing sensation of excited

calm that I could only get when at such speeds. It was a high, the flirtation of being

on the verge of losing control. This used to be the ultimate sensation, one of the



reasons why I raced. Now I realized that I didn't need it anymore. I had something so

much better. Every moment I spent with Perry was more thrilling thanthis.

Ahead,I saw the towering concrete pylons of The Forest. This wasit.

Ientered.Perry had gone silent to let me concentrate. I edged as close as possible to

the pylons to avoid having to make costly, speed-sacrificing corrections with

mytrajectory.

My screen flashed redwith a sudden collision warning, and I turned to see Gregor

hurtling towards me from theside.

"What the fuck!"

Ijerkedthe controls and dropped my speed just enough for him to fly past me. He

curved around the oncoming pylons and came back at me on the other side, again

aiming to hitme.

"Arthur!"Perry shouted. "That bastard is trying to knock youout!"

Iswerved around a pylon,using it as a shield and forcing Gregor to split away from his

attack. He came again, and I just barely dodged him and came within spitting distance

of apylon.

"Shit,"I said. "He'sinsane."

Red filled my screen,and Gregor seemed to emerge from nowhere, flying towards me

as the pylons whizzed by. I tried to avoid him, but his front tire impacted my rear tire,

sending me into aspin.

Perry shouted, "No!"



The world blurred around me.I knew I had seconds to react. I pushed the brake and

jammed down on the controls, switching to reverse. I engaged the throttle, and my

bike emerged from its spin—backwards. I was driving backwards through thecourse.

"Shit, shit, shit,"I muttered, swerving around the oncoming pylons. Gregor was just

up ahead. I accelerated, and came up on his side, still riding backwards. I could only

imagine the shock and fury he must've had seeing me come up on him riding in

reverse. He brought his bike at me again, but this time I was ready. I hit the brake and

swung my bike. My tires screeched as I spun back around, and his wheel narrowly

missed hitting mine. I was facing straight again and I narrowly avoided a blur of

oncoming pylons, moving my bike around them with the slightest turns. I gritted my

teeth as one grazedme.

Gregor had not been solucky. When I'd dodged his attack, he'd flung by me and just

barely clipped the side of a pylon. He was fighting to get control over his wobbling

bikenow.

"Eject,"I whispered. "You maniac, you're going tocrash."

In my sidemonitor I could see him barely missing the pylons. He'd been thrown off

his rhythm. There was norecovering.
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Then he hit one!His bike spun along the track. Somehow, he managed to regain

control and right himself, but he was heading straight for a pylon. I turned my eyes

away and gunned my engine. The edge of The Forest was justahead.

Icould feelthe force of the explosion behind me, and warning alarms chimed as debris

hurtled across the track. I avoided the last pylon but a hunk of debris skipped across

the tarmac ahead of me. I jerked the steering, but another piece struck my side. I lost

control. My bike slammed on its side and started to spin across the ground. I saw

Gregor's crash behind me in strobing flashes as my bike spun. The curl of black

smoke, the fire, the mangledbike.

"Arthur!"Perry shouted. "Arthur! Deploy yourchute!"

Iactivatedmy emergency stop parachute and my bike jerked violently. I could see

sparks flying up around me and a trail of thick, grey smoke. With the aid of the chute,

my bike slid to a stop. Red warning lights flashed and the alarm continued to sound.

The engine had died in the crash, so I cut the electronics and hit the door release.

Nothing happened. The cockpit began to fill with acrid smoke. I released my paws

from the control modules and hammered the door with my leg.Shit!It was jammed! I

shifted back to human form and scrambled to look for the manual release lever. The

smoke was so thick! I couldn'tbreathe!

Suddenly,there was a hiss, and the door flew open. Rain cut through the smoke,

spattering my face with cold relief. Hands grabbed me and yanked me out, and I

stumbled onto the wet pavement, my eyes burning and watering from the smoke. I

looked back and could just barely make out the smoking heap that was my bike.

Orange flames emerged from the side, and it was soon engulfed in fire. I turned back,



the rescue crew helping me off the track. Sirens wailed in the distance. I saw a blurry

figure running towards me. I wiped my eyes, and somehow the mixture of tears and

rain water cleared my vision. It wasPerry.

He threwhis arms around me, hugging me so tight I could barely breathe. It was a

good feeling. I wasalive.

"Icrashed,"I said,weakly.

"Youwon,"he said. A firetruck pulled up and started to douse my bike with water, and

it was at that moment that I saw what had happened. A blackened trail across the

asphalt traced the path my bike had skidded after I'd crashed—across the finish line.

I'd slid across the finishline.

Idid it.Iwon.

The rain continuedto pour down, soaking us. As my senses slowly returned, and I

realized that the crowd was on their feet, cheering, Perry took my face into his hands

and kissed me. The cheers turned into a roar. It felt like I was still traveling at top

speed, like everything was a blur around me. I kissed Perry. I felt his body against

mine, his hands on my cheeks, the taste of his lips. He wasfree.

"We gotta getyou off the track!" a rescue crewman said, running up to us and

ushering us off the tarmac, where my bike wassmoldering.

"Right,"I said, still in a stunnedhaze.

"Houndfang is fine,"he said. "Thought you might want to know. He's being

transported to a healing clinicnow."

Imay have hatedhis guts, but I was glad he'd survived that horrific crash. In the end,



he'd caused his own defeat by trying to sabotage me. He must've come to the same

conclusion that I had: the winner was going to be decided by a matter of milliseconds.

That possibility of defeat must've been too much for him tohandle.

We madeit under the cover of the garage pits. Someone wrapped towels around us.

Hands slapped my back in congratulations. All I wanted to do was get out of there, to

just be with mymate.

"Arthur! Perry!"

Our family was runningtowards us. Jupiter hopped down from Dimitrius's arms and

reached us first. We scooped her up into our arms, and she hugged me around

myneck.

"You won, Papa?"sheasked.

"Iwon, Jupiter,"I said. "Iwon."



Page 46

Source Creation Date: July 11, 2025, 2:02 am

Perry

We didn't waitlong to make our union official. Two days after the race, Arthur and I

were wed in a small ceremony held in the apple orchard behind the Luna estate, with

only our immediate family in attendance. After the ceremony, I announced that

Arthur and I were going to be having ababy.

That night,we snuck away from the house while all the rest of the family was

partying. After everything that'd we'd gone through, we just needed some time alone

together to let it all sink in. So we headed to the old race track. It just seemed to be

the obvious place togo.

We were surprisedto find the track was being used by a group of young, wannabe

racers, so we quietly made our way up to the announcer’s box to watch them. They

zipped around the track, their bikes like flitting fireflies in the darkness. Arthur put

his arm around me and hugged me close, our legs dangling off the roof of the

building. I rested my hands in his, and he gently touched the wedding band that was

around my finger. A stillness came over me then, like the moment of peace before

drifting off to sleep. Today was the first day of our lives together. It was still hard for

me to imagine. It didn't feel quite real, but we were together. Married and mated.

Alpha andomega.

"I'm quitting wolf-cycle racing,"Arthur announced, suddenly. "That was my lastrace."

"But you love to race."

"I'll always lovethe sport. But I don't need to race anymore. Whatever happiness



racing gave me is nothing compared to the happiness I feel when I'm with you. It's

served its purpose. I'm done with it. And especially with our baby coming." He

smiled. "I'm ready to moveon."

"We made a hell of a team,"Isaid.

He kissed me. "We still do."

The soundof the bikes on the track drifted up to us like calls from the past, one that

had already begun to slip away. All the pain and the wounds of our time apart would

heal now, and we would create new memories together as mates and asfamily.

"Perry Luna,"Arthur whispered to me. "I'll love youforever."
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Epilogue - Perry

Mars was born onlytwo months after his cousin Malcolm, so Arthur and I would take

turns switching off with Tresten and Loch on babysitting duty. Stella and Basch

helped out a lot, too. Arthur and I had decided not to leave the Luna estate like his

siblings, and our family lived with his parents. They were thankful to have the

company, and it was nice to have theirassistance.

Jupiter especially loved the house.She could spend hours on her own, exploring the

different wings, having all sorts of little adventures. And of course, her cousins came

to visit often. She and Alexis were so close, they were practicallysisters.

In the yearsince the race, Gregor had only attempted to reach out to me once, via

phone. The call reached the Luna house, but I refused to take it. I found out later that

the publicity generated by the challenge had put him and his clan in a negative light

as people found out about the reason for the challenge. Then, it was outed that he'd

had children with at least four others besides me, both women and omegas, while we

were married. Apparently it became a scandal in Elclaw, and his clan had voted to

remove him from their ranks. He'd also badly injured his leg in the crash, and couldn't

operate a wolf-cycleanymore.

Life moved on.Unable to entirely quit the racing life, Arthur decided to open up a

training school for hopeful racers, where we both became instructors. Many of the

students who came to the school were familiar with who we were, and they wanted to

hear about the challenge for love first hand. We were always happy to retell thestory.

Love had guided us.It had brought Arthur victory. Love was the power that could



move mountains and save souls. It was the most powerful force in the universe. In the

thirteen years apart, our love had never died. We knew that even if all the time in the

world had passed, it still would've remained as an ember deep in our hearts, just

waiting to be litagain.


