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      Finn

      

      “Finn!” My Beta, Elian, pounds on my body beneath the covers like I’m a drum.

      I kick at him without even opening my eyes, and he dodges back with a laugh.

      “It cannot be time to wake yet.”

      “Time to wake came and went,” Elian replies. “You are bordering on late, and Kieran wants to speak with you before the Tansy Beach delegation arrives.”

      I groan and burrow deeper beneath my covers. There is nothing wrong with Tansy Beach arriving—other than the circumstances. I even like their prince; over the last few years, we’ve spent enough events standing next to each other that I could be compelled to call Xander my friend.

      The problem is morning. I hate it. There’s a reason we have a Moon Goddess rather than a sun one. The sun is all grabby fingers, noise, and expectation. If I could never wake up in the morning again, I might actually be happy.

      “Come on.” Elian flips the covers off me.

      “You’re lucky it is not winter.” I crack an eye, take in the grin under his shag of blond hair. To cause the prince the loss of a toe is treason, I’m fairly certain.

      Elian rolls his eyes. With another groan, I heave myself out of bed. The stone underfoot is already sun-warmed, promising he didn’t lie about the time. Dammit.

      I may have been a prince all my life, but to be the prince now still feels strange. Altair’s birth two and a half years ago ended my brief reign as crown prince, and his new sister, Vespera, has nudged me well down the line of succession. Nevertheless, with Kieran on the throne and Anwen in Sundrop, I am the prince. The only one who can truly talk, at least. It’s bizarre to have so many people looking to me for opinions.

      “Meet with Kieran, official welcome, banquet… anything else?” I trudge toward my wardrobe. If Kieran needed me, he would have mind-linked—or sent Ingrid. Elian, I can ignore. Our littlest sister knows how to make ignoring her impossible.

      “Not that I’ve been told of.” Elian perches on the end of the bed. “But you like Xander, don’t you?”

      Tansy Beach’s prince. When we first met, I thought he was a macho ass. Then, he decided he liked me, and I learned he was a macho ass with the ability to take a joke. “Well enough. It’s better than hosting Cirrus Summit again,” I say.

      Prince Rex was a talker. And not just a talker, he expected me to respond. To everything. Frankly, I was shocked to discover he was only a year younger than me, not fifteen or sixteen as I expected.

      Elian laughs at the sneer that must’ve crossed my face. I need to wake up. I might like Xander, but his father is paranoid, and I suspect, controlling enough to rival my own at his worst. King Alden merely bothers to put on a front for company.

      “But liking him will not be enough to make this meeting any simpler.” I pull on a tunic in royal silver and blue over fitted trousers. A few swipes through my hair, and I believe nothing else could be asked of me.

      Elian grimaces. “Are you going to ask him about it?”

      “His mother not only left his father but took half the kingdom with her?” I scoff. “We haven’t talked about anything deeper than how much crowns pinch during official events.”

      Elian shrugs and says, “He might wish he had someone to talk to.”

      “He’s got a whole king—well, half a kingdom to rely on for that.” I straighten my tunic one last time and pray Kieran is waiting for me with a breakfast spread. “A stranger he sometimes talks with at formal functions is hardly going to be his first choice of shoulder to cry on.”

      That makes Elian snort a laugh. “Somehow, I can’t imagine Xander crying.”

      I chuckle as we step into the hall. Xander carries himself like, if he ever met an emotion, he’d bite its head off before looking it in the eye. It makes him a fun night of company but seems as if it would become tiresome quickly.

      Outside my room, courtiers bustle back and forth like particularly industrious bugs. Some carry papers, others banquet supplies, and still others nothing but their own worries. Elian and I cut through the chaos smoothly. In the years since Dun’s Crossing’s reintroduction to the world as something other than the monster under everyone’s beds, these diplomatic visits have become far more frequent, but they’ve never yet failed to send everyone into a tizzy.

      Sometimes, I miss the bad old days when no one wanted to come here. They were quieter, at least. And half the courtiers didn’t trip over themselves to bow to me while the other half continued to ignore me.

      “Kieran.” I swing open the door to his office and discover not just him but Raven and Altair inside. “And company.”

      Raven puts down the quill she was writing with and waves while still bouncing Altair on her knee. I don’t think I’ve seen her without a thousand things to do since the revitalization of Escuro. Her parents are still in good health, but they correspond constantly so she can stay up to date on affairs in the kingdom she’ll someday lead.

      “Vespera remains asleep,” he says. The bags under Kieran’s eyes show just how difficult a feat that has been to achieve lately. “And I am hoping she’ll remain so long enough that Raven can join us at the welcome, but….”

      “What do you need from me?” The strangest part of everyone disappearing to various corners of the globe is how much Kieran asks of me now. For most of my childhood, we barely talked. He and Anwen were a pair, if a contentious one, and so were Candace and Ingrid. Since spending time with Raven was a recipe for a beating, I spent a lot of time alone.

      “Everyone knows King Alden is coming to request military aid.” Kieran scrubs a hand over his face. “Our forces are stretched thinner than I’d like, especially without Father’s conscription laws, but if the new kingdom—”

      “Moonlight Hollow,” Raven supplies.

      He nods to her. “If Moonlight Hollow decides the land they have isn’t sufficient, we do share a border with them.”

      “You want me to get a read on how likely that is?”

      He shakes his head. “I want you to build goodwill. Can you show the prince, Alexander, a good enough time that our alliance remains strong no matter what decision I’m forced to make?”

      So, I’m to be Candace today. Something burns in my chest. “Of course.”

      “Thank you.” The relief is genuine in his voice, and that burn dies out a little. He needs me. Or at least, he believes he does.

      In most ways, I cannot tell Kieran is Father’s son anymore. But in the way he relies on people with Solberg blood—and Raven—above the extensive network he has at his fingertips, is classic Father. If I ever end up leaving this place, he’ll be alone with Ingrid.

      Perhaps I’ll visit the day he asks her to be Candace.

      “Carriage pulling up to the castle,” one of the gate guards informs us all through the mind-link.

      “That would be our cue.” Kieran stands and then winces.

      Raven winces at the same time. “Vespera is awake.”

      Wordlessly, Kieran takes Altair from her, and she hurries off to the royal bedroom while the rest of us make our way down.

      Summer hangs thick and humid in the air outside. If it’s warm here, I can’t imagine what it’s like south, in Tansy Beach. I tug surreptitiously at the collar of my tunic as the gates swing open.

      A carriage rattles through the opening. It’s unassuming, the sides a faded shade of their royal indigo with only a few copper fixtures to complete the association. It looks as though they had to sneak out of their own territory. I heard things were tense, but not that fighting had actually started. My shoulders tighten as the door to the carriage opens.

      King Alden steps out first, a picture of courtly poise. Tall and broad-shouldered, his brown hair catches the copper shades from his simple crown and becomes almost red. Quickly behind him, though, is Xander. He carries himself with the same confidence as his father, but those big, broad-shouldered traits must skip a generation. Xander looks more like a wolf who hasn’t quite grown into his paws yet—reedy, or possibly lanky is a better word. Not that he lets that keep him from looking the castle up and down like it’s his.

      “Dun’s Crossing welcomes you.” Kieran steps forward as a few other people, non-royals, continue to climb from the carriage, and offers the best bow he can with an increasingly rowdy Altair in his arms. “It is good to see you again, though I wish it were under better circumstances.”

      King Alden returns a wan smile and also bows. “I would agree. You know my son, Prince Alexander Mlakar, but perhaps not his Beta, Councilor Corwyn Hajni.”

      Corwyn, a man a few years older than us with caramel-colored hair and strangely familiar olive eyes, stands behind the prince. Xander meets my gaze and bows. Amusement sparkles in his hazel gaze, mocking the performance of politeness when nobody can think of anything but the civil war they left behind. Or perhaps just mocking the distance between our two families when we’ve been close allies for a few years now. I bow back with a smirk.

      On the first night he decided he liked me, I ended up the winner of an arm-wrestling contest held at the back of a formal ball. If he didn’t drag me over, I’d have avoided it like the plague. Too much drawing attention to myself, making a mess when I could just linger on the sidelines and listen to what people thought I didn’t care to hear them saying.

      It was one of the best parties I’d ever been to. So I’d play Candace for the length of their stay—with a guy like Xander, it would be easy, even with the threats in the air.
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            A NIGHT OUT

          

        

      

    

    
      Xander

      

      That night, Father stands from his seat next to me. “As a token of gratitude for how you’ve welcomed us, we would like to offer you this chest, hand-painted by my own mother in anticipation of our trip.”

      That is our cue. I reach under the table, and at the same moment as my Beta, Corwyn, lift the three-foot-long chest onto the edge of the partially cleared banquet table. Nonna’s delicate brushstrokes swirl across the slick, black surface in reds, greens, and purples. Father is lying, of course. Nonna’s hands shake like the last autumn leaves of late; she painted this chest some years ago, and he stored it in one of our rare water-tight rooms for an occasion such as this. But it has the intended effect. Oohs and ahhs ripple up and down the table from the dully dressed Dun’s Crossing nobles.

      Alpha Kieran stands and runs his hand across the lid. “This is an incredible gift. Give your mother my deepest thanks.”

      There’s a beat. Father’s shoulders tighten. In Tansy Beach, host gifts like this are customary. If Alpha Kieran hasn’t bothered to learn enough about us to have one prepared, Father is going to take that as an extremely bad sign of the negotiations to come. My palms slick with sweat.

      Seated on his brother’s left, Finn’s gaze goes hazy with a mind-link. Servants begin moving in the corner of my eye, and I swallow a smile. The moment I saw him, I knew that bored, disinterested posture was a mask. He knows exactly what is about to go wrong here.

      Alpha Kieran’s eyes haze for a heartbeat before he says, “And in return for the difficulties of your travel to us, I extend a goblet jeweled with sapphires mined at the north edge of our kingdom.”

      Father nods with barely disguised relief. He didn’t spot Finn’s intervention, and though the gift is obviously less personal, the sapphires are dark enough to seem to be a nod to our royal colors.

      “Do you see the dust around the settings?” Corwyn demands. “They barely brushed it off.”

      “We dusted Nonna’s chest at our last stop today,” I remind him.

      He still huffs, his olive-green gaze sharp for any signs of disrespect. I’m just waiting for the moment we get to sit back down. As much as my whole life has been an endless tightrope of saying and doing the right thing, the pressure has been cranked to impossible levels of late. Even a moment where I can hide my expression behind a goblet of wine is a relief.

      Finally, Father accepts the gift with the traditional thanks, and a pair of valets take the chest from Corwyn and I. One step down, about a hundred more to go before we learn if we can rely on Dun’s Crossing for military support.

      Nausea curls in my gut as I sit. I argued against coming here at all. Even with the semi-subtle carriage, this is a line drawn in the sand. Dun’s Crossing is still the foremost military power on the continent. And perhaps there have been rumors that Mother’s—Moonlight Hollow–is gathering allies for a potential attack, but nothing more has come of them yet. I don’t want to take up arms until we’re forced to.

      What I want hasn’t mattered yet, though.

      “It is good to break bread with friends,” Kieran declares. “And it is equally good to let friends rest after a perilous journey. I’ll be having a nightcap in my sitting room with the door open, but I won’t make you stay here any longer.”

      Laughter rumbles along the table. Father’s eyes glint, and I know he’ll be in that sitting room. But he doesn’t ask me to go, so I push back from the table and leave. The meal was good, but heavy, too warm for the summer months even here. I need to walk it off.

      Perhaps I’ll run it off. My wolf is the only other shred of peace I get.

      A few steps outside the massive hall, Finn catches up to me. All the Solbergs do look shockingly alike—except for Candace, of course. His ice-blond hair hangs straight around his razor-sharp cheekbones, and his ice-blue eyes shine just as sharply, no matter how he tries to dull them.

      “Should I get used to you following me around?” I ask, though I don’t mind. He really is decent company, once he gets over himself.

      “You’re my assignment for the week.” He falls into step beside me. “I think Kieran would manacle us together if he thought it would help.”

      I raise an eyebrow. “Why do you want to keep on our good side?”

      He shrugs, boredom swallowing his features like a mask. The other thing I’ve learned about Finn Solberg? He is more stubborn than anyone I’ve met in my life, other than Father.

      “Well, if you’re my shadow, can we at least do something more interesting than hold court with your brother?”

      “Please.” He rolls his eyes. “There’s a place in town. Follow me.”

      He leads me along increasingly labyrinthine halls, a few of which can only be accessed through secret doors. King Gavin’s paranoia is hard to miss. Some of these have to predate him, but there’s no other reason why his children would have such a perfect knowledge of them.

      Long minutes of walking lead us outside the castle without seeing a single guard or opening more than an iron portcullis over the mouth of a tunnel.

      “I wish Tansy Tower had that,” I mutter.

      “Ask me how many times they’ve been used against the royal family, then tell me that again,” he deadpans.

      I shake my head. “No more politics.”

      “When I start following your orders, then you should start worrying.”

      That pulls a laugh from my throat, one of the first since I woke up to the news Mother was gone.

      But that is not a chest I can open, even alone in the dark with a prince I believe I call my friend. There is too much to do—too much to protect. Finn is expecting the brash, cocksure Prince Xander he knows. My only responsibility now is to provide. Shoulders back, for whatever breadth and intimidation I can get, and stance wide. Be what they expect.

      The town below Solberg Castle is quiet but far from dead. Pubs lining the harbor glow with light, and I’m surprised when Finn turns away from them. Instead, he shoulders open the door to a smaller tavern called the Dusty Battleaxe.

      Warm smells of hoppy beer and more heavy stew pour out into the night on a current of music and laughter. Round tables dot the main floor, about half full, just like the stools at the bar. On the far end, next to a roaring hearth I am grateful for after the unexpectedly cold night, sits a pair of musicians. One plucks a lute and sings roughly half the words to a drinking song I recognize the tune of while the other handles a flute with shocking mastery. The barkeep, a plump woman, smacks a patron with the rag in her hand, and the patron only laughs.

      Finn nudges me toward a table next to the wall, seemingly unaffected by the atmosphere. “The drinks are good, and there are enough people to make some noise, but not enough that you can’t move without being recognized.”

      I slouch into a hard, wooden chair. Somehow, the place already feels familiar. I have never been out drinking in Tansy Beach—no matter how small the pub, I would be mobbed the moment someone spotted me.

      “Are the drinks good enough that you think you can out-drink me?” I ask before he can start a conversation I don’t want to have.

      The corners of his lips twitch. “Depends. How confident are you that I can’t?”

      A pouch of gold sits in my room back at the castle, but betting gold is a weak man’s game. “Loser makes breakfast for the other.”

      A true smirk. “Deal. Fastest to down a half-dozen pints?”

      I stick my hand out, and Finn claps his into it to shake. My blood races with the rush of competition. Because of the way I was born, I have to stay out of the thick of things more often than not. Moments like this, though, Father can’t worry away from me. Finn signals the barkeep, and two tankards of beer arrive at our table.

      “Keep them coming,” he tells her.

      I raise my tankard, knock it against his when he does the same. “May the best man win.”

      “Oh, he will.”

      I tip the glass to my lips and almost choke on the head of foam. Finn doesn’t flinch. In seconds, his first tankard hits the table, empty. Goddess above, I shouldn’t have let him pick the drink. If he wanted me to take a half-dozen shots of sourplum brandy, I’d already be done.

      Be what they expect.

      I open my throat and become nothing but a vessel. My first tankard follows his swiftly, and with the delay from the barkeep, I beat him to finishing the second. Attention drifts our way, then patrons themselves.

      “Is that Prince Finn?” someone whispers as I slam down my third.

      The hairs on the back of my neck prickle, and I am slow grabbing the fourth. Finn’s gaze darts to me.

      “Nobody else could beat Xander’s ass,” he says indolently, lingering over picking up his own next tankard.

      I recognize the blatant favor, but the prickling turns to the feeling of pins clicking up my spine as he says my name.

      No one reacts to it. There is no mob, no pushing, no demands for my attention on this or that measure at the next council meeting. Or his.

      Finn catches my eye. The ice in his looks anything but cold—it is challenging, asking if I’m really going to let such a little thing as this stop me. His next tankard reaches his mouth.

      The challenge ignites me. I snatch the mug and drink for all I am worth. Chants split the crowd. Some holler my name, others his. A pair on my side attempt to slow the delivery of his next pint, and I laugh as I snatch mine.

      When we reach the final tankard, mere heartbeats separate us. Did he bring his to his lips first? Did I? Is the thick head of foam that I’m certain now the barkeep is sabotaging me with going to make me sick?

      Should I win, for the sake of the war?

      I push those thoughts from my mind. No politics. No worry. Nothing but the challenge in Finn’s gaze and the last few sips of hoppy beer, pouring down my throat.

      Slam! Slam!

      Our mugs hit the table one after the next. I stare at him, breathing hard, barely able to get enough air into my lungs through the constriction of my clothes, and wait for the verdict.

      The barkeep grabs my wrist and raises my hand. “Xander wins!”

      Applause thunders over the music. I smirk at Finn, but concern starts to creep back in. Surely, now the people will begin making their demands. The evening’s entertainment is complete, and politics must return.

      The barkeep brings us a pair of shots of something brown, on the house, and our small crowd melts away.

      “Breakfast of choice?” Finn asks.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            DIPLOMACY

          

        

      

    

    
      Finn

      

      The next day, I knock on Xander’s bedroom door with a plate of food in my hands.

      “Enter,” he calls.

      I march inside with my best approximation of the staff’s invisible poise, then fake a curtsy before presenting the requested breakfast: toast with jam, a pastry, and a steaming cup of coffee. His personal steward, a tall, pale man whose name I don’t know, stares at me in blank confusion. I don’t see a single sign of Xander.

      “Uh—”

      Xander steps out from behind a hinged partition, fixing his tunic, and laughs. “Remind me, did I bet that you would make me breakfast after another six pints?”

      I drop the platter on the low table in front of the barely lit hearth. “No, but I wish I had.”

      He sits on the couch and begins picking up the elements one by one. “A child could have done a superior job spreading jam.”

      “There is a little on the crust.” I stuff my hands in my pockets. The kitchen staff stared at me the whole time I was putting this together, clearly wondering what possessed me to do such a thing but not saying a word. “The bread crumbled.”

      “And the pastry? I asked for something light and flaky.” He holds up a dense, highly creviced biscuit.

      I scoff. “Dun’s Crossing pastries are never light and flaky. That was your mistake.”

      “You must come visit. You have not lived if you have not tasted a true pastry.” He shakes his head, then sips the coffee and grimaces. “For the honor of your kingdom, I shall not ask what occurred there.”

      I’ve made tea. Coffee, I have discovered, is a different beast altogether. I took a sip of the sludge on his tray and almost lost my own quick breakfast.

      “Perhaps this is a good thing.” Xander stands, holding only the toast. “Father has just informed me the first round of negotiations are beginning shortly, so I haven’t time to eat.”

      “You’re going?”

      “The heir belongs at the king’s side,” Xander recites before grinning at me. “Breakfast or no breakfast.”
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        * * *

      

      We enter the eastern war room, which is already getting crowded. Clearly, Kieran picked the smallest one because he hoped it would constrain both parties. No such thing has occurred. At his end of the table, Taner, Jase, Raven, and a squirming Altair cluster around him. On the other, King Alden sits with Corwyn and a pair of nobles whose names I haven’t yet learned. Xander sighs so subtly that if I hadn’t been standing close enough to watch his chest move, I would never have noticed, before joining his father. I slouch over to the wall and lean against it. There aren’t enough seats anyway.

      “News of your kingdom’s… troubles have reached us,” Kieran says carefully.

      Even that sets off a cascade of response from the Tansy Beach end of the table. A scowl flickers across King Alden’s face before disappearing. Xander tenses slightly. Corwyn’s sneer lingers barely longer than his king’s scowl. The other two look to King Alden for their marching orders.

      I’ve never been as good at this as Anwen, but some cues aren’t difficult to pick up. King Alden isn’t just hurt by his wife’s departure—he’s furious about it. Corwyn, too, is angrier than he is hurt. Xander and the nobles are harder to read.

      “That is good.” King Alden’s voice is tight. “I had not wished to explain. Have you also heard the news from Birchmint Valley? Oakspring Dunes?”

      Kieran nods steadily. Those are the two packs Moonlight Hollow is rumored to be allying with for some kind of attack. “I am equally aware there has been no movement from either of those packs yet.”

      Corwyn clears his throat. “Forgive me, Alpha, but by the time either moves, will it not be too late to act? Dun’s Crossing shares a border now exclusively with Moonlight Hollow; Tansy Beach borders both of these other packs as well and could be easily pincered.”

      King Alden nods. “There is a reason we did not wait to travel to you, despite the risks.”

      “Does Moonlight Hollow patrol the borders?” Kieran asks.

      Xander glances at his father. “Not in the way you imply. They merely watch.”

      “Then what risk did you accrue, Councilor Corwyn?”

      I know Tansy Beach has some sort of strange inheritance system that means the crown does not always fall to the Mlakar family, but I didn’t realize how much it would affect their politics. Kieran answers every question lobbed to his side of the table. The only person who ever attempts to interrupt him is an increasingly bored Altair, and only with pleas for “up,” a game where Kieran tosses his son in the air. On the Tansy Beach side, however, answers come from almost every mouth.

      The cacophony, the endless circles of asking one person only for another to reply, starts to wear on Kieran. When he cuts something just short of a glare at Altair’s umpteenth interruption, and Raven squeezes their son protectively close, I decide I can play two of my siblings at once, no matter what Kieran asked of me.

      “King Alden is on the fence,” I tell him just as Anwen would have. “He’s furious about what Queen Maris did, but he doesn’t exactly crave bloodshed.”

      Kieran’s gaze flicks to me for a second. “Xander?”

      “Diplomat.” I think. He still wears his usual bravado, which mutes down many of his expressions into a flat confidence. But every time the matter of all-out war comes up, Xander offers a counterargument.

      “Councilor Corwyn?” Kieran’s mental voice is flat, disdainful.

      I eye the Beta. He talks like an etiquette manual, every word a little too rehearsed, but he doesn’t have the oily reek of a liar like Floyd.

      “The opposite,” I say finally. “A war hawk if I’ve ever seen one. I just don’t know why.”

      “My nephew speaks the truth, though more baldly than I would have.” King Alden inclines his head toward Corwyn, and a few things make more sense. “We come in the hopes you will commit troops.”

      “Troops?” Kieran’s eyebrows shoot up. “We have nothing but a few rumors, and you want me to commit my people’s lives?”

      “If you do not, the people of Tansy Beach will have no choice but to die,” Corwyn says.

      “Unless the rumors prove untrue,” Xander replies before Kieran even can.

      I blink. I thought he was more peaceful, but I didn’t expect him to disagree outright with one of his own people. King Alden is clearly thinking something similar. The corners of his mouth tug down for a heartbeat as he looks between his son and his nephew.

      “Which they very well may.” Kieran nods at Xander. “Can we not discuss a more diplomatic solution first? Have you attempted negotiations?”

      “All routes of communication have been severed.” King Alden’s voice echoes off the tight walls so bitterly that Raven even stops amusing Altair to wince. He shifts, hiding the edge of a splash-shaped mating bite peeking from his sleeve.

      King Alden and Queen Maris were mates. This kind of division between a couple like that borders on unheard of—yet another reason I’m not especially upset about how many Hazes have come and gone without finding anyone. A mate bond is work, like any other relationship, and it comes with a permanent, physical reminder when it fails. I wonder how much pain he’s in.

      I wonder what he did to make Queen Maris decide to leave anyway.

      “Can they not be reopened?” Kieran spreads his hands in front of him, a disarming gesture.

      “Attempts have been made,” Corwyn snaps. “They have been rebuffed, and we are not foolish enough to sit around with our underbelly exposed, hoping Queen Maris might see fit to change her mind.”

      Her name lands like devouring ice in the center of the room. Xander freezes first, then King Alden. Kieran cannot resist long. Soon, I find myself in a room of statues rather than people, all trying to figure out what to say in the wake of someone finally naming the problem.

      “You want our help; in exchange, we’re only asking one favor,” I say.

      Every gaze in the room lands on me, heavy as rocks. I flatten my voice even further, check for dirt under my nails.

      “You’re here for a week already. Make one last attempt, and if nothing comes of it by the end of the week, we’ll talk about troop commitment.”

      Kieran melts first, nodding slowly. “Yes. A compromise. Seek peace, and then we’ll know we’re not charging blindly into war.”

      King Alden folds his lips into a tight line. “Might we use one of your messengers? We believe their… familiarity with ours may have been part of the issue.”

      “Happily.” Something like a smile grows on Kieran’s face, though he doesn’t look at me. “I do not want to leave our allies unprotected.”

      The king’s answering expression lands halfway between a smile and a frown.

      “Well?” Kieran says.

      I study King Alden, the bags beneath his eyes, his white knuckles in his folded hands. If Anwen was here, he could read the king like an open book. But we are stuck with me.

      “He’s not lying,” I say. “He will send the message, and in earnest. But….” I glance around the room, then peer at the Alpha one last time. There’s no denying he’s not happy with this solution, but that’s no surprise. No, there’s something else that’s making me hesitate. Something lurking in the depths of his gaze or behind the wall of his teeth.

      “I don’t know,” I admit. “But I do not believe this is over.”
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      Xander

      

      I lean against one of Solberg Castle’s parapets, watching staff members scurry back and forth below. They carry straw targets onto an archery field, construct brightly colored stands, and string flags from tree to tree.

      Next to me, Father shakes his head. “King Kieran says this tourney will display their strength.”

      I raise an eyebrow. There are a few competitions that place their wolves at the forefront—races, sparring matches, tests of agility—but most of the displays being built before us highlight human capabilities. Capabilities that will never see a battlefield, no matter how impressive they may be. I know others consider our focus on our wolves strange, but I think their human-obsession makes far less sense.

      He chuckles at my expression. “I believe my response was something similar.”

      The laughter is stiff, however. Bare inches of wall separate us, as they always have. Those inches seem far more relevant now that Mother isn’t here to fill them.

      A door creaks open, and the scent of ginger and moss reaches my nose. Finn. He has been dedicated to King Kieran’s instruction to keep me occupied. We’ve spent days trading dares back and forth, and it is fun, but I attempted to slip his attention this morning because I’m getting tired of the production of princely camaraderie. I needed a break.

      “King Alden.” He bows as he approaches us. “Prince Xander.”

      Father and I bow.

      “Watching the preparations?” he asks.

      I nod, slouching into my lean a little further. “Sizing up your competition?”

      He smirks. “You and I, in the same competition?”

      I roll my eyes, but he’s not wrong. Finn has at least four inches over me, and I’ve packed as much strength into my frame as I can, but last night’s arm-wrestling rematch reminded me of the corded strength of his arms alone. Once, I caught sight of his wolf through some trees. He was a silver ghost of muscle, pure power pouring along the forest floor.

      “Finally admitting you could not challenge me anywhere outside of a wrestling match?” I ask.

      In the corner of my gaze, Father’s eyes flash dangerously. I know what he’s thinking. I hope he will not risk contradicting me in front of a foreign prince. There is a rush in playing these games with Finn, watching him come alive like he does in so few other places.

      Finn joins me along the wall. “All kidding aside, there will be a Grand Melee, all wolves. Taner—my brother’s Beta—is locked up with a few of his men, designing the perfect terrain for it right now.”

      That sounds… like a lot of fun. The diplomatic gesture is obvious, a concession to our preferences about wolves, but the terrain would give me more of an advantage than he thinks. Speed and strength are never going to be my strong suit, but I can jump surprisingly high, and my dappled coat makes it simple to hide. Handing Finn his ass in the center of a screaming arena, battle-rush pumping through my veins—

      “Prince Xander will not be competing,” Father says before I can reply.

      His heavy hand landing on my shoulder is a reminder of every reason I hadn’t even looked at the list of events. I straighten under it and nod.

      “We do not like to publicize this, but he was born early.” Father leans forward with the small, conspiratorial eyebrow raise I have seen so often. “He is slightly too frail to show his strength without displaying weakness to our enemies.”

      I shoot Finn a half-apologetic smile. It is a perfectly choreographed routine. Father doesn’t need to say he trusts Finn or Dun’s Crossing, doesn’t even need to tell them the truth to make it seem like this is a win for them.

      Finn’s cool blue eyes flicker from Father to me, lingering on his hand on my shoulder. A step out of time. Usually, the recipient offers a gesture in kind or simply thanks us at this stage. But Finn is still looking. Those icy eyes shiver down my spine. What does he think he is going to find?

      “Understood.” Finn turns and leaves without another word.

      Father releases me with a sigh and begins to walk away. “Why do you taunt that boy?”

      I hurry after him. “He likes being taunted.”

      That only earns me another heavy sigh. “I don’t need to remind you—”

      The morning everything changed, the decree staked to the palace door, flashes through my mind’s eye. “No, you don’t.”

      He grits his jaw as we enter a dark tower, and strange voices float up; a pair of Dun’s Crossing nobles, also headed for the prime tourney-watching vantage point. Silence hangs heavy between us as Father leads me back to our room.

      All I can think about is that decree. It’s been three weeks. Three weeks of outrunning the thought of it, and now he’s made it unavoidable.

      When I woke up, all I noticed was that the castle was quiet at first. I couldn’t find Corwyn anywhere. But slowly, I followed the trails of looks and staff to the front door. The decree was still pinned in place by what I instantly recognized as Mother’s letter opener, and my stomach dropped.

      She’d been kidnapped.

      I shoved through the crowd until I could read the paper, until I found Father and Corwyn at the front. Until I saw, in Mother’s own looping hand, a declaration. Henceforth, the lands west of the Grayhead River would belong to Moonlight Hollow, a pack ruled by Luna Queen Maris.

      Father opens the door into our suite and marches through to the private garden attached. He always says walls have ears. Sometimes, I wonder if that was one of the things Mother was running away from.

      In the center of the garden, beside a babbling fountain, he coaxes even louder with a flick of his wrist, he looks at me. His hazel eyes are as heavy as his iron hand on my shoulder.

      “I am not a young man,” he begins.

      “And the crown is not guaranteed,” I finish. “I know, Father. But won’t others someday notice that I am not nearly as frail as you claim?”

      “Not if we stay the course.” He looks up at the sky, and I know he’s wishing for his favorite holy woman, Nomi. “Our family has held the throne for three generations, Xander. If we are careful, we can secure a fourth.”

      “The most cantankerous councilors are no longer members of Tansy Beach,” I remind him. “What do we have to fear now?”

      Another strange difference about visiting other places—they have one royal family, who hand the crown down one to the next. Though Finn is sharp, capable, the clear choice, the crown prince is his nephew who still wets himself. In Tansy Beach, eight great houses have always ruled by council supporting the current Alpha, and when that Alpha dies, it is from among those eight houses that the next Alpha is chosen. If there is a male heir of age in the former Alpha’s line, they tend to be a shoo-in. Lord Denidor has a promising son a few years older than me, Lord Andrija objects—objected to Father’s policies whenever he could, and Lord Zdenko is of age to take the throne himself, but all three of them defected.

      Only five great families remain. Four and a half, really.

      “Upon my death, there will be a vote,” he says. “Votes can be swayed.”

      “Anything can be swayed.” I shake my head. “Lord Juraj is frailer than ash, but he has the ear of half the generals; he could decide tomorrow that a military coup would be the best for his family and end all our worrying here and now. But if I am a king with no achievements to my name—”

      “No achievements?” Father scoffs. “You have read every book in the library.”

      “Twice,” I mutter.

      “You are the reigning champion of bolar.”

      An ancient strategy game Father revived some years ago, it requires planning a semi-realistic attack on your opponent’s pieces, and the winner is the one with the fewest casualties. He’s right, but it’s another skill I’ve developed in my room.

      “I simply do not believe that kings are supposed to spend this much time in hiding.” I stare at the grass under my feet, crushing the stems to paste with the toes of my boots.

      Father stands. “Alexander. Are we going to have a problem?”

      “No,” I say, keeping my voice steady. “I understand why we are doing this. I always have.”

      His shadow falls over me, cooling the warm day. He’s trying to keep me safe, I know. Perhaps the Grand Melee is particularly well-suited to my skills, but that doesn’t stop some enterprising noble from taking the opportunity to end the Mlakar line with one conveniently ill-placed strike. It is reckless for any heir to enter such a battle, not merely me. But something new bubbles under my skin, something that makes me itch for more—a chance to prove I am more than just a continuation of the Mlakar line.

      Father’s pause is pregnant with words he is not saying. Words we cannot say to each other, here or anywhere. Finally, he turns for the door.

      “Stay inside.” His voice is low, almost distant. “Absence will raise fewer questions than sitting on the sidelines.”

      I nod as my gut knots around itself. Mother would have sat beside me in the stands, faking faint and claiming she needed her strong boy to support her through such a difficult time.

      Or perhaps she wouldn’t have. A few weeks ago, I would have guessed that, if Mother decided to leave, she would have taken me with her.
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            CREEPING HAZE

          

        

      

    

    
      Finn

      

      Cheers ricochet off the walls of the quick-build arena, deafening, as one wolf shoulders another out of the jousting lane. I think both of them are from Dun’s Crossing. In theory, they ought to be wearing our colors. Hell, they might be. But I’ve barely been paying attention.

      Most of my attention is on the thin wisps of silver-gray mist threaded through the clouds. The very first sign of a Haze settling in.

      Kieran said this might happen. As communication and cooperation grows, it’s becoming more obvious that, though the Haze always comes somewhat randomly, big gatherings of wolves are likelier to be hit. Especially big gatherings that blend kingdoms, giving mates that ordinarily wouldn’t be able to reach each other more chance to mingle. Yet another reason to wish the diplomatic visits would slow. Every Haze since I’ve come of age is just another opportunity to risk ending up in a messy situation I can never extract myself from.

      Ingrid shoots out of her seat beside me, shouting as she lifts Altair to the sky. Jousting is apparently her newest hobby, but she thinks our soldiers always let her win, so she refuses to face them. I shake my head and look away as Kieran pulls his—perfectly safe—son from her grasp.

      He looks like King Alden, stopping Xander from fighting in a melee with several hundred eyes on it. Worrying too much.

      Elian elbows me. “He’s up!”

      I turn back toward the events where two more wolves are lining up. One, narrower than you usually see in a joust and pure white, prances in place. When he sees Elian waving from the royal box, he tosses his head and howls.

      Fitting, given that wolf is Howell, Elian’s mate.

      On the other end is a Tansy Beach bruiser I don’t recognize. Howell’s reputation precedes him. Despite his size, he’s one of the best Dun’s Crossing has ever produced.

      A trumpet sounds, and the two wolves barrel down the lanes. Deftly, Howell avoids the bruiser’s graceless shoulder-slam and whips his tail across the bastard’s eyes. The split-second of stumble is all he needs—a hip to the back knee, and the bruiser splashes into a puddle of mud.

      The crowd goes wild once more.

      “Oh, I have to talk to him.” Ingrid leaps out of her seat and sprints from the box.

      Before I’m done shaking my head, her seat is full once more. In honor of the deal we’re striking, Kieran decided the Tansy Beach delegation should share our royal box. Xander hasn’t made an appearance, but King Alden and Xander’s Beta, Corwyn, have been here all day, watching intently from their corner. As soon as Ingrid abandons her chair beside me, Corwyn fills it with easy grace, like it already belongs to him.

      “Interesting tactic,” he says. “I’ve never seen anything like it. Do you know the jouster?”

      Elian drops back into his seat with a wild grin. “He’s my mate.”

      Every rumor about Tansy Beach speaks to their traditionalism, but even a place like that doesn’t sneer at a mate bond between two men, as much as they might if the Goddess wasn’t involved.

      “I would appreciate your assistance in getting him to show me how he discovered it, then. I am not much for this sport, but I believe it could be useful on the battlefield….”

      “Elian. Finn’s Beta.” He extends his hand and laughs. “Howell will love that.” Corwyn shakes his hand amicably.

      Over our mind-link, while “watching” the next match, I say, “Don’t be flattered. He tries this hard with everyone.”

      Harsh? Perhaps. But something about Corwyn rubs me the wrong way. Elian’s smile dims a notch.

      “Wonderful. I expect we’ll see battle before long.” Corwyn’s gaze grows distant, thoughtful. “What do you think, Prince Finn?”

      I cross my arms and lean back in my seat. “About?”

      His eyebrows tick up. “The situation in Moonlight Hollow. Do you expect it to devolve into fighting?”

      I glance over Corwyn’s shoulder. A second empty seat now separates me from Kieran. Raven has disappeared, presumably to tend to something with Vespera. It would be easy enough to mind-link Kieran, but Corwyn would catch the look in my eyes. He’s blocked me off from them anyway, like the physical shield of his body is enough to stop my thoughts.

      He wants an answer, he wants it privately, and he wants it now. I’ve got no clue why. Kieran barely listens to me more than the average soldier, and I’m not crown prince anymore. The amount of influence I have here is negligible. Maybe he just wants to know if he can shake up our camp with a dissenter.

      He should’ve done better research. There’s no one less likely to shake the camp than me.

      “Not sure,” I reply, my gaze still on the match below.

      His teeth click sharply together. “Beta Elian? What about you?”

      Elian knows me too well to even look at me before snorting. “They don’t let me into those meetings. I just play with all the little tents. I once stacked them twelve high before they collapsed.”

      “Ah.” Corwyn’s politeness strains at the edges already. Almost too easy. “Have you read the reports from the border, Prince Finn?”

      “Wasn’t aware there were any.”

      “You were in a meeting in which we discussed them,” he nearly snaps.

      “Was I?” I offer him half a laconic smile. “I figured out how to sleep with my eyes open a few years back. You really should try it. I’ve never been better rested.”

      “Perhaps I shall.” Somehow, all that pseudo-charm he wielded in the meeting snaps instantly back into place. The smile, the warmth, all of it. He rakes a hand through his hair then bows to me and leaves.

      I stare after him. There’s simply no way I was imagining the tension. Tansy Beach wears busy, highly embroidered tunics, but even that couldn’t hide the knots in his shoulders. And yet, for all the liars and snakes I know, there isn’t a person among them who can put themselves back together that quickly, that perfectly, when nothing has changed.

      Did you see that? I ask Elian.

      I’m not sure, he replies.
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        * * *

      

      That evening, I rap on the door to Kieran’s office.

      “Come in,” he calls.

      I step inside. For once, Raven isn’t here—Ingrid mentioned some kind of tea with the one woman Tansy Beach brought, and I assume that’s now. Kieran sits at his desk, poring over piles of handwritten paperwork.

      “What is all that?” I ask, moving a chair next to him.

      “A proposal from Tansy Beach.” He shakes his head and sits back. “They have some very specific requests, as well as the message they sent to Luna Mavis, witnessed by several credible people.”

      I grimace. “Goddess above, you’d think they want us to hate them.”

      “With a royal structure like theirs, I imagine they need all this protocol.” He sighs, takes a sip from a glass of wine, and looks at me. “What can I do for you? Is it Prince Xander?”

      I wish. He never even made an appearance at the tourney, which surprised me. I figured we’d bet on the whole thing, even if we didn’t compete. I even prepared a few forfeits for that exact situation.

      “His Beta, Corwyn. He….” I shake my head. “I have concerns about him.”

      “He’s certainly a war hawk.” Kieran glances back at the pile of paperwork. “I get the sense some of these requests have come directly from him.”

      “Not the king?”

      Kieran sighs. “They sound like him, but despite our alliance, I haven’t spent enough time with King Alden to be sure. I would like to, before I start making promises.”

      And if I was Anwen, he’d ask me to do it. They might be scattered to the corners of the globe, but it’s like our siblings are still sitting between us. I’m still his third choice. There is no way he didn’t notice Corwyn approaching Elian and me today, but I still had to come start the conversation with him, rather than the other way around.

      “Corwyn seems to have a lot of sway over him,” I say instead of any of that. It’s not like he would hear me if I did.

      “I’m not sure.” Kieran runs his hand over the nearest page. “When I have spoken to him, he seems level-headed. He doesn’t push for war, preemptive strikes.” He frowns.

      “What?” I know I need to ask.

      “I expected him to be more hurt by Luna Maris’s defection,” he admits.

      With the Haze hanging in the air, tingling over my skin, his words land heavier. Yet another reminder that matehood turns you into half of yourself. Kieran would be a shell if Raven left. King Alden might be, and Corwyn could be what’s filling that shell.

      “Corwyn seems willing to try anything,” I say, “even cornering me for answers. I just think we should keep an eye on him.”

      “That, I am happy to do. But I think we can trust some of the delegation, even if they are different than we expect.”

      “Agreed. Xander has been basically nothing but upfront with me.” His absence from the tournament and the strange moment where his father refused the tourney for him notwithstanding. I just don’t get the feeling he’s lying to me. At least not about anything important. He’s the only one of them I actually find pleasant.

      Kieran nods slowly. “And we’ll see about the rest.”
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            THE JOURNEY BEGINS

          

        

      

    

    
      Xander

      

      “You seem distracted,” Vedran, my pink-eyed attendant, says as he finishes fastening the line of buttons down the back of my tunic.

      I stare out the window at the cloud-studded Dun’s Crossing sky. The tourney flags are all gone or hanging at odd angles, three days of celebrations melting the somewhat elegant presentation I’ve only ever seen through this window. “I suppose I’m surprised we are leaving this quickly.”

      “I thought you said King Kieran and your father had agreed.” He smooths down the fabric, and my skin prickles with the familiar wave of his magic.

      Mages are rare in Tansy Beach—across the whole world, really. Vedran is the only one I have ever met. His mother and mine crossed paths when we were first newborns, and Mother insisted Vedran come to the castle. The healer had already told her I was the only child she was likely to have, and Father had already begun worrying about the line of succession. A mage like Vedran, specializing in glamors as he now does, would be a miracle in terms of making sure I looked like the sort of Alpha Tansy Beach needed. In exchange, he was educated as well as I was, and if I ever stop needing him, he’ll have his pick of generous retirements.

      “They have, but….” One more look out the window belies the real reason why we’re leaving. Ribbons of blue Haze slice through the sky. If it doesn’t descend tonight, it will be a miracle. There are thousands of little things that could affect my ascendancy to the throne, and potentially the largest of all reaches down from the clouds with hungry fingers.

      Vedran follows my gaze and frowns with understanding. He knows me better than even my own Beta.

      “Better to simply get this over with.” I straighten my tunic one last time and step from my quarters into Father’s attached room.

      Trunks line the floor, waiting to be carried out by the flurry of staff darting to and fro. Still, Father feels a need to direct every single one, as though we will not all arrive in the same place and repeat the procedure in reverse at home.

      “Go to the carriages,” he barks. “I will manage this end, you, that.”

      Certainly better than being pressed into service carrying trunks. I leave the chaos for the slightly different chaos of the hall.

      “Did he expel you, too?” Corwyn saunters up to Vedran and me, a traveling cloak draped over one shoulder.

      “I’m to manage the carriages.” I shake my head. We all know that’s the same as being kicked out. Father has always been particular, and each trunk already has a single location it is destined for, come hell or high water.

      “Regardless, I am beyond glad to be leaving. I thought King Kieran would never agree.”

      “To your proposal? He wouldn’t have, cousin.”

      Corwyn snorts. “I don’t know when you turned soft on me.”

      When the enemy on the other side of the board ceased to be pieces of carved stone or even foreign strangers but my own bloodline. He is my cousin through Mother; I don’t know how he can be so cavalier.

      I laugh at him. “Soft? Why would wanting territory I can use rather than blasted wastelands be soft? You’re simply shortsighted.”

      “In these last few years, our very allies have proven even the worst wastelands can be revived.” Corwyn looks at the hints of Escuro black amongst the Dun’s Crossing blue in the decorations here.

      “Our very allies have promised troops in three weeks.” Three weeks during which, according to the lesser messengers scurrying back and forth, Mother may meet with him to discuss peace. Nothing has come directly from her yet. Somehow, I feel like I would know if it did. “So I suppose we shall discover who is correct.”

      I offer a silent prayer to the Goddess that it is not Corwyn. Perhaps the land can be revived, but those killed never can.

      “Three weeks.” He scoffs. “They may as well have turned us around at the door. They want us to flounder while they reinforce their own border.”

      King Kieran seemed frustrated when he first suggested sending troops in a month. Three weeks is a compromise—and, like all compromises, one no one is particularly happy with. Corwyn squeezes the ruby-studded hilt of the knife at his waist. How he, of all people, is taking this dispute most personally, I have no idea.

      Outside, Finn leans against a wall within eyesight of the carriages, looking like he’s not watching them load up. There will be a proper, formal goodbye once everything is prepared. We shall depart before noon, earlier if Father has his way. But I don’t want to recite Finn’s royal title and follow it up with the perfect bow.

      “Watch the carriages,” I tell Vedran before peeling off to talk to him.

      “Surprised to see you out of bed.” Finn smirks.

      We spent last night drinking at that same little tavern until we could barely stumble to the castle, but the Haze infuses me with adrenaline.

      “Ah, so you were drunk.” I slump into an impression of him on the walk back. “M’not… even a li’l alcoval.”

      He rolls his eyes. “Don’t worry about a goodbye. I’ll remember you by the vomit you left on my shoes.”

      Now, that, I forgot about. It explains the taste in my mouth this morning, though.

      I stick my hand out. A blatant violation of protocol—a challenge. Finn eyes it for a heartbeat then claps his palm against mine.

      Static zings between us, like touching a doorknob at the end of a carpeted hallway. His fingers swallow mine, and his grip is powerful, almost crushing. I squeeze back. The faint ache in my joints barely registers over the gleam of competition, of laughter in his blue eyes.

      I pull back. Any longer, and he’ll notice just how much smaller my hands are. “One last win for you. Consider it a parting gift.”

      He shakes his head. “Whatever you say.”
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        * * *

      

      Father and I share a private carriage. He always claims Vedran makes him uncomfortable—a common enough complaint about the albino mage I’ve never understood. As usual, we sit across from each other, reading separate books. Or, in Father’s case, sheafs of letters. I flip absently through a book of military strategy I first finished before age twelve.

      The sun is setting, the moon beginning to peek above the horizon, and my bones feel like they are rattling in my flesh. It is time to go. My mate is out there. My wolf needs this—the run, the rush, the hunt.

      I look at Father. He looks at me.

      Without a word, he raps on the front of the carriage. “Find a stopping place. It will rain tomorrow, and my hip can take no more riding.”

      In an ancient border spat with Lightning Cape, before the reign of King Gavin, he once took an arrow to the hip. It does bother him when the weather sours, but fair skies are predicted for our whole journey home.

      Still, mind-links ripple down the line as the coachman spreads the news, and before long, we are pulling into a tiny way-town. The well-kept inn and stables alongside ramshackle houses show this place survives by those who need overnight lodgings alone. In the morning, perhaps I’ll convince Father to re-provision.

      My wolf shrieks. Father dismounts the carriage to make arrangements, leaving his crown but wearing his royal colors. I dig my nails into the meat of my palms, letting them grow into the skin until the coppery scent of blood joins the stink of manure in the air. Only a few more moments.

      I’ve endured two years of Hazes since coming of age. There is nothing new about tonight.

      When he returns, I offer him my shoulder to “lean” on. He barely places any weight on me, instead crushing me to his side like I might change my mind and bolt. I almost remind him of the two years, but words seem almost impossible. Too human. Instinct is eating me alive.

      He and I have private rooms on the first floor, everyone else above. Nearly private. Vedran will sleep in mine, probably already has the key. For now, I move through the wooden door and throw the heavy lock.

      I take a deep breath. Another. The Haze shimmers in through the cracks in the shutters, rich with scent. Wet grass. Wet noses. The wet puff of another’s breath on my fur.

      I belong out there. Wild. Free. Hunting.

      No, I belong on the throne. I squeeze my eyes shut and picture my royal portrait. The heavy copper crown I’ll one day wear. Only a strong head can hold it up. I pull iron manacles from my bag, preparing to chain myself to the bed like usual.

      A howl splits the night, and something inside me snaps.

      I throw open the shutters and launch myself into the night.
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            WILD CONNECTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Finn

      

      A few minutes ago—time disappeared with all my logical thought, it seems—I was drinking in town with Elian and Howell, just like we do every Haze. They like to consider it an anniversary rather than keeping track of a specific date, and I know that the high of whatever the Moon Goddess is doing will keep me from getting too hungover.

      This time, something is different. And I don’t just mean the broken, squeaking bar door I left in my wake. All day, I’ve been strange. Off. Feeling the excitement drain the rest of the castle usually does when a delegation leaves.

      When Xander left… shit, I almost wished he wasn’t. Keeping track of him gave me something half-pleasant to do every day.

      The deeper I charge into the Haze, though, the harder those thoughts get to hold onto. Any thoughts. Alcohol ribbons through my veins, fuzzing my vision. The seamless slide of muscles under fur and thudding rhythm of my paw pads on the cobblestones become all I am. That, and my nose pointed to the air. There’s something out there. Someone out there.

      I smell her.

      My mate.

      Aniseed and clove. Warm and unique. Unforgettable. I charge through the streets, chasing my heart. The people skittering out of my way with soft screams hardly matter in the face of her.

      I understand why everyone wants this. Why they throw themselves into the Goddess’s arms every time they get the chance. I have never been more whole, even with Haze and liquor distorting my thoughts.

      The full moon overhead is like a spotlight, guiding my footsteps. Out of town, south, through the forest. Every step brings me closer. The Goddess urges me, gifts me the stamina I need, speeds my steps
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THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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