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Dedication

In a chaotic world, I know these two truths make me smile. 

	Hugs are awesome

	Love Wins. 


Hug the ones you love, my friends, and thank you for supporting my work.

Blurb

"...he took one look at us and decided we weren’t assassin enough, weren’t alpha enough, weren’t enough full fucking stop..."

Flint, snake snifter and the best sniper on the Agency's books, met his mate while he was in the middle of a job. Unfortunately, when the wolf shifter opened his mouth, all of Flint's fears came true. Showing a lot more strength than he believed he had, Flint left, did his job, and walked away. But the Fates don't like it when their matings plans don't work out, and Flint is feeling the separation deeply. He only hopes Arrow is feeling the same way. 

I made a mistake, but I can’t fix it if I can’t find him. 

Arrow, wolf shifter, who works in the cybercrimes unit of the same agency Flint works for, met his mate, opened his mouth, and shit came out. He knows it. He regrets every second of it. But unfortunately, as far as first impressions went, he'd made a mess of it, and he couldn't even find the cute blond assassin, let alone try and get a second chance. 

He’s using his actions, not words, Flint realized. He’s showing me, not just telling me, that he can change. That’s a freakingly big change. 

That mating pull is strong, and of course, Arrow and Flint need to meet up again, but it's not an easy path. Arrow has to make some big changes to get Flint to even give him a chance, and when other people decide that maybe the bond between Flint and Arrow isn't a true one, they add their own brand of pressure to an already volatile situation. 

Flint's Arrow can be read as a standalone, although reading the previous books will give you a better idea of the secondary characters who play a big part in this story. The book does finish with an HEA, and the Epilogue leads into the next and final book of the series, which will be out later this year.
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Prologue
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At Cyrus’s workshop – POV Cyrus. From the end of Cuddles for the Bear

“Hey, babe,” Python called out from the back of the workshop. “I seriously think we need to build another shed. We’re running out of parking around here.”

“We don’t need any more parking.” Cyrus chuckled as he wiped the grease from his hands. “There’s plenty of parking in front of the workshop for customers.”

“That’s customers. What about me and my cars?”

“What about you and your cars?” Cyrus’s chuckles turned into laughter. It was a common complaint from his car-obsessed mate. “You already have seven vehicles, and admittedly, there’s not a lot of space left in the alley outbuildings for more of them, but why would you want any more anyway? You have a different car for every day of the week.”

“Oh, babe, don’t be like that. I like to look at them. I like to polish them. I like to take them out for long, long drives with my sexy mate.” Python came over with a car magazine, pointing at a listing for a bright red Thunderbird. “Come on, you’ve got to admit that would look really lovely in my collection.”

It was a beautiful classic vehicle, if the pictures were to be believed, but Cyrus knew if he said yes to one, his mate would cover every available space with even more vehicles he didn’t need. “I’m not saying you can’t get it, babe. That’s up to you. You can park it out back. I know there’s no cover there, but you could probably get one of those tarpaulin car cover things...”

“You can’t go putting a tarpaulin on my new baby! It’ll scratch the paintwork, and bugs can climb under it.” Python’s shocked face was always guaranteed to make Cyrus grin.

He was just about to answer when the workshop door buzzer went off. Glancing over his shoulder, Cyrus’s animal spirits immediately bristled at the angry wolf shifter who strode into his workshop.

“Are you Cyrus?”

“Who’s asking?” Cyrus turned to face him, folding his arms across his chest. He already had a pretty good idea who the unexpected visitor was. He could feel Python looming behind him, but his mate was silent for now.

“I’m Arrow, from the agency. I got told there could be a message here for me.” Arrow looked around the workshop and sneered. “Quite a quaint establishment you’ve got here.”

“There’s nothing wrong with honest hard work,” Cyrus said. “But yes, now you mention it, there was something left for you.”

“Has it got anything to do with Flint? You know. The pretty boy with the cock-sucker lips who keeps trying to pass himself off as an assassin.”

“Keep your voice down,” Cyrus growled, annoyed at the flippant tone and the insult to his friend. “I have perfectly innocent human customers who could walk in here at any moment. I’d appreciate it if you could be a bit more discreet and keep a civil tongue in your head.”

“Who’s got time for discretion?” Cyrus could see fur creeping up and down Arrow’s neck. “I need to speak to Flint. Now, damn it. Where is he?”

“All I was told was to give you a message.” Brushing past the wolf shifter, Cyrus reached around the counter in his little front office, plucking an envelope off the desk. All it had on it was a pawprint, no name. Cyrus had been holding onto it for two days.

“You’ve got your message,” he said, handing over the envelope. “Now go.”

“Go? What do you mean? I have to find Flint. It’s important.” Arrow ripped open the envelope and pulled out a piece of paper, looking at both sides. It was completely blank.

“There’s nothing here. You’ve given me the wrong envelope. There’s nothing on here. I got told to pick up a message from Flint here. I need it. I need to find him.”

“I would’ve thought the message was obvious,” Cyrus said calmly. “Flint has got nothing to say to you. Not now, not ever.”

“You can’t be serious,” Arrow snarled, flexing claws from the end of his fingers.

Moving up so he was beside Cyrus, Python coughed and shook his head. “I’d watch yourself, puppy. That’s my mate you’re messing with. I can take you down one-handed and don’t think that I won’t.”

Arrow had the sense to step back, taking in a shaky breath. “Okay, so you know about mates. Do you know this Flint? Have you talked to him? Do you realize what he did to me?”

“Yes, actually,” Cyrus said, checking to make sure nobody else was within hearing distance. He leaned forward and said, “I heard how you interfered on Flint’s latest job – a job he got from the agency. I heard all about how you mocked him when he was trying to work, demeaning him in front of others, slapping his ass, and waving your dick at him, while he was working.

“I heard how he took you aside and tried to explain what was going on, and how you didn’t listen, just demanding all the while that he bend over for you, and he should make it pretty damn quick, because you had another appointment to get to. I also know that he did what any professional would do and got his job done before leaving you for dust. Anyone with any ounce of self-respect would’ve done the same damn thing.”

“Look, I don’t know what sort of an organization you’re running here, but you clearly don’t know who I am,” Arrow said, clearly taken aback by the way Cyrus was speaking to him. “I’m a very important person in the agency, the agency you work for.”

“I know all about you and your important position. You’re in cyber-crimes, but you’re not even one of the guys who does all the hard work every day. You sit around in the break room, acting all tough, waiting for someone to give you an order. When you get it, you dust off your fancy suit and go and arrest bankers, tax evaders, and cryptocurrency bros. Note, I said arrest. That’s it. Nice and comfy, home in time for dinner.”

Cyrus mock shuddered. “Things are a bit different here. Fortunately, I have nothing to do with your department and don’t need to,” he said. “My agency contacts know how dangerous the work my team does, including Flint, and they respect them accordingly, the same as I do.”

“I appreciate you’re his supervisor, or handler, or whatever you call it,” Arrow blustered, “but this is a mating matter – personal. It doesn’t concern you.”

“First and foremost, Flint is my friend.” Cyrus stared into Arrow’s eyes, challenging him to hold his gaze. Arrow held it for all of three seconds before his eyes dropped.

“You need to pay attention. Flint, the man you ridiculed and treated like a sex object, is the best sniper the agency has. He gets flown all over the world for difficult jobs because he’s so damn good. He can outshoot anyone the agency has on their books, and he proves it every time he’s sent out on a job.”

“You’re kidding me. That little guy?” Arrow looked at Python, but he wouldn’t get any help there either. “He barely comes up to my chest. It’s obvious to me he’s been put in this backwater operation to keep him out of harm’s way. He’s a twink!”

Cyrus resisted the urge to slap the man or punch him to the ground. He ran a family business, and he didn’t want to spook any of the locals who’d accepted him and his friends so readily.

“You can think what you like. A simple check of agency records would prove what I’m saying is true, and you already know I’m not lying. Because of the way he looks, marks underestimate Flint all the time, just like you did. That’s one of the reasons why he has one of the highest kill rates in the agency. He never fucks up a job, not even when he had the unfortunate issue of running into you in the middle of an operation.”

Arrow’s eyes flicked between Python and Cyrus. “You know what Flint is to me.”

“Yep, I do.” Cyrus nodded. “According to you, Flint is a pretty little boy-toy who should be sitting at home filing his nails and cooking you big meals while wearing assless pants so that he can bend over every time you bother to walk in the door.”

“But...but...I didn’t use those words. What I said was misconstrued. He probably heard me wrong. I’m sure we can work it out when I find him.”

Python growled. “Our friend deserves a damn sight better than you. You spoke your truth the night you met him. Flint’s response is in that piece of paper he left for you. Now get the fuck out!”

“You can’t keep us apart,” Arrow blustered. “That’s...that’s an offense.”

“I am not keeping you apart,” Cyrus said. “I’m respecting my friend’s wishes. Flint doesn’t want anything to do with you.”

“He can’t do that. He can’t make that decision. What about me?”

“Ooh, I’m so close to just hitting you on your nose with a newspaper and throwing you out myself.” Python glared, and Cyrus noticed the flames in his eyes. “This is on you, puppy. If you hadn’t shoved your fucking foot in your mouth the moment you met him, then maybe you’d have had a chance to have gotten to know Flint, and then you would have realized what an amazing young man he is. You blew it. Tough shit.”

“I can’t just leave.” Arrow shifted from one foot to the other. “I’m getting desperate. I’ve had a hard-on for days, and it just won’t go down. I’m aching here.” He pointed to his crotch. “I need Flint.”

“In other words, you still see Flint as a sex toy.” Cyrus shook his head. Going over to the engine bay of the truck he’d been working on, he found an empty oil bottle. “Here,” he said, chucking it in Arrow’s direction – the wolf was silly enough to catch it. “Use this – it’s already pre-lubed. Now get the fuck out of this workshop and don’t let me see you again until you’ve had a major attitude adjustment.”

“This is between me and Flint,” Arrow said desperately. “You’re getting between us.”

Python laughed. “You think me and my boo are bad? Wait until you start tangling with our resident bear shifter, our chameleon shifter, a pixie with wings and a hell of a lot of attitude, a crocodile shifter, and a pair of bulls that will take you out without breaking a sweat. The only reason you’re not already six feet under is because we don’t want to hurt Flint.

“But there’s a whole army of men who all consider Flint their friend, and who respect the hell out of what he can do in the field. Do you want to try and get through them, puppy? Or do you want to finally face the fact that you were wrong about the gift the Fates sent you? You owe our Flint a king-size apology, and you’re going to need to do some major groveling before he’ll ever speak to you again. Our Flint has respect for himself, which is more than you fucking do.”

Cyrus could see the confusion in Arrow’s eyes. Such a shame that he’s ruled by his dick. But after a minute, when Arrow didn’t say anything at all, Python shook his head and raised his hand. A quick blast of magic, and Arrow was gone.

“I sent him home. I hated doing that.” Python sighed, leaning his head on Cyrus’s shoulder. “Seriously, am I the only one who wanted to slap him stupid? Flint deserves so much better.”

“Arrow’s a wolf. They have an inbuilt elitist attitude, and sometimes it takes a bit to shift the stick out of their asses. The mating pull is stronger than he’ll ever be, though, so we know he’ll be back.”

“And in the meantime, we’ll keep our friend safe,” Python said, his voice dropping to that tone that always made Cyrus’s cock tingle. “Now, hon. Have you given any thought to where I could put a new car? I could make it worth your while.” His breath sent shivers down Cyrus’s spine. “You know I can.”

“I know I’ve got this truck to get finished, and you promised to cook me dinner. Get your ass upstairs.” Cyrus tapped Python’s leather pants. “I’ll be up as quick as I can.”

“Fine. I’ll just pop over to the Alley first.” Python started rummaging around in Cyrus’s toolbox. “Do you know where the tape measure is? Maybe I can find some room for that Thunderbird after all.”

Sighing, Cyrus picked up a wrench and returned to what he was doing. But he couldn’t resist glancing out of the workshop doors at least a half a dozen times over the afternoon. Flint was hurting, and Cyrus hated that for his friend. You’d better show you’re more than a big mouth with attitude, Arrow. Anything less and I’ll finish you off myself.
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Flint stabbed his trowel into the soil harder than necessary. The strawberry plants didn’t deserve his aggression, but he couldn’t seem to stop. Water dripped from his chin - whether from the hose he’d been using or his own tears, he wasn’t entirely sure anymore.

Get it together. He swiped at his face with the back of his hand, leaving a streak of dirt across his cheek. You’re being pathetic.

His snake hissed inside his head, coiling tighter in distress. The animal had been restless for days now, ever since that asshole wolf had shown up at Cyrus’s workshop. Flint hadn’t been there, thank fuck, but Python had texted him immediately. Arrow had come looking for him.

Arrow. Even thinking the name made his chest ache.

Flint yanked a weed from between the strawberry rows with enough force that dirt scattered across his green gingham overalls. He should’ve been happy. The strawberries were thriving - fat, red berries hung from nearly every plant. Storm hadn’t managed to sneak in and steal any yet, which was practically a miracle. The temperature in the greenhouse was perfect, the humidity just right. Everything should’ve been fine.

Instead, he felt like someone had reached into his chest and squeezed.

“Pretty boy with the cock-sucker lips.”

Arrow’s voice from that job two weeks before echoed in his head. Flint had been working out the best place for his shot, keeping one eye on his mark and the other on the exits, trying to find a way to the roof, when the wolf had sauntered over. Big. Confident. Smelling of expensive cologne that did nothing to undermine the musk of wolf and pine. A scent that had made Flint’s snake sit up and take notice immediately.

Mate! Every cell in Flint’s body immediately wanted to bury themselves under Arrow’s shirt. His cock hardened, and his brain was suddenly flooded with visions of what he and the arrogant wolf shifter could be doing...when he’d finished his job. Flint recognized the discreet pin Arrow had barely hidden with his jacket. He was in the agency, too. They would be perfect together...

And then Arrow had opened his mouth.

“What are you doing, wandering around like you’re looking for someone’s dick to suck? You know who you are to me. You should be at home, in my kitchen, your ass bare as you cook my meals instead of wandering around like an invitation.”

Flint’s hands shook as he picked up the watering can. Water sloshed over the edge, soaking into the knees of his overalls. He didn’t care. The memory kept playing, unstoppable as a freight train.

Arrow slapping his ass, pointing to his sizeable bulge, all the while making it plain that Flint’s only job going forward would be to service Arrow’s dick - alongside cooking, cleaning, and basically tending to Arrow’s every need. 

It’s not like I didn’t try to tell him I was on a job. But Arrow, for whatever reason, didn’t believe him. Maybe his cock’s that big, all the blood drained from his brain. 

Feeling belittled, heartbroken, and more than a little sick, Flint managed to get away, telling Arrow he could find him through the agency. He found a door to the roof, and ten minutes later made his shot and left. Two bullets, not his typical one, but Flint blamed the poor air quality. It couldn’t be because of the tears in his eyes. 

A sob caught in Flint’s throat. He pressed his fist against his mouth, biting down on his knuckles. He would not cry over this again. Arrow was an asshole. A big-mouthed, elitist, disrespectful asshole who saw Flint as nothing more than a convenient fuck.

The mating bond didn’t care. It pulled at him constantly now - a low ache in his belly, and a restlessness in his bones. His snake wanted to find Arrow, wanted to rub against him, wanted to claim and be claimed. The animal didn’t understand why they were hiding in a greenhouse instead of tracking down their mate.

Because our mate thinks we’re worthless, Flint thought bitterly. Because he took one look at us and decided we weren’t assassin enough, weren’t alpha enough, weren’t enough. Full fucking stop.

Another tear rolled down his cheek. Flint let it fall.

He’d been so careful, staying in his house or the greenhouse in the alley. He avoided Cyrus’s workshop and the bakery because he knew that was the only point of contact the agency would give Arrow if he was looking. He’d sent that blank piece of paper through Cyrus because he genuinely had nothing to say.

What was he supposed to tell Arrow? Hey, I know you think I’m just a pretty face who should be on my knees, but actually, I’m really good at what I do, and I deserve respect? 

Arrow would probably laugh. Or worse, he’d think Flint was being cute before he went on about his needs, his wants, and his...

The greenhouse door creaked open. Flint spun around, panicked. It was becoming a point of honor for him not to talk about Arrow with his friends. He grabbed the edge of his floppy yellow sun hat and tugged it lower, hoping it would hide his blotchy face. His hands found the hose, giving him something to do, something to focus on that wasn’t the mortification of being caught crying like a child.

“Flint?”

It was Pax, and he sounded concerned.

Shit.

“Hey, Pax.” Flint kept his back turned, aiming the hose at a row of plants that definitely didn’t need more water. “I’m just finishing up here. Did Storm send you to check on the strawberries? Yes, they’re ripe, but I’ll pick them when I’m ready.”

“Storm’s napping.” Footsteps crunched on the gravel path between the raised beds. “Flint, are you - oh my god, you’re crying.”

“I’m not.” Flint adjusted the hat again. “I must have something in my eye.”

“Uh-huh. And I’m the queen of England.” Pax materialized at Flint’s elbow, his dark eyes sharp with concern. “What happened? Did someone hurt you? I’ll fucking end them.”

Despite everything, Flint’s lips twitched. Pax was maybe five-foot-nothing and weighed about as much as a bag of potting soil, but his protective instincts rivaled Storm’s crocodile. “Nobody hurt me.”

“Liar.” Pax plucked the hose from Flint’s hands and turned off the water. “You’re flooding the strawberries, and you love these plants more than you love most people. So either you’re having a breakdown or something’s really wrong. Which is it?”

Both, probably. Flint sank down onto the wooden bench at the edge of the greenhouse, his overalls squelching. He pulled off his sun hat and twisted it between his hands. “It’s stupid.”

“If it’s making you cry, it’s not stupid.” Pax dropped onto the bench beside him, close enough that their shoulders touched. “Is this about Arrow?”

Flint’s head snapped up. “How did you...”

“Python texted the group chat. He said Arrow showed up at the workshop looking like a kicked puppy, and we were all to keep an eye out for him.” Pax’s expression darkened. “He also said that Cyrus gave him your message and sent him packing, which, honestly? Good. That asshole doesn’t deserve to breathe the same air as you.”

The vehemence in Pax’s voice startled a genuine laugh out of Flint. “You don’t even know what he did.”

“I know he treated you like shit during a job. I know he called you names and acted like you were some kind of toy instead of the best fucking sniper in the entire agency.” Pax frowned. “And I know that you’ve been miserable since your last job, and it’s because of him. So yeah, I know enough.”

Flint scrubbed at his face with his sleeve. “He’s my mate, Pax. The Fates chose him for me, and he’s...oh, my gods, I can’t believe I’m saying this, but he’s awful. Not in looks, obviously, but the moment he opens his mouth, anyone around him can tell how much of a shit he is. What does that say about me, if he’s the one supposed to be perfect for me?”

“It says the Fates have a fucked-up sense of humor sometimes.” Pax reached over and grabbed Flint’s hand, squeezing tight. “But Arrow’s behavior doesn’t say anything about you. You’re amazing. You’re kind, funny, and you grow the best strawberries for miles around. Arrow’s the one with the problem, not you.”

“He thinks I should be wearing assless pants and cooking his dinner.”

Pax’s mouth dropped open. For a moment, he just stared. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“Nope.” Flint let out a shaky breath. “That’s what he said. Well, that and a bunch of other shit about how I’m too pretty to be in the field, and how I should bend over for him, and...” His voice cracked. “He didn’t even ask my name, Pax. I told him before I left. But all he did was look at me and decide I was some...some twink whose only purpose in life was to make him happy.”

“I’m going to kill him.”

Flint patted Pax’s hand. “You can’t kill him. He’s my mate, and you don’t like the sight of blood.”

“I can make an exception. You just watch me.” Pax was on his feet now, pacing the narrow path between the strawberry beds. “No, wait. You’re right. Killing’s too good for him. We need to make him suffer. We need to make him understand exactly how badly he screwed up.”

Despite the ache in his chest, Flint felt a flicker of amusement. “What did you have in mind?”

Pax’s eyes lit up with mischief. “Okay, hear me out. We could...we could put itching powder in his underwear. No, wait, that’s too juvenile.” He tapped his chin. “What about...we get Python to teleport all his furniture into a lake? Or...or we could hire someone to follow him around with an air horn and blast it every time he tries to talk to you.”

“He doesn’t seem to want to talk to me, and an air horn? Really?”

“It would be very effective.” Pax grinned, clearly warming to the theme. “Or we could go old school. I could turn invisible, fly to wherever he lives, and just...rearrange everything. Move his couch three inches to the left. Swap his salt and sugar. Put all his books upside down on the shelves. It would drive him insane.”

A real laugh bubbled up in Flint’s chest. “That’s so petty.”

“Petty is my middle name. Well, technically I don’t have a middle name, but petty works better.” Pax flopped back down on the bench, his expression thoughtful. “What about a glitter bomb? Storm says wolves are super sensitive to smells, so we could make it the most obnoxious, cheap perfume-scented glitter we can find. He’d be finding sparkles for months.”

“Arrow works in cybercrimes. He probably wears fancy suits.”

“Even better!” Pax clapped his hands together. “Imagine him walking into the agency covered in pink glitter, smelling like a teenage girl’s purse. His wolf’s pride would never recover.”

Flint wiped his eyes, surprised to find he was smiling. “You’re terrible.”

“I’m creative.” Pax bumped their shoulders together. “Come on, we could totally pull it off. I’ll get Storm to help. He loves chaos. And Devon’s really good at logistics. We could plan the whole thing like the agency jobs you go on.”

“Arrow would know it was me.”

“So? Let him know. Let him understand that you have friends who will go to war for you.” Pax’s voice softened. “You deserve that, Flint. You deserve people who have your back, who see how incredible you are. And if Arrow can’t see it, then he’s the biggest idiot in the country.”

The tightness in Flint’s chest eased slightly. He looked at Pax and smiled.

“Thank you,” he said quietly.

“For what? You haven’t heard the best ideas yet. I’m thinking of cursing his dick.”

“Maybe don’t go that far. But thank you, for this, for caring.” Flint twisted the sun hat in his lap. “I’ve been hiding out because I didn’t want anyone to see me fall apart. It’s so embarrassing.”

“It’s not embarrassing. It’s human. Well, shifter. You know what I mean.” Pax leaned his head against Flint’s shoulder. “You don’t have to be okay all the time. And you definitely don’t have to pretend with us. We’re family, remember.”

Family. The word settled into Flint’s bones, his snake basking in the truth of it. Against all odds, he did have a family - a strange and wonderful collection of assassins and their mates who’d included Flint without a second thought and respected who he was. 

“I still think the glitter bomb is a solid plan,” Pax murmured. “Just saying.”

Flint laughed again, the sound easier this time. “I’ll keep it in mind.”

They sat in comfortable silence for a while, surrounded by the smell of strawberries and soil. Outside the greenhouse, Flint could hear the distant sounds of the Alley - someone hammering, country music drifting from what was probably his own house, the low rumble of conversation. The Alley was his safe place - his home. 

“Can I ask you something?” Flint said eventually.

“Always.”

“When you first met Storm, did you know right away? That he was your mate?”

Pax was quiet for a moment. “Yeah. I mean, I was kind of tied up and terrified at the time, but yeah. I knew. The magic in my blood recognized him, even before I knew it was possible for me to have one.” He tilted his head. “Why?”

“Because I knew too. The second I smelled Arrow, my snake went crazy. And I thought...” Flint’s voice caught. “I thought maybe this was it, you know? My person. The one the Fates chose for me. But then he opened his mouth, and everything he said just...proved that I was wrong. That maybe my snake made a mistake, or the Fates did, or...”

“Stop.” Pax sat up, turning to face Flint directly. “The Fates didn’t make a mistake, and neither did your snake. Arrow’s your mate - that’s real. But that doesn’t mean he gets a free pass to treat you like garbage. Mates are supposed to cherish each other and protect each other. Storm would walk through fire for me, and I know you’d do the same for Arrow if he’d just...if he’d just see you.”

Flint sighed. Pax was right because he would. “What if he never does?”

“Then he’s an idiot, and you move on.” Pax’s jaw set stubbornly. “I know the mating bond hurts like hell when it’s not fulfilled. But you know what hurts worse? Being with someone who makes you feel small. You’re not small, Flint. You’re a fucking assassin. You’re deadly, smart, and you have excellent taste in overalls.”

Flint glanced down at his dirt-stained gingham. “These old things?”

“They’re very cottage-core chic. Storm said so.”

“Storm doesn’t know what cottage-core means.”

“Exactly. Which is why I get to decide.” Pax grinned, then sobered. “Seriously, though. You don’t owe Arrow anything. If he wants a chance with you, he needs to earn it. And that means groveling. Like, epic levels of groveling. Flowers. Chocolates. Maybe a billboard.”

“A billboard?”

“‘I’m Sorry I Was a Giant Asshole, Please Forgive Me, Love Arrow.’ Right on the highway where everyone can see it.”

Flint snorted. “That seems a bit excessive.”

“So was telling you to wear assless pants. Even I know a person has to be comfortable when they’re off killing someone.” Pax stood, brushing the dirt off his jeans. “Come on. Let’s go inside. Gwen’s been trying new donut recipes, and sent a box over with Storm when he went running earlier. We can eat them all before he wakes up.”

“That’s mean.”

“He ate half my donuts last week. This is justice.” Pax held out his hand. “Plus, you need sugar. Crying burns calories, and donuts are a perfect calorie boost.”

Flint took the offered hand and let Pax pull him to his feet. His chest still ached, and his snake was still restless. But Pax was right. He wasn’t alone. He had family - people who cared for him in their own way. If Arrow didn’t find a way to fit in, then...Flint didn’t want to even think about how his life would look if that happened...or didn’t happen as the case might be. Focus on the donuts, he told himself firmly as he followed Pax out of the greenhouse. 
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